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Let us assume we are in an S-F world consisting of one huge, continent-like mountain, but for the rest 
physically similar to Terra. The fauna and flora are also as on Terra, but all animals, including people, 
find themselves upon birth at the foot of the mountain, and each day wake an identical bit higher the 
mountain. We don’t do anything to achieve this, it’s just a cosmological given of this world. The 
mountain has belts of horizontal climate, maybe with pheromones and other  substances influencing 
behaviour, that correspond to our infancy, youth, middle age, older and old age. Our freedom consists 
in what we do, while awake, to each other and to our self-understanding, but whatever we do, we shall 
wake tomorrow morning another bit higher on the mountain. So too shall all the people around us: the 
very many who are at the beginning above us, those of our cohort progressing vertically at the same 
speed, and an initially small but inexorably increasing number of people below us, following us 
upward. We can all meet during the day as chance and will have it, but next morning our height on the 
mountain will have changed equally for all of us, however we may have roamed left or right.  

At the beginning, the fact we can mingle freely during waking, indeed the very fact of being on 
Life Mountain, makes us neglect this ascension. There is no other way to ascend anyway, nobody can 
go up and nobody can go down (unless in fancy and in memory), and of course nobody has ever seen 
the Top of the World. We all simply live together during the day but wake in the morning in our new 
higher belt, impregnated by its colours and effluvia. The naturally or artificially sleepless ones fall 
asleep at a given point before dawn and simply wake up higher. Some of us may suspect the way up 
the world is arbitrary or indeed unjust, but of course, the mountain shape is the only one possible in 
any world. We have many sayings by our philosophers roughly meaning “the way of the Mountain is 
unfair,” and I spare you the silly preachments of our priests (mostly Gnostics) why their benevolent or 
malevolent gods  have made Ascension a law for life.  

The only thing that changes for a given height (that is, age) cohort is that our view widens. When 
we are low, we all look simply around us, at our own height and generation; then we become 
interested in what those above do, for they rule and teach us. Sexually, for example, higher-up males 
are much more interesting for girls, and higher women even more so for boys. But until we are in, as 
we say, the 10 veli-s (that is, after 10,000+ daily ascensions) we don’t really look down, except to 
laugh at the mistakes of the neophytes, very similar to our now forgotten ones; of course, for some it 
happens much later, or never. However, around the age of 18 veli-s (and given our ever progressing 
age in this epoch of progress, the average length of life is now about 25 veli-s), when the cohort has 
begun noticeably thinning, some people begin to look wistfully not only at their memories of the foot 
of the Mountain but also at the lower cohorts. Indeed, for the sillier among us (usually male), there is a 
rash of divorces at what is called “the airy eighteen” in order to marry anybody between 6 and 10 veli-
s, in a kind of magical belief that prolonged contact with a younger skin shall make you shed many 
veli-s. This doesn’t happen, you inexorably wake up each morning at your given heights of ascension, 
so the new cohabitations usually don’t last too long, but I suppose they can be fun for both sides while 
they last.  

For those philosophically disposed, which means seeking sense, the airy eighteens and perhaps 
the next five veli-s are a kind of imaginary apex of one’s personal metaphorical mountain, pictured as 
a cut-out your ascension has made on Life Mountain: still in possession of fair health and good sight, 
yet relatively high enough up the slope, one can begin looking at what one has done, why not more or 
better, and perhaps remedy the worst ascensional aberrations. This has been happening to me, dear 
Terran Reader for the last, say, four-and-a-bit veli-s, or to make it more comprehensible to you, dozen 
or so solar years.  


