
Water, As Far As the Eye Can See
The Mage was sitting in the swing seat on the veranda of the cottage, reading a book. The Boffin 
was off giving a keynote speech at a conference in a fairly distant space, and he was missing her. He
always did, and she told him that when they were apart she missed him too. He reflected that the 
person who was away was generally too busy and had less spare time to miss the other, but there 
was always, at least in his case, and he assumed the Boffin’s case, an underlying ache, an unease.

He read the same paragraph again, and it still didn’t make sense. He sighed and put his book down 
and stared into the distance. Then he dropped his line of sight. A small boy was looking at him. He 
was wearing a pair of pyjamas and a solemn expression, and was carrying a teddy bear. He had bare
feet and black curly hair in halo around his head. His skin was as dark as ebony, darker even than 
the Boffin’s. He looked familiar to the Mage.

“Hullo,” he said. “You remind me of someone I know. Someone called Gremlin.”

The boy smiled. “She’s me Gran.”

“Your Gran? Has it been that long?”

The Mage was momentarily taken aback. But, he reflected that, from the very beginning, it had 
been thousands of years.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Mouse.” 

“Mouse? What sort of name is ‘Mouse’? What’s your real name?”

Mouse dug around in his nostril. “Richard.”

“OK, Richard. Did anyone ever tell you not to pick your nose?”

Mouse grinned. “Yeah!”

“Does your Mum know you are here?” said the Mage. He ran through a mental list of Gremlin’s 
children. Lynne? No, she had all girls. Peter? He had a boy, but he hadn’t called him Richard. 
Georgina, otherwise known as George? Yes! She’d had a boy and called him Richard! Of course. 
“Mouse” must be a recently acquired nickname.

“Nah, she thinks I’m in bed.”

Well, yes, she lived part way round the world. That would be right.

“What are you doing here, Mouse. Why did you visit me?” Without setting off any alarms, he 
realised.

“Dunno. Are you sad? About something?”

“Sort of.”

Mouse climbed up on his lap. “Great Gran isn’t here,” he stated.

“Ah, yes. She’s due back soon.”



“She’s stuck,” said Mouse.

“Stuck?” The Mage felt a thrill of worry.

“Yeah. There’s water everywhere,” said Mouse. “Water everywhere!”

“OK kid, Richard, Mouse, here’s what we do. We go and see Mum, and we make sure you are in 
bed, asleep, where you should be.”

Mouse thought about it. “OK,” he said.

The Mage stepped to George’s house, to find that George hadn’t even realised that Mouse had gone.

“I didn’t know that he knew how to step!” she said. “Sorry, Grandpa.”

“Don’t worry. He says Gran is stuck. Now that worries me!”

“She’s over there,” Mouse said, waving.

“Hmm.” The Mage got the general direction. He’d have to search.

...

The Boffin choked up water. What the…. She was floating in water, sea water by the taste, and 
could see nothing except waves in any direction. She had no idea how she came to be floating in the
middle of an ocean. She couldn’t remember anything before she was here, and her head ached.

Suddenly a rope splashed into the water in front of her, and she instinctively grabbed it. Someone 
hauled on the rope, and she was pulled to the side of a ship, struggling to keep her head out of 
water. There was a rope ladder and strong hands helped her up the side.

She lay on the deck gasping, spitting up water. She put her hand to her head and it came away 
bloody.

“That’s quite a crack you got from our boom. Where in heck and hell did you come from?” said a 
voice.

She looked up at a ring of concerned faces. “What? Where am I?”

“You’re on the trader ‘New Moon Rising’. Hold still while Doc patches up the cut.”

A whiskery face appeared and a hand touched her head, and she did as requested and kept still.

“Hm,” said Doc. “Not big enough for stitches. A pressure pad should do it.”

He proceeded to bandage her head.

“You did well to keep so still. What’s your name, girl?”

The Boffin realised that he was talking to her. She was confused as she knew somehow that she’d 
not been called “girl” for a long time. She started to panic as she couldn’t even remember her name.
She couldn’t remember anything! Then a passing thought provided her with a name.

“I think my name is ‘Eve’,” she said tentatively.

“Hmph!” said the first voice, obviously a figure of authority. “If you’re named for the Goddess, you
should be good luck. Welcome aboard, Eve.”



The Boffin looked up into a woman’s weathered face. She had shrewd blue eyes, and hair bleached 
white by the sun.

“Are you the Captain?” she asked.

“Yep, Cap’n Snow is my name. This is my motley crew, except for Greg. He’s on the wheel. You 
know Doc, of course. This is Sally.”

Sally gave a huge sneeze. The Captain rolled her eyes. “She’s allergic to everything, we think. The 
one hiding behind the rest is Basil. He’s a bit shy. Then there’s Doug. We think his mother dropped 
him on his head when he was little. He’s not the brightest of the bunch.”

Doug just giggled nervously.

“Then there’s Harry, and finally Steve. Where’s Steve? STEVE! GET OUT HERE WHEREVER 
YOU ARE!!”

“Just having a little snooze, Cap’n. Nothing much is happening,” said Steve, coming forward. He’d 
been sleeping on a pile of ropes and canvas.

The Captain whacked him gently on the back of the head.

“You’re supposed to tidy and clean the decks when you have time! Nothing much is happening he 
says. We have Eve here attacking our boom with her head in open ocean and you say nothing much 
is happening! Right back to your stations everyone. Basil, go and stand watch with Greg. We don’t 
want to hit anything else. I’m going to talk to Eve in my cabin.”

Snow helped the Boffin down to her cabin. The Captain’s cabin was tiny, but did hold a chair and 
desk. Snow indicated to the Boffin that she should sit on the bed, and she took the chair.

“How do you feel, Eve. You had a hefty whack on the head.”

“Oh, much better, Cap’n. My thoughts are woolly and my head aches, and I can’t remember 
anything, but apart from that I feel OK.”

The Captain snorted at that. “I didn’t want to say anything in front of the crew, but I saw you appear
in midair and crack into our boom as we went about. What this all about, Eve?”

The Boffin shook her head. “I don’t know. I can’t remember a thing before I ended up in the sea. 
How far are we from land?”

“Land? Well, there’s a word that I haven’t heard in a long time. Do you mean the Frozen Poles? 
There is no ‘land’ and there hasn’t been for thousands of years. What do you mean?”

“I have to get back to my hus…. Wait! I have a husband.”

An intense longing came over her, and tears flowed readily.

“You have a husband? What is his name?”

The Boffin searched around in the cotton wool clouds that were her thoughts. “Adam. I think his 
name is Adam.”

“Glory be,” said Snow. “She’s named for the Goddess and her husband is named for the God. She 
talks about ‘land’. There’s something odd going on here. Look, Eve, I wouldn’t mention this to 



anyone else, OK? There’s Goddess followers and God followers that would find that blasphemous. 
OK.”

“Sure, Cap’n. I’m not even sure of my own name at the moment. But I do know I have a husband 
and I need to get back to him!”

Snow sighed. “Don’t we all. Anyway, I’ll put you in with Sally. She’s in Number Two’s cabin, but 
we don’t have a Number Two. I don’t think that she will mind. Do you mind helping out? It’ll be 
better than just sitting around. Do you know anything about being on a ship?”

The Boffin said “I don’t know. I can learn.”

Snow inspected her hands. “Soft,” was her verdict, with a sigh.

Sally didn’t mind at all. In fact, she loved the idea. “Someone to talk to at last! Oh, the boys are OK 
but I can’t talk girl talk with them and the Captain is the Captain.”

The Boffin liked Sally. She was a blonde girl, blue-eyed, and friendly. The Boffin was struck by a 
thought. “Do you have a mirror, Sally?”

She looked at the face in the mirror and it rang no bells. She saw a pretty dark skinned girl with 
long dark hair and deep brown eyes.

“Oh! I don’t recognise my own face.” she said, tears rising to her eyes. “What if don’t recognise my
husband when I see him?”

“Unlikely,” said Sally. “It was the first thing that you remembered, you said. That you had a 
husband. So I’m guessing that you will know him immediately when you see him. Pay me ten 
credits if I’m wrong.”

“Thanks, Sally. I hope so. I really hope you are right.”

At the evening meal, Captain Snow announced that she would be juggling the watches and 
including the Boffin.

“We don’t think Eve has any experience on a ship, so you guys will have to look out for her. Also, 
she’s had a bad crack on the head and while Doc says she’s OK, she may feel the effects for a while.
She strikes me as a quick learner, but she’s not got the muscles yet and her hands are soft. Sorry, 
Eve, but it’s true.”

The Boffin nodded. “Yes, Cap’n. Thank you.”

“We’re less than two weeks behind Birmingham, and when catch them up, we’ll see if anyone 
knows anything about her. OK, everyone. Thank you.”

...

The Mage knew where the Boffin had given her speech, and he stepped there first. He located some 
people that she had talked to, and so far as they knew she was planning to go straight home. He 
found the colleague who had invited her.

“No,” he said, “She was keen to get home she said. She always is, if she comes alone. We went to a 
safe place and she stepped. Sorry. Let me know if I can help.”



“Thanks. I’ll call if I think you can help, but first I’m going back home again. She might have 
arrived back by now.”

He was just about to step back home when he caught a glimpse of movement out of the corner of 
his eye.

“Mouse! Are you following me!”

Mouse giggled.

“She’s over there!” said Mouse pointing.

“I know, Mouse. I know. Now, let’s go home.” The Mage held the small boy’s hand and stepped 
back to his home space. George had just realised that he was missing and was about to raise the 
alarm.

“Oh, thank goodness! You naughty boy!” She swept him up into her arms, but Mouse didn’t seem 
concerned.

“Great Gran is stuck. She’s over there.” He pointed.

“Yes, dear,” said the Mage. “Look, George, I’d better make it so that he can’t step for a while. When
he’s bigger, we’ll have to teach him about the risks and how to avoid them. Is that OK.”

“Sure,” said George. “I think that I could find him, but I’d rather he wasn’t roaming the spaces like 
this.”

The Mage placed a charm on Mouse, and backed it up with a tight spell. Mouse didn’t take any 
notice. The Mage stepped home and considered his options. He was getting worried and needed 
help. He sent out some messages across the spaces and figuratively chewed his finger nails.

...

The Boffin was paired with Doc for her first watch. Doc was the whiskery old gentleman who had 
patched her up, and it seemed that anything vaguely scientific or technical was considered his 
domain. Doc told her that he was once a medic and was happy dealing with most medical matters, 
but he was completely lost on mechanical and electronic things.

“Look at this,” he said with disgust. “Our water purifier. It takes in sea water and puts out fresh 
water. It only works when it feels like it, and we have to catch rain water and buy barrels of fresh 
water when we catch up with places.”

“Can I look?” said the Boffin. Doc indicated that she could.

She took the cover off and started tracing the flow of water through the device. She took the filters 
out and cleaned them. Some had seaweed growing on them.

“Doc, does anyone service this? I think that the filters should be cleaned regularly.”

Doc shook his head. “No one knows anything about it. When the captain joined us, she said she’d 
get someone to look at it, but we’ve been too busy.”

The Boffin looked at the pulley on the pump which was connected by a belt to the motor. 

“That pulley is loose. Do you have a spanner, Doc?”



She tightened it up and spun the pulley. 

“The belt is slipping. Let me tighten that too.”

She tightened the belt, then fired up the electric motor, and the device started whirring and water 
started to pour through the exhaust pipe and back into the sea. Nothing came out of the fresh water 
pipe.

“Hmm. I wonder if the osmosis pack is OK.”

She stopped the machine and unscrewed the main osmosis cylinder. She pulled out the element and 
it was completely clogged.

“Wow! It’s a wonder you got anything at all out of this.”

She rinsed it off in salt water, then with fresh water, getting rid of all the grey sludge.

“Right, that might work, but it really needs a new osmosis pack. That’s probably the original, by the
look of it. They should be changed every year at least. Let’s try it.”

She switched it on and fresh water started to appear, drip by drip, out of the fresh water pipe. 
Eventually a small trickle flowed from the pipe into the tank. She replaced the cover.

Doc looked at her. “That’s amazing. Were you a purifier technician, then, Eve?”

She considered. “I still can’t remember anything, Doc. Not even my name, for sure. I think that I 
worked in science or engineering?”

Doc was surprised. “But those things are the God’s things and you have the Goddess’ name! Some 
people would be angry about that.”

“What is it about the God and the Goddess? Are they religions or something?”

Doc shook his head. “You really don’t know? Everyone belongs to the God or the Goddess. The 
God is the rational, the scientific, and the Goddess, is the irrational, the emotions and so on. God 
followers are rational. Goddess followers are emotional and impulsive.”

“But surely, everyone has a bit of each in them? Surely?”

“Yes, but you are supposed to try to be one or the other. You don’t seem to care, and that would 
upset some people.”

The Boffin nodded. “The Captain warned me. But where I come from people don’t worry too much 
about it. ‘Where I come from!’ I remember! I don’t come from here, but I don’t know where I come 
from or how I got here.”

Doc nodded. “I’m aligned to the God, and supposed to be logical. I’d worked that out! But come on,
cheer up. Let’s go and tell the Captain that we’ve fixed the water purifier. And that you are aligned 
to the God too. It will be best if you tell that lie, because I think that you can fake that more easily 
than an alignment to the Goddess. If it is a lie. Your name is just a mistake made when you were 
born. There are some people who have been given wrongly aligned names.”



Doc and the Boffin found the Captain in her cabin. She listened to Doc’s explanation of how the 
water purifier was fixed, and listened to Doc’s “explanation” of how the Boffin “remembered” that 
she was aligned to the God.

“That’s great news,” she said, obviously realising that Doc was stretching the truth a little. “How is 
the memory, Eve?”

“Not much better, Cap’n,” She decided not to mention that, as Doc suspected, she came from 
“somewhere else”. She didn’t know what the Captain thought, but guessed she probably realised it 
too.

The next time the Boffin was on watch she was with Greg. It was a night watch, and it seemed to 
consist mainly of sitting wrapped in canvas to keep the warmth in, while listening to Greg, who was
on the wheel, complaining about pretty much everything. Nothing appeared out to sea, except a few
dolphins. The Boffin volunteered every couple of hours to make Greg hot tea with three teaspoons 
of sugar in it. Towards the end of the watch, though, Greg stopped complaining long enough to tie 
up the wheel for a bit and show the Boffin a few knots and how to coil and handle ropes.

...

Responses to the Mage inquiries began to come in. They made for depressingly similar reading. It 
was as if they were all stamped from the same template. “Nice to hear from you again, sorry to hear 
about your problems. No, we’ve seen no sign of the Boffin in our space.” He reflected that if she 
had arrived in one of his contacts’ spaces, she would have immediately made herself known if she 
possibly could.

He was forced to conclude, Boffin like, that either she had not arrived in their spaces, or, for some 
reason, she couldn’t get in touch with his contacts. This last possibility made his blood run cold.

Then one of his contacts did respond that he had heard reports of a woman using powers either of 
science or magic in the provinces of his space. She was causing a bit of a stir, apparently. While the 
bit about “causing a bit of a stir” didn’t sound like the Boffin, who always tried to keep a low 
profile in an unknown space, the Mage was hopeful.

So he visited the space and together with Michael, his contact and the focus of science in the space, 
he went out to the provinces to check. Michael’s wife, Sarah, the focus of magic in the space stayed 
behind.

“She’s somewhere around here,” said Michael, as they stepped in. “She seems to recruiting an army,
but I’m not sure what her plans are beyond that.”

“Sounds typical of an untutored person with some powers. She came from somewhere else, 
though?”

“That’s what they said. It’s hard to know what that means. Let’s go into the village and see what is 
going on.”

As they reached the village, people were coming and going from the inn, and they guessed that the 
woman was probably in there. There were no guards on the door, so they just walked in. The Mage 
knew immediately that the woman was not the Boffin and his heart sank. However, since they were 
here, they had a job to do.



The woman was blonde and shapely, and oozed charisma. “Hullo boys, have you come to join the 
movement?” she asked.

“Not exactly,” said the Mage, and he looked deep into her eyes.

Now, charisma is only one part of the power of a magician, and the Mage had charisma to spare, 
and he also had other powers.

The woman lost some of her confidence. “Who are you?” she asked. She tried a few simple charms 
and spells, but they just bounced off the Mage.

Michael spoke up. “We’ve come to see who was causing all this fuss. So far, no one has been hurt, 
but the way it’s been going, it wouldn’t be long.”

The woman tried to step, but Michael had closed off that exit route, and her shoulders slumped.

“I just wanted to get away! It was so horrible where I was. I don’t know how I got here, and the 
people here would do anything I asked. It was so easy!”

He looked at the Mage who nodded. “What she says seems true, Michael. Sarah can help her, and I 
think that she will be a real asset once she’s had some training,” said the Mage.

“Well, we’ll have to ask you to come with us. Don’t worry, nothing bad will happen to you, I 
promise! I’m just going to introduce you to my wife,” said Michael.

So they took the woman back with them, and Sarah coaxed the story out of her.

“It seems it was pretty bad where she came from, especially for women. She stepped away from it 
without knowing what she did, and then found that her natural powers could affect the people here,”
said Sarah to Michael and the Mage. “I wonder where it was? I wonder if we can help.”

“If you decide to help, please be careful,” said the Mage. “But anyway, I have to leave you. I have 
to look for my wife. It’s been more than a week, and I’m no further forward.”

Sarah kissed him and sent him on his way. “Good luck...”

The Mage stepped and she continued “...I hope you find her.”

“Do you think he will find her?” asked Michael.

Sarah pulled out an orb on a chain, which was a small scrying ball, and consulted it. “Yes, I believe 
he will.”

...

Midway through the second week they caught up with Birmingham. The Boffin’s hands were 
tougher now from all the rope work and other shipboard duties, but she still had the softest hands in 
the crew. She’d worked with them all eventually. From Doug, who was sweet, but not very bright, 
to Basil who could hardly look at her without blushing, to the ever cheerful Harry, and the others 
already mentioned. She fitted into the crew as if she’d been with them for years. She rapidly 
became the “fixit” person, the one who fixed the broken mechanical and electrical devices on the 
ship.



She was winched up the mast when the mechanism to raise and lower the sails failed and fixed it. 
With Doug, she went up again to lower a jib which the Captain decided to bring down because it 
was damaged, and she wanted to repair it before they got hit by “weather”. Then she watched as 
Harry and Basil raised the repaired jib back into position.

The day before they caught up with Birmingham, Captain Snow called her in.

“Eve, we reach Birmingham tomorrow and I have to hand a copy of my logs to the authorities. I’ve 
not lied in my logs, as that would be immoral as well as illegal. So what the logs say is that we 
struck an object, and then pulled you out of the water. You had lost your memory and couldn’t 
explain how you got there. That’s the truth as far as it goes. You think that you remembered that 
your name was ‘Eve’ although you remembered later being aligned to the God. You also 
remembered that you were married. I’ve not written the name you told me for your husband down 
anywhere. Does that about cover it?”

“Yes, Cap’n. Thank you. I’ve not remembered anything else, I promise you.” She didn’t mention 
vague recollections of sons and daughters and grandchildren. They wouldn’t believe she was old 
enough. She didn’t believe she was old enough! She had vague ideas of places with land, not 
endless seas. Dragons, kings and queens, princes and princesses filled her dreams. And a cottage! A 
lot of yearning accompanied her dreams of that cottage. How much of it, she wondered, had any 
truth at all in it? How much was mere dreams?

“Hmm, Sally says that you have been crying out in your sleep to someone. No names. Just ‘my 
dear’ and ‘my darling’.”

The Boffin did not respond.

Captain Snow looked at her. “When we reach Birmingham, people will ask questions. Keep it 
simple. ‘I don’t remember’ is the best answer to everything.”

The Boffin nodded. “Thanks, Cap’n. You’re so good to this castaway! I can’t thank you enough.”

“You chose my ship to collide with. You’re my responsibility, and besides, I like you. Now, we will 
be at Birmingham for a week, and then we sail for Carlisle, which is currently north of here. If you 
want, you can sail with us. You’ve fitted in well. Your lack of papers is no problem, as fully half of 
my crew have no papers and all the other ships are pretty much the same. What do you say?”

“Thank you, Cap’n. I’d like to join you, I think, but if I find out how I came to be lost in the ocean, 
I might not be able to. My husband...”

She broke down.

Captain Snow nodded. “I understand,” she said. “Look, why don’t you come and stay with me and 
my husband? You won’t have digs on Birmingham, and now Sally has moved out we have a spare 
room.”

“Sally?”

“Yes, she’s my daughter. Did no one tell you?” Captain Snow laughed. “I guess it didn’t occur to 
them to mention it.”



They caught sight of Birmingham early the next day and the sight of it shocked her. Now she 
understood the references to “catching up” to Birmingham. It was a floating island, several miles 
across. As they approached it rotated slowly in whatever ocean current it was following.

The Boffin happened to be on watch with Doc on the wheel when she first saw it, and all the others 
were busy with their own tasks. The Captain was standing behind the Boffin and Doc, watching the 
activity and occasionally calling out orders.

The Captain saw the Boffin’s shock. “You’ve never seen an island before, have you? You really 
must be from somewhere else.”

Only Doc could hear her, and he glanced back at the Captain. 

“Birmingham. Currently one of the Britannia Islands. Population, around five thousand. Currently 
rotating once every sixteen hours or so, heading north at approximately three knots. Mostly aligned 
to the God, but about one in five aligned to the Goddess. Last time we were home, there were one 
hundred and twenty-five coconut trees, around eighty softwoods, and just over thirty hardwoods. 
Salmon farming, sea rice, a few tea bushes and one very pampered coffee bean tree. That’s about it, 
isn’t it, Cap’n?”

“You forgot the cows. Thirty seven when we were home last and one bull, Ferdy. Oh, and countless 
chickens.” Doc nodded.

“Uh, are you all from Birmingham,” asked the Boffin, tentatively.

“Yes, home port and birthplace of us all.” The Captain oozed pride.

They sailed around the edge of the island and docked at the leading edge.

“Why is it always the leading edge? Why is never the trailing edge,” grumbled Greg.

“Just so you have something to complain about, Greg,” said the ever cheerful Harry.

They tied up a rocking wharf, which flexed as each wave passed it. The crew disembarked and all 
called their goodbyes and best wishes to the Boffin. They didn’t know if they’d see her again.

“See ya, Eve, you’ll make a good sailor some day,” said Steve as he left.

Captain Snow and the Boffin walked down the wharf to the Harbourmaster’s office, and the Boffin 
waited outside. She saw that the flexible wharf structures ended just after the office, and from then 
on the ground looked like regular ground. It was hard to tell if it was moving or not, as she herself 
was rising and falling with the waves.

Captain Snow emerged from the office, looking a little concerned.

“They want to see you tomorrow,” she said. “At the Town Hall. It should be OK, I think. By the 
way, I’m ‘Snow’ when we are ashore. Not ‘Captain’.”

They walked off the moving wharf structures and onto the “ground” of the island. The Boffin 
thought that she could feel some movement, but of course the wavelength of the waves would be 
longer and the frequency lower. Then she wondered where that knowledge came from.



Snow confidently found her way through a maze of little alleyways overhung by tall buildings. To 
the Boffin everything looked to be constructed on a small scale, but obviously space was in short 
supply on the island. Snow ducked around a chicken coop and opened a narrow door.

“Chris! Chris, I’d like you to meet someone!” she called.

A tall dark haired man of the same age as Snow came forward and kissed Snow thoroughly before 
turning to the Boffin. The Boffin felt a pang of anguish, but then felt that her husband was looking 
for her as hard as he could. He must be! She just knew it!

Chris shook her hand. “So this is the mysterious stranger. Welcome, Eve. There're all sorts of 
rumours going around about you.”

He looked at Snow. “Is she staying with us? I guessed that she would be, so I made up Sally’s bed.”

“Is there anything useful going around, though, dear? Has anyone got any idea where she comes 
from?”

Chris laughed. “Well, half of the rumours say she’s a spy from the Amerigo/Mexico islands, and the
other half reckon she’s from Nippon, so no, there’s nothing useful going around.”

“Fix me a beer, please, Chris. I’ll show Eve Sally’s room. Do you want a beer, Eve?”

“Oh, yes please.” She’d never seen Snow drink before. Maybe she avoided it when she was on her 
ship.

...

The Mage was in his study when George came round, in a bit of a state.

“Mouse has disappeared, Grandpa. I’d put him in his room for a sleep, but when I checked he’d 
gone.”

“He’s nowhere around your place, hiding, is he?”

“No, I looked. There was a charm on the door to stop him opening it, and that wasn’t sprung. 
Besides….”

“Besides?”

“Besides, my intuition tells me that he is not in this space.”

“Oh. How on earth did he escape my spells and charms? He’s a clever little thing, isn’t he? Has he 
still got his charm necklace?”

“Yes, I think so.”

The Mage nodded. “So, he shouldn’t be in any immediate danger, and we should be able to trace 
him.”

He went into the Boffin’s laboratory, and switched on her computer. He could have spun up a 
tracing spell, but this was quicker. Besides, he was missing her so much, and using her computer 
seemed to help. George’s intuition kicked in again.

“How’s the search for Gran going?”



“Well enough. I’ll get there in the end, but I don’t understand why she hasn’t activated her pendant. 
She can’t lose it, because of the charm, but she hasn’t pressed it. It’s strange. Her pendant is 
different from Mouse’s of course and I can’t trace it directly, but if she’d only press it I be able to 
locate her in seconds. As it is, I have to visit spaces and check manually and that is tedious.”

The Mage thought of her lying injured somewhere, but brushed that thought aside and typed into 
the Boffin’s computer. Now, if he remembered correctly…. Ah, yes, that was it. If he just adjusted 
this….

A type of map appeared on the Boffin’s screen. The Mage dialled it back to three dimensions, but 
not the usual three dimensions, and two lobes appeared.

“Which one, George?”

She pointed to the top one. George’s intuition was strong.

“Right. I guess you are coming? We might have to do some trial and error, but we can get close in 
one step.”

They held hands and stepped.

...

The Boffin sat on a bench outside the Town Hall, waiting for Snow. She’d reported to the Town 
Hall as requested, but they didn’t seem to know what to do with her. Obviously everyone agreed she
was a problem, but everyone also seemed to be of the opinion that she was someone else’s problem,
not theirs. Eventually the local equivalent of a policeman, the Watch Commander, interviewed her 
and took a statement. He didn’t seem too worried by her sudden appearance, and eventually he let 
her go, after noting down that she was staying with Snow.

A little boy appeared in front of her. She frowned. He looked very familiar to her.

“Who are you?” she asked. “Do I know you?”

“I’m Mouse and you’re my Great Gran.”

A number of closed doors in her mind burst open. Mouse, who was Richard, led to George. George 
led to Gremlin and Gremlin lead to the Mage. She burst into tears. Not all the doors had sprung 
open, but Mouse had opened many of them. She hugged Mouse, who was a little bewildered.

“Is he yours?” said a voice.

It was one the stall holders from the tiny square in front of the Town Hall. He seemed mildly 
annoyed.

“Because if he is, he took a pie from my stall. I don’t know how he did it, because I was watching 
him the whole time.”

The evidence was on Mouse’s face.

“Oh, I’ll pay. Mouse, you shouldn’t take pies. Say sorry to the man.”

“Sorry,” said Mouse, looking worried.



She paid the stallholder, and he thanked her and strolled off. He had kids of his own so wasn’t too 
worried about the theft.

“Mouse, how did you get here?” She still hadn’t figured out where “here” was, let alone “there”.

“I sort of just came.” He wasn’t interested. “Can you show me a story?”

“Show you a story? How, Mouse?”

Mouse just pointed at her pendant. Another door opened in her mind.

“Of course. Oh, I’d forgotten about that!”

Snow came back at that point. 

“Who’s this?” she asked.

“Oh, Snow, he’s a relative of mine, called Mouse. He’s unlocked some closed doors in my mind. 
I’ve remembered so many things. Can we go home? I’ll tell you everything I can remember.”

Snow hurried them back home, and Chris gave Mouse a biscuit to distract him.

“Now tell me!” said Snow.

“Well, Mouse is my great-grandson.”

“What! You are not old enough!” The Boffin looked to be in her early thirties.

“Mouse’s Mum is Georgina, known as George. George’s Mum is Susan, known as Gremlin, who is 
my daughter-in-law. I know I look far too young.”

“Who are you?” said Snow, puzzled. “You’re not the Goddess in disguise, are you?” She was only 
half joking.

“Me? I’m your crewmember, Eve! The one with no memory. The one you rescued. I’m just another 
human. I’ll explain later, Snow, when I’ve got it all back, because I don’t remember everything yet. 
I do know that I don’t belong here, and I still don’t know what ‘here’ means. I do remember how to 
call my husband. I just have to press this pendant, which I’ve had all the time. But I don’t know 
what will happen when I press it. I still can’t remember!”

“Go ahead. Press it. What’s the worst that could happen? The seas could dry up and the fish could 
walk on dry land! Seriously, Eve, call your husband. I want to see if he looks like a great-
grandfather.”

The Boffin pressed her pendant, and nothing much happened except that she was suddenly holding 
her favourite device, for the first time in a couple of weeks. She looked at it and more doors opened 
in her mind. She had a bit of a headache, but her mind was almost back to normal.

“Oh my. I remember! Snow, Chris, my husband may appear out of nowhere. Think of it as a 
conjuring trick if it helps.”

...

The Mage and George were sifting through the spaces. They’d stepped out to the space 
corresponding to the middle of the lobe, and Mouse wasn’t there, which was what they really 



expected. They were closer to him, of course, but they didn’t know how much closer. Then they had
stepped half-way in the direction that Mouse was. They repeated this, halving the distance each 
time. Sometimes they had to step forward, sometimes they had to step back. It was a binary search, 
the Mage thought. A scientific, well, mathematical, method well suited to finding Mouse, wherever 
he was. The Boffin would be proud of him.

The problem was that they had an infinite number of spaces to search, but the Mage knew that they 
only needed to get reasonably close. Once they got close enough Mouse would be in a band of 
similar spaces and when they found him all the spaces that Mouse was in would collapse into one 
Mouse containing space.

The Boffin had tried to explain how this worked to him one day, but gave up in frustration.

“The equations say it all. The words just don’t work!” she said. The Mage knew his maths was 
good, but unfortunately it was not quite good enough. Well, it wasn’t the maths, but the physics. 
The Boffin was annoyed that she couldn’t explain it, but she wasn’t annoyed at him, he knew.

“Don’t worry dear. I get the rough idea, and that is what matters,” he’d said to her.

Eventually the Mage and George came across a range of spaces which were almost all sea. They 
stood on an invisible platform hovering over the waves.

“Oh no!” said the Mage.

“What’s wrong,” asked George.

“Well nothing really. It’s just that Mouse said that his Great Gran was ‘stuck’ and that there was 
‘water everywhere’. I think that when we find your son, we will find your Gran too. I’ve been so 
stupid. I should have got Mouse to show me where his Great Gran was. I thought he was too small 
to understand, but he was telling me where she was all the time!”

In just two more steps, George said “He’s here.”

“Your Gran has activated her amulet! She’s here too. I thought so!”

So they stepped within the space and arrived in a small alleyway, with a chicken coop and a small 
door. The Mage checked that no one had seen them, then knocked on the door, which flew open to 
reveal the Boffin.

She said “Oh!” and threw herself into his arms. Her arms were round his neck, and she was sobbing
her heart out.

She rubbed his face with her hands.

“Oh, I can’t see clearly for the tears, but I remember every detail of your face, my love. It’s hard to 
believe that I could have forgotten it, even for a second. Oh, my love.”

“What’s been happening, my dear. Why didn’t you activate your amulet earlier?”

“Oh, it’s a long story. Let me introduce you to my friend Snow and Chris, her husband. Snow and 
her seven crewmembers have been so good to me. This is her house. She’s inside with Mouse.”

George ducked into the house when she heard that, and the Boffin and the Mage followed.



The Boffin quietly said to the Mage “I called myself Eve. I called you Adam. Apparently that’s near
blasphemy here. Be careful.”

She led him into Snow’s house to introduce him to Snow and Chris and to tell the Mage the whole 
story. She had to force herself to stop touching him to ensure he was real.

Snow listened to her explanation of how she had been travelling between spaces and had somehow 
collided with the boom of “New Moon Rising” causing her to fall into the sea. She listened to their 
explanation of the spaces and how they stepped between them. The Boffin had a feeling that Snow 
didn’t like the idea. In the end, Snow stopped them.

“I don’t need to know,” she said. “It’s enough to understand that you come from somewhere else, 
and that you can move from there to here. Can everyone there do what you can do?”

“Any human can, but most don’t know how. Would you like us to show you how?”

Snow shuddered. “No thanks. This one world or space or whatever you call it is enough for me.”

Mouse said “I want to go home, Mum.”

He was sucking his thumb while burying his head against George’s neck.

“Is that OK?” asked George. “Can I step from here please, Snow?”

Snow nodded and George and Mouse were gone. Snow and Chris gasped.

“Well, that was something else,” said Chris. Both he and Snow looked a little shocked.

“We can help you forget,” said the Mage, “if you want.”

Snow and Chris looked at each other. “No, no. We don’t need that,” said Chris. “Are you sure you 
aren’t the Goddess?”

“In our home space, I’m a focus, as we call it. I do have some powers, all of which I forgot when 
the boom hit me. A long time ago we were ordinary humans, my husband and I, but we were given 
the powers to do a job. A really important job. Underneath it all we are still ordinary humans, I 
assure you. From the stories I’ve heard the same is true of the God and the Goddess here in this 
space,” said the Boffin, hoping they wouldn’t feel that this was blasphemous.

The Mage said “We will be going home soon. We’ll go from outside your door, if that makes things 
easier?”

The Boffin said to Snow “I’d love to visit some time, but we’ll warn you first, of course. Can you 
please send my love and regards to the crew? I would have loved to sail some more with them, but I
have to go home now.”

“Do come back,” said Snow. “You can tell me what your home is like. I’d really like to know. 
What’s it like to have land everywhere? Don’t the islands keep bumping into it?”

“Oh, Snow, if you’d come for a visit some time we could show you. The islands don’t float. They 
are fixed to the sea floor. I’ll explain more, when we come to visit.”

The Boffin kissed and hugged Snow and Chris, and she and the Mage walked out of their door. 
Snow called goodbye and shut the door. She really didn’t like the stepping.



The Mage turned to the Boffin and kissed her. 

“I think that we should go and see this God and Goddess, while we are here,” she said. “I don’t 
think that it’s good for their people for them to remain so apart. Of course, we can’t force them to 
meet, but we can put it to them that it might be a good idea for them to suggest that people have 
both God and Goddess in them.”

“Yes, let’s,” said the Mage. “Goddess first?”

As they prepared to step, he continued. “Young Mouse seems to be very powerful for his age, and if
I’d listened to him, I’d have found you sooner. Instead, I tried to stop him stepping. He’s too little to
explain how he escaped that charm, but I’d really like to know how he did it!”

He was annoyed with himself.

“Don’t fret, my love. I sort of enjoyed it, apart from not being able to remember anything, even the 
shape of your face. And longing for you, even so. And having a sore head. But apart from that...”

As they stepped away she said “We should get a boat, you know. It would be fun,” and he laughed.
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