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THROUGH SOMEONE ELSE'S EYES

BY JEFFREY BEATY

The lens plates were the last thing to snap into place on the body-hugging suit Shiro 
wore. Shiro “looked” up through the opaque plates, seeing the group gathered in the 
observation room above through the video feed being streamed directly into his visual cortex. 
He gave a thumbs up to the group as he was lowered into the transparent isolation tank. In that 
room, Doctor Elaine Hurst began to explain to the watching dignitaries what Shiro would 
experience.

“The sensorium suit will feed all the subject's senses to our sentienaut, Shiro in this case. 
He will see as our subject sees, hear as she sees, feel as she feels, think as she thinks.”

“And the subject?” The question came from Doctor Bikram Seshadri, the president of the
United Earth Council on Intergalactic Affairs.

Elaine pointed to a screen next to the observation window which lit at her command. 
The crowd gasped at the winged, bulbous, multi-eyed creature that was displayed. To those who
had not seen a Falshee before, their first impression was that it was surely a vehicle and not a 
sentient being.

“It looks like a blimp,” someone whispered to be hushed by others.

“She is a Falshee.” Elaine interrupted. “Ahyah is an ambassador of the Falshee, a race 
that evolved in the upper reaches of a gas giant's atmosphere. As you can see, their race is much
different from us, so a lot of translation is required in order to transfer as much of Ahyah's 
sensorium to Shiro's sensorium as possible. She has a multi-faceted vision that sees in different 
wavelengths, hears differently, thinks differently, has vastly different life experiences... Hell, she 
has biological functions that have no direct translation to Shiro's. But with the state of the art in 
intergalactic technology, for all purposes, Shiro will be Ahyah – a silent observer who will think 
her thoughts, feel her environment – fully experience her life for a time.”
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“So how much could he possibly understand about her. And why use him, a human, to 
receive her sensorium data?” The questioner, one Ambassador Twelon, was one of the few alien
representatives in the crowd. Obviously he held the prejudice many Consortium citizens felt 
towards their human counterparts who had risen so quickly in the intergalactic realm of 
sensorium research.

“Shiro has studied and communicated with this race for years and understands all the 
data the galaxies have accumulated about them.” Elaine answered. “But in addition to his 
knowledge, I am sure you have heard that, properly trained, a certain subset of humanity seems 
to have a unique and innate ability to adapt and accept for extended periods a world picture 
greatly different than their own.”

“Why do you think that is?” President Seshadri asked as he peered closely at the video of
Ahyah whose streamers moved across the valves, knobs and keys of something that appeared to
be but certainly was not a giant pipe organ. Elaine suspected Seshadri's views were similar to 
her own, but that he wanted a separate source to communicate them so he could remain 
politically neutral. She knew some in the crowd would not agree with what she felt on the 
matter. 

“There's been a lot of debate about that.” Elaine said. “Many have noted that most of 
the races in the galaxy do not have a lot of fiction in their literature and art. Those that do, their 
fiction is not nearly as pervasive as it is in human culture. Also it has been proven that the 
personality type of humans that seem to perform best at exploring utterly alien sensoriums are 
those that make good writers, poets, artists, psychologists and diplomats.”

There was some chuckling from the crowd of dignitaries, many who had started on just 
such careers before man's introduction to intergalactic society broadened their choices.

“But Consortium races have been using this technology for a variety of uses for 
thousands of years. Some have done so before your race even evolved.” The alien 
representative argued.

“True.” Elaine agreed. “But the fact remains that human success rates are significantly 
higher, especially when experiencing a different race's sensorium. I think it is no coincidence 
that those personalities that are best at creating fiction – a form of art and entertainment that is
relatively less prevalent and developed in other races in the galaxy – are statistically better 
sentienauts.”

The look on the alien's face seemed peaceful, even joyful to Elaine's perspective. Alien 
body language usually did not translate. She suspected if exposed to the alien's sensorium she 
would discover this look represented hostility.
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“You've left out one very interesting fact.”  Twelon said. “That other races have never 
been able to successfully explore a human sensorium for any length of time.”

“Well, yes... “ Elaine looked to Seshadri for support. Finding none she soldiered on. “But 
we're relatively new on the scene and I suspect it's only a matter of time until...”

“Isn't there a Shootha doctor, “ Twelon interrupted, “a Doctor Rame I believe, who is an 
expert sentienaut with his own theories of...”

Elaine frowned as she cut in. “Again, yes. And I'm sure you are aware that he is a 
member of this facility's staff.”

“Yes? Where is he, then?” One of Twelon's eye stalks took an exaggerated look around 
the room in a bit of dramatic body language that needed no translation. “I hear his research into
humans has developed some new procedures that he feels will allow him to break this divide – 
to finally explore a human sensorium – but this human run facility keeps blocking his 
experiments. What are you afraid of?”

“Don't be ridiculous.” Elaine snapped. “Doctor Rame is a colleague and I assure...”

“Yes,” Twelon went on unhindered. “Would it surprise you then to learn that this 
colleague of yours is about to make history this very minute? He contacted me and told me to 
be here to experience the first successful non-human sentienaut exploration of a human 
sensorium.”

The crowd of dignitaries began to murmur at the thought of a little excitement in what 
had been a thoroughly boring tour so far. Elaine and Seshadri exchanged a look that even the 
aliens recognized as containing some trepidation.

“Elaine,” President Seshadri whispered. “Maybe you should contact Doctor Rame.”

She nodded and turned towards a comm panel, but before she could take more than a 
step toward it the panel lit to display the face of a panicked technician. 

“Doctor Hurst!” The man on the screen blubbered. “We have an emergency in lab three. 
Doctor Rame... He...”

Elaine jumped into action, ignoring the gathering of politicians and rival scientists behind 
her. “Patch me through to that lab now!”

The screen turned to static for a moment only to be replaced by a scene of visual and 
audio chaos. The center of the screen displayed what appeared to the uninitiated human 
delegates as a giant sea anemone wearing a semi-transparent suit that fit its trunk and tentacles
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like a glove. At the end of each tentacle a sphincter-like orifice opened to expose different 
organs – eyes, mouths, ears, bundles of fine finger like tentacles, and things far stranger. The 
suit was obviously designed to feed these organs data, but half the suit was ripped away due to 
it's occupants violent seizures. The creature was screaming from multiple mouths as its tentacles
whipped through the air and colors pulsed through the semi-transparent flesh of its trunk.

“Doctor Rame!” Elaine yelled into the screen. “Break out of it!”

Frightened technicians tried to dodge the writhing of the creatures tentacles.

“Look out you fools! Hit the abort. Break the sensorium feed.” Elaine yelled knowing 
before she did so that it was far too late.

One technician on the screen ran towards a wall panel only to be caught by two of the 
alien's larger tentacles. His screams joined the cries from Doctor Rame's many mouths as the 
tentacles began to pull. The technician's screams cut off suddenly before Elaine's hand punched 
a button on the panel. The screen went blank but not before she and those assembled behind 
her witnessed the bloody end of those screams.

“Security to Lab 3.” Elaine's voice was sad, resigned as she gave the order. As she turned 
back to the shocked crowd and saw the cryptic face of Ambassador Twelon, her own face 
hardened.

“That,” Elaine snapped, “is why we are so cautious of other races entering a human's 
sensorium. Those that have tried, no matter how well they prepare, ultimately go violently 
mad.”

Flustered, Twelon hooted in an alien dialect that Elaine's personal translator did not 
immediately recognize. Recovering his composure, the ambassador returned to Common. 
“What? How dare you send security to...”

“You saw what Doctor Rame had become.” Elaine snapped. “We don't know why but 
every time an alien sentinaut explores the human sensorium they lose themselves.  And now, 
thanks to you and Rame's damned arrogance, a brilliant doctor, my friend despite what you 
might think, is insane. A creature who would never harm another soul has just killed one of his 
own technicians. And you knew what he was planning and told no one. Get out of my sight.”

Despite much complaint and threats the group was eventually herded from the room. 
President Seshadri remained, looking sadly at Elaine's back as she stared at screens hoping that 
Rame might be subdued without further injury to himself or others; that he might somehow 
regain his sanity. She didn't hear Seshadri's soft voice at first, and he had to repeat himself.

“You told me why you think we're so good at being sentienauts. So why do you think we 
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make such lousy subjects for alien sentienauts?” Seshadri asked, his voice nearly a whisper.

“You want my honest opinion?” Elaine countered.

“Of course.”

“It's the same reason: our fictions. We are so good at fiction that it has spread to every 
part of our being. We are so damn good at lying... lying to others, to friends, to loved ones, even 
to ourselves. Most alien races have nothing like it, certainly not to our neurotic level. When 
others try to see through our eyes, they can't take it, the disparity drives them mad.

It's funny... In the early twentieth century there was a pulp fiction writer named H. P. 
Lovecraft who specialized in Gothic horror sci-fi. Many of his stories dealt with aliens that were 
so strange, horrific and different from us that simply seeing them would drive a person mad. 
Turns out he had it the wrong way around. We humans are so monstrous inside that monsters – 
ones that make his creations seem the stuff of childhood fairy tales – go mad trying to 
understand us.”

Seshadri stared at her for a moment, sighed, then walked away without a word.


