
Enceladus’ Indigenous dialogue translation 

  

 “Do you ever feel watched around here?” I sometimes asked one of my colleagues, 
without thinking. 
 “…What do you mean?” 

 “Renata?” One of my colleagues called. Sergio. “Renata, are you in here?” 

 “Hello?” I called. My voice had changed. My jaw felt torpid, trying to talk through rows 
of jagged teeth. “Is—is anyone out there? What happened? I…I can’t remember past…” Past 
transforming. How long had my blackout been? 
  
  
 This is the price for trespassing, it said. This world is ours. It will never be yours. 
 “What are you?” I demanded. To myself in the lonely cell. To the monster inside my 
head. 
 We are the indigenous. 
 “Renata?” A voice from outside the door made me jump. Delfina. “Franco says you said 
something sophisticated. Are you…you?” 
 “Is everyone all right?” I said, anxious. My voice shook. “Why am I covered in blood? 
Did I kill someone?” 
 There was silence for a moment. “No.” 
 I brought a hand up to my mouth. “Oh thank goodness.” 
 “But you started something,” she said, solemnly. “Something worse.” 
 “What do you mean?” 
 … 
 A weight dropped into my chest. “Oh no…” I straightened up. “From the bite?” 
 “That’s what we’re thinking,” Delfina said. “It works fast. Question is, who bit you?” 
 “Nobody,” I said. I tried to think back. No strange wounds had manifested. Just a lot of 
other strange things. “I think it’s been following me around for a while…Somehow it got in. I 
don’t know how…” 
 Delfina hesitated. “This…Pud thing?” 
 I took a steadying breath. “I don’t know. That might have something to do with it.” 
 … 
 “We have to leave,” I said. “Get everyone off this moon. The creatures here…they’re the 
ones doing this.” 
 “What are they?” 



 “I don’t know.”  
 … 
 “How are you doing this?” I muttered. 
 None of your business. 
 “We want to work with you.” 
 Now you’re negotiating, because we’ve made you a crazed monster. You will never be 
human again, you know. 
 I swallowed. “I don’t believe that,” I whispered. 
 “…Renata?” 
 “GET OFF OUR MOON!” The screech exploded out of me, compulsive. “OR DIE! WE 
WILL KILL ALL OF YOU!”  
 I clutched my head in my hands, bracing the other arms against the floor. 
 “We didn’t know—” I said through clenched teeth. “Please, we didn’t now. You have our 
full attention, now I beg you, let us heed your demands.”


