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Code O the Beast

© 1998 by Jerry J. Davis

1. ANARCHI STS

The phone had been ringing for quite a while.

Dodd noticed the ringing. Then he noticed it nore. It was
i ke he was com ng back from somewhere down a |ong hallway to find
a phone ringing at the very end. Then it took hima nonent to
realize that he should answer it, being that --- after all --- it
was his phone.

He tore his eyes away fromthe |arge 3-D screen and | ooked
around his living room His girlfriend was there along with sone
other friends, all of themstaring at the screen. The phone rang
on. No one was noticing but him

I shoul d answer it, he thought.

Dodd struggled to his feet and wal ked across the |iving room
to the adjacent kitchen. He groaned; the tinme display on the
tel ephone' s screen read seven-past-m dni ght. Wat was he doing
still awake? It was a work night. This was probably Toby's wife
calling to get himto conme hone.

He picked up the handset and touched the button to accept
video. Instead of Toby's wife, a bearded face with unkenpt hair
appeared. "Dodd!" the face said.

"Danny?" Dodd said back to it. He was alarnmed --- like dark
clouds at sea, the appearance of Danny Marauder usually foretold
troubl e.

"Sorry | woke you up. You know | woul dn't be bothering you if
it wasn't inportant."

"I . . . you didn't wake nme."

"Me and a couple of friends are kinda caught out in the open,
if you know what | nmean. W need a place to crash."

Dodd fidgeted. Anarchists in his apartnment? If it were just

Mar auder it would be okay --- but his friends? "Well, | . . . |
have conpany over here, Danny."

"We'll stay in your garage if you want us to, nan. | nean, we
have to get under a roof. You understand?"

"You nean the . . ." Dodd cut hinself off. He didn't want to
know.

"I really need this favor, Dodd," Danny told him "If you do
this for ne, we'll be all even. Hell --- 1'Il be owing you."

Dodd hesi t at ed.

"Conme on, man." Danny was pl eadi ng.

"You just want to stay in ny garage?"

"That's all |'m asking."
"Ckay. COkay, | can do that. But," he gave Danny a warning
| ook, "don't bring any . . . you know. Just don't." Dodd could

i magi ne a hal f-dozen anarchi sts getting drunk and shooting up his
garage with hi gh-powered energy weapons. Wat a ni ght nare!

"I love you, man," Danny was saying. "W'Il be around in a
little while, very quiet. No problens."

Dodd nodded, said goodbye and hung up. He i medi ately want ed
to call Danny back and cancel the whole thing, but of course he
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had no idea fromwhere Danny had been calling.

The tinme display now read 12: 10 AM He had to get up for work
at 5:30 AM |'ve got to get these people out of here, he thought,
and wal ked back into the living room "Ckay, it's tinme to call it
a night. It's way past ny bed tine."

No one | ooked away fromthe tel evision. No one nade a nove.
H's girlfriend Sheila was only a few feet away, and she hadn't
heard a word he'd said. She stared at the screen with gl azed eyes,
breathing slowy through her slack mouth. Colors fromthe giant
screen reflected fromher white face.

He reached over and shook her shoulder. "Are you asl eep?" he
asked.

"Huh?" She blinked, then turned and | ooked at him "What?"

"l said, are you asl eep?”

"Ch." She held out her enpty wineglass. "Can | have a

refill?"
"Arefill?"
"Yes pl ease. "
"Sheila, I . . ."

She was smiling sweetly at him "Please?" she said.

Dodd took the glass and headed back toward the kitchen. This
is getting out of hand, he thought. I'"mjust going to go to bed
with them here.

In the kitchen, he opened the refrigerator and kneel ed down,
hol ding Sheila's glass under the tiny silicon spigot. A pale red
liquid dribbled out, Vinny's Uncomon '41, "The best Texan wi ne
nmoney can buy." Haunting, racing nusic drifted in fromthe
television --- the endl ess soundtrack of the Travels station. It
seened to spin around himin the air, the hol ographic sound
bounci ng through the kitchen. As he |listened he forgot what he was
doi ng, his head beginning to sway back and forth to the gentle
rhythm As he finished filling Sheila's glass he got another for
hi nsel f and began filling it as well. The Travels nusic was so
relaxing. He felt light. He took the two gl asses of wi ne back into
the living roomand eased hinsel f down on the couch next to
Shei | a.

"Here," he said.

Sheila took the glass wordl essly and ducked as he put his
free armaround her. Dodd sipped the wine, and the image of the
rolling ball on the screen pulled at his eyes |ike a magnet. For a
monent he resisted, |ooking over at his friend and co-worker Bob
Recent. He was cuddled with his wife Denise at the opposite end of
the couch. Both held enpty wi neglasses in their slack hands, and
Dodd felt guilty that he hadn't given themrefills. H s other
friend, Toby Whitehouse, was beside the Recents in an over-stuffed
chair. He, too, was holding an enpty gl ass.

Didn't | have something to tell then? Dodd thought. He
couldn't remenber. The screen reclainmed his attention

The surreal, multi-colored sphere had made its way down to a
virgin beach; early-norning sunlight streaned through |arge,

m st - shrouded waves as they crashed ashore, and gulls whirled and
soared in the lazy glowing sky . . . the nmusic surged and ebbed
with the scenery, never stopping and never repeating itself. Dodd
rai sed his wineglass to his nouth but nothing came out, it was

al ready gone. He let his hand drop, forgetting the glass, watching
as the sphere bounced hi gher up on the beach, rebounding off rocks
and driftwood, hitting patches of sand and sendi ng up cl ouds of
slowno drifting particles.

Suddenly he couldn't see the screen. His eyes struggled to
focus on a dark silhouette inches fromhis face. "Hey," a voice
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sai d.

"Danny?"

"Yeah, you noticed. Been ringing for a while, nan. Had to
finally let nyself in."

Dodd gl anced over at the tinme display. It was close to 2:00
AM "Jesus!" he excl ai med.

"You're frying your brain watching that stuff."

Dodd nodded. This was true. He stood and turned around to say
sonething to Sheila, but she was still staring at the screen. Bob
and Deni se were oblivious, and so was Toby. They just stared at
the screen. It seemed unreal

"Hello," he said to his guests. "Hell o?"

"Want ne to get their attention?" Danny asked.

"No." God no! "Let's go out to the garage."

They went out the front door, then around to the side of the
smal | apartnent conplex. There was a row of garage doors with
brightly-lit nunbers above them Dodd | ed Danny over to one of
t hem and unl ocked the door with his voice. It opened with an
electric whine, revealing an enpty space with a few boxes in one
corner.

"No car?" Danny asked.

"Haven't had one for years."

"Dam. | was going to ask if | could barrowit."

Dodd | aughed, short and sharp

Two nmen and a worman Dodd had never met energed fromthe
bushes and hurried into the garage. Danny Marauder gave Dodd a hug
and said, "Good night, and thank you." He followed his conpani ons
in and cl osed the garage door fromthe inside button, |eaving Dodd
al one outside. He |ooked up involuntarily and searched the sky for
police drones, but without a pair of spotters he woul d never be
able to see one --- at least not at night.

He reentered his apartnment and stood | ooking at his friends.
For a nonent he considered just going to bed and | eaving themto
t hensel ves, but then he thought that Bob and Toby had to work just
like he did. Maybe all he had to do is rem nd them of the fact.
Dodd | eaned over his stack of video conmponents and hit the nain
power button. "Hey," he said in a loud voice, "it's after two in
t he norning!"

H s friend s expressions would have been funny had Dodd been
in a better nood. They | ooked |like they were in shock. Sheila
| ooked angry.

"Conme on guys," Dodd pleaded, "let's anbul ate. The theatre's
cl osed. "

"I didn't realize it was so late," Bob Recent said. He
yawned, and the yawn spread to his wife

Toby was the first one to stand up. He | ooked sheepish. "I
had no intention of staying this late," he said. He was a
natural i zed Jammai can- Ameri can fromwhen his country had becone an

Anerican state, and his accent was still very prominent. "I am
going to catch hell fromny wife."

Dodd shrugged. "I tried to get you guys outa here two hours
ago."

"You did?" Bob said.

"Yeah, you were all on another planet." Dodd | ooked over at
Sheila. She glared back at him Unh-oh, he thought.

Toby, Bob and Denise said their good-byes and exited
gracefully, leaving Sheila behind in the apartnent. As soon as the
door was shut she said, "Are you throw ng ne out, too?"

"You can stay if you want to go to sleep." Dodd pushed a
button on the conputer panel beside the door, starting the routine
that would shut off the lights and silently take phone nessages.
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There was a solid, loud clunk as the front door |ocked itself.
"I want to watch Travels a little longer," Sheila said.
"It's two in the norning."

Sheila's expression softened. Now she was pouting. "Can't |
watch it for just a little bit?"

"Sheila, look! Even if | go to sleep right now, I'll only get
three-and-a-half hours in before | have to get up and go to work!"
"Pl ease?"

"I don't function well with only three-and-a-half hours
sl eep! Can't you understand that?"

"Ch, conme on --- please?" She nade a big pout.

Dodd tronped angrily over to the video conponents and turned
them back on. He adjusted the volune and said, "Please don't turn
this up." He wal ked out of the roomand down the hall to his
bedroom closing the door behind himand falling into bed.

Wthin mnutes she had turned the vol une up.

Dodd was angry for a while, but then he relaxed as the nusic
worked on him It was nice, really. It was al so haunting, seem ng
to spin through tine frometernity, passing through himand on

it was sparking, pure. It brought imges to mnd of the
rolling Travel s sphere, flashing its colors as it bounced along a
virgi n beach, bouncing on and on, never slow ng, never stopping,
taking himinto his dreans, beconing his dreans, displacing his
dreans.

2. MJTANT

The setting sun was fat, red --- a gl obe of hell descending
to the ocean.

And he was staring at it.

Hi s eyes began to char and burn in his head.

Saul exhal ed sharply and forced hinmself to | ook away. The
setting sun was real despite the effects of the drug. It was rea
and he shouldn't be staring at it. He held his |left hand agai nst
his closed eyes and felt a distant sensation of pain. Colors swam
under his eyelids, brightly gl owing shapes and patterns, shifting
and nelting and form ng new ones. His right hand held his drink;
he took a sip and then blindly sat it down where he could find it
again wi thout having to open his eyes. Over the railing cane the
di stant boom ng hiss of ocean waves crashing ashore --- the sound
was altered by the Mataphin drug, giving himthe distinct
i mpressi on of someone whispering to himthrough a cardboard tube.

Saul took several |ong, deep breaths, easing his nuscles,
rel axing and clearing his mnd. The patterns becane | ess random
the colors nore subdued. In the center of his mnd s eye he
i magi ned a sphere, the Travel s sphere, imagined it rolling al ong.
As he rel axed the image solidified, became three-dinmensional. He
was entering dreamstate, but with the aid of the Mataphin drug he
was not | osing consci ousness.

I'"mal most there, he thought.

Saul watched the ball rolling through iridescent red and
bl ack | andscapes; through oddly symmetrical forests where the
| eaves shone |ike neon; through gl assy, shimrering shores where
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all the rocks had perfectly flat tops where noisture collected in
tiny, glow ng beads. Perfect images, flaw ess novenents as
graceful as running water. |I'mthere, he thought. I'mthere. He
moved his hand in slow notion toward the recorder in his pocket,
the input plugged right into the base of his skull. H s finger
touched the record button

There was a sudden scream a sound as loud as an air-raid
siren. Saul's body jerked and his eyes opened wide. He felt as if
sonmeone had hit himover the head with a chair. "Mrro!" he
yelled. "Mrrrrooo!" No one answered him and the baby kept
crying.

Trying to ignore the shrieks, Saul took a few deep breaths
and cl osed his eyes, watching the visions. He tried to bring back
the clarity, the flow and bal ance, but every tinme the nournfu
scream reached a crescendo his visions shattered |ike gl ass
pl ates. He was never going to get any work done with the baby
crying. Saul sat up, calling out his wife's nane again. There was
still no answer, so he stood up and wal ked t hrough the hangi ng
beads into the house, cringing at the shrieks, trying to keep his
bal ance under the effects of the drug.

"Ch, sweetheart," he nmuttered enptily. "Oh honey, what's
wrong?" He stroked his daughter's flaccid skin, trying to calm
her. She was 14 years old, weighted over 400 pounds and had the
brain the size of a small lizard. A product of her nother's
continued use of "Lottal ove," the pheronone perfume she wore when
she and Saul were first married.

H s daughter settled down and grinned at him gurgling as he
gently stroked her stonmach. Her enornous round face winkl ed
grotesquely with the grin, drool running down her cheek and
mngling with tears. Her eyes and nmouth were tiny, her hair fine
and gol den. Her arns and | egs were very short. Fromthe snell of
her, she needed her diaper changed.

"Ch god," Saul muttered, standing over her and trying to
prepare hinself for the task. Changing the diaper of a 400-pound
per petual baby was, for him a half-hour job. As he was preparing
t he bedsi de hoi st he heard the front door open and, hoping it was
his wife, called out, "Is that you?"

"Silly question," her voice cane back. "Anyone woul d answer
that 'yes.'"

Saul frowned. "The baby was crying. Were were you?"

"Seeing Vicky. Are you getting any work done?" She appeared
in the doorway of their daughter's room scantly clad and | ooking
as if she'd been asleep. There was sonething different about her
this evening, it took Saul a few mnutes to figure out what it
was. The tips of her golden hair had been dyed powder blue. "Ch,"
she said, sniffing the air, "tinme for a change-change."

"l was about to do it."

"Ch, it takes you forever. Go on, get back to work."

Saul turned and wal ked out of the room brushing past her in
the doorway. "Could you stay and keep her quiet, please?" he said
as he wal ked down the hallway. "At |east until | cone down?"

"Sorry honey," she said.

"Yeah," he muttered, thinking: If you weren't so fucking
sorry maybe we could stick this freak child of yours into a Hone.
O better yet into one of those euthanasia centers. W could live
like royalty on the nobney we spend keeping that thing alive.

Saul stopped in nmid-stride, standing in the | ong west-w ng

hall, horrified at his own thoughts. Is that nme? he wondered. Is
that really me? My god, it nust be the drug. It nust be. The
Mat aphin anplifies . . . it nust be amplifying ny resentnent. |

don't wish death for her, poor baby, it's not her fault she's |ike
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t hat .

Saul made his way back to the oceanfront porch, taking deep
breaths to clear his mnd of the ugliness and depression. He
settled hinself into the couch and sipped his drink, closing his
eyes, seeing the red of the sunset through his eyelids. It |ooked
like fire. Raging red fire, sprays of nolten rock, and through it
rolled the sphere, the Travels sphere, and with it cane rel axation
and peace. The fire faded, other inmages canme to m nd, beautiful
i mges | uxurious and deep, the ball rolling and reboundi ng and
Saul followed along behind it, watching closely, controlling its
direction, forgetting about his nutant daughter and bi sexual wife
and his lost chance to have a true famly. The sphere | ed the way.
Soon he arrived to where he wanted to be, and he slid his hand up
to the small recorder in his pocket, and pushed record.

3. TESTI CLES

Dodd was groggy and ill tenpered when he |eft his apartnent
for work the next norning. Wen the house conputer woke him at
5:30 AMthe television in the front roomwas still going, the

24-hour Travel s channel continuing its coverage of the rolling
ball with no interruptions or commercial breaks. Sheila was asl eep
so there was no argunment from her when he turned the TV off, but
by the tinme he had showered, shaved, dressed and eaten breakfast
she was awake again and the Travel s channel was back on the
screen.

The anarchists in his garage were already gone, but he found
a note of thanks spray-painted on one of the walls. "BEWARE THE
ANTICHRI ST Al" it read, lum nous red words outlined in black. They
had dug t hrough his boxes of junk and taken a few cooking
utensils. This nade Dodd mad, not because he had cherished the old
stained utensils --- far fromit, they were junk --- but it was
the way they had just taken it, they hadn't even thought about
asking. And the spray paint! He was going to have to paint the
whol e wall to cover it, and he'd have to do it soon, too --- the
apart nent nmanagenent was sel dom understanding in this sort of
thing. Dodd was sure that sonmewhere in his | ease agreenent was the
clause "Letting anarchists sleep in your garage unit is terns for
expul sion."

Dodd j oi ned the other pedestrians on the sidewal k, wal ki ng
the six bl ocks down the street toward the subway term nal. Beware
the antichrist Al. What in the hell was that supposed to nean?
Ei t her Danny Marauder had finally gone over the edge, or it was
sonet hing the anarchists were into. There was no way of telling
--- the anarchists seened to be into everything. Like Dodd, many
of themwere veterans. That's where he nmet Danny --- they had
served together in the South Anerican War. Carrying guns power ful
enough to blow up a jeep with a single round, never firing a shot,
wadi ng through cities of dead people whom woul dn't decay. It was
graveyard duty. Dodd had been able to nmaintain his grasp on
reality; he returned hone to lead a normal life. But the others,
the ones that ended up anarchists, they had lost their grip.
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H's train hissed to a halt and Dodd boarded, packing hinself
in with a hundred other bodies, standing because all the seats
were taken. The ride was uneventful, he endured it as usual by
escaping into a trance-like state until an anplified voice
announced his stop. "Cherokee. Cherokee Station." Dodd rmade his
way to the door and waited for the train to stop. Beyond the
yel | oned wi ndows of the subway car, the brick walls of the station
blurred past and slowed, graffiti everywhere, |ayer upon |ayer.

BEWARE THE ANTI CHRI ST Al'!

The doors opened and Dodd stepped out, wal king involuntarily
up to the painted letters, looking closely as if he would find
meaning in the texture of the painted brick. Danny nust have been
here, he thought. Shaking his head, he turned and trudged up the
escal ator. The mmin gate of Honda Aerospace was seven bl ocks away.

At Honda he presented his union card to a nachi ne and was
cleared through by a smrking, snoking, gruff-looking old |ady in
a guard's uniform Beyond the gates, all across the sprawing
pl ant, people and nmachi nes rushed to-and-fro in the early
sunlight, inpossibly busy. Dodd nade his way to the forklift
station, checked in, bought a cup of freshly brewed coffee from
the garage's machine, and slowy, carefully clinbed aboard his
sem -autononic rig. The forklift came to life as he keyed in his
enpl oyee nunber; on a screen behind the controls his norning
assi gnnent appeared. Dodd instructed the forklift to go --- it
knew the way --- and then settled back in the confortable black
seat to enjoy his coffee and to try and wake up

When Dodd saw Bob Recent, Bob was just getting through the
front gate; he was 35 minutes late for work. Dodd brought his rig
to a stop and waved, but either Bob didn't see or he was ignoring
Dodd; Bob wal ked right past w thout acknow edging. Is he mad at
me? Dodd thought. Wy, because | kicked himout of ny apartnent at
two in the norning? No. He's probably nmad because | didn't kick
hi m out sooner.

Dodd nade his way over to the shipping warehouse and gently
dropped off his sixth load of inertia-null units. He watched for a
monent as two spidery robots began sorting them out, preparing
them for inventory. Dodd disliked these two little robots --- he'd
known the workers they replaced.

On his way back to production/inspection for another |oad he
saw Bob Recent again, this tine standing with one of the big
bosses near the administration office. Dodd sipped the last of his
| ukewar m cof f ee and watched them wanting to see of Bob was being
chewed out for being late. It would be a first. Bob was habitually
| ate, but never seened to get caught. It would serve himright if
they fired his ass, Dodd thought. But then again, he really didn't
want that to happen. A fully autononmic forklift, not a human
driver, would replace Bob. Dodd didn't need any nore "smart"
forklifts running around reninding himthat his job was nore of a
uni on- managenent conproni se than sonmething vital and necessary to
t he company.

It didn't look |like Bob was being fired. He and the big boss
wer e shaki ng hands. They passed out of sight behind the edge of a
bui I di ng, | eaving Dodd wondering, giving hima wholly unpl easant
feeling in his bowels. Bob Recent? No. No way.

A few hours later Dodd saw a little white cart racing toward
hi m across the snooth concrete plain, the driver waving for himto
stop. Dodd felt a headache coming on. It was Bob Recent.

Dodd pulled to a stop as the cart cane al ongside him Bob's
smle was large, his eyes glassy. There was the flush of blood in
hi s cheeks. "Hey, guess what happened."

"You' re managenent now. "
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"Right! I'msection foreman. I'mthis section's foreman."

"You're ny boss."

"Yeah! Isn't it great? Me, section foreman!" He | aughed |ike
a ki d.

"Well, 1'mhappy for you Bob," Dodd lied.

"Ch, boy, so aml! Ww. | can't wait to tell Denise about
this, she'll be thrilled!"

"I"'msure she will." Dodd felt obligated to hold out his
hand. "Congratul ations."

Bob shook. "Thank you."

"How did you nmanage this, anyway?"

"Well, it's funny, it all started when | put in ny
resignation----"

"Resi gnati on?"

"Ch, yeah. Well," Bob fidgeted, becom ng self-conscious.
"Well, you see, Denise quit her job----"

"Deni se quit her job?"

"Yes. "

"1 thought she | oved that job!"

"Well, she did, but it didn't |eave her with a whole | ot of
free tinme. Denise wanted to stay home and watch Travels during the
day. "

"Travel s?"

"Yeah, and well, | thought that, hell . . . if she did that,
I didn't see why | shouldn't. So | discussed it with her and we
decided that | should quit and go on conpensation----"

"Conpensati on? Bob, what kind of conpensation?"

"Progeny conpensation,"” Bob said defensively.

"I was afraid of that. Bob, | thought you wanted kids. You
told ne that's why you and Deni se got married, why you stuck
around here doing a robot's job."

"Well----"

"You told nme that. Those were your words."

"I know. My god, you nmake ne feel like I'ma traitor or
sonmething. I"'mnot, Dodd. | just . . . | just want "

"What ? You want themto cut off your balls?"

Bob wi nced. "That's not what they do."

"They mght as well! They sterilize you, they edit your genes
fromthe hunan race --- your goddamm heritage, Bob. Wped out. And
why? So you can sit around and watch television all day."

"There's nore to life than children."

"Ch, yeah, well, it's a big part of life. Look, | just don't
want you to do sonething you'll regret. | nean, it used to nean
sonet hing to you, something to work for, a goal. How nuch progeny
tax do you have saved up, Bob? Since before you even net Deni se!
Last tinme you tal ked about it, you had over five-hundred-thousand
dollars. You're alnost there! You're going to throw that all away
on sonet hing el se?"

"I"'mnot throwing it away on anything," Bob said, angry now.
"Sonetimes people's priorities change, sonetines people acquire
new goal s i nstead of hanging onto old, outdated ones. Denise has
deci ded she doesn't want a baby, Dodd. And that's her right ---
it's her body. So if she doesn't want a baby, what difference does
it make if | get a vasectony? | can't start a famly w thout ny
wife, can | ?"

"Ch, this was Denise's decision, then?"

"No, it was both of ours!"

"You can find another wife, Bob."

Bob seened to be speechless for a nonent. "I can find other
friends," he said, after finding his voice. "Dodd, | love ny wife!
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She's nore inportant to me than having a famly. Like you said,
it's a goal to have kids. Well | have a different goal. My goal is
to be happy with ny wife. That's ny priority. Okay?"

"Ckay. | think it's stupid, but hey, it's your life."

"That's right, goddamm you, it's ny life."

"Ri ght."

"And | don't care what you think."

"Ckay. Sure."

"I mean it."

"Hey, you're right, it's none of ny business."

They stared at each other angrily for a nonent, then Bob
said, "Because we're friends I'mgoing to let this drop. It
doesn't matter why | was going to quit or what | was going to do,
because | didn't. What does matter is that |I'myour new foreman,
and you'd better keep that in mnd fromnow on."

"Iowill."

"Cet back to work. Just because we're friends doesn't nean
I"'mgoing to |l et you get away with goofing off."

Dodd stared at himin silent outrage. Bob, unable to | ook him
in the eyes, turned and clinbed into his little white cart. It
lurched into nmotion, speeding off across the long, flat concrete,
| eavi ng Dodd cursing under his breath.

4. COMVE KNOCKI N

Toby Whitehouse lived in an old tan house that had sonehow
evaded the great, sweeping renovations, which occurred to whol e
nei ghbor hoods after the South Anerican War. The front yard was
kept neatly nowed and the ol d house al ways seened to have a fresh
coat of paint, even the picket fence out front was painted white,
keeping it cheery. The wood of the picket fence was probably ol der
than Dodd; it sagged in places where rot had set in, but the five
dozen coatings of paint held it together. On either side of the
front door were gaudy stained glass wi ndows that ran from ground
|l evel to the top of the doorframe. Dodd rang the doorbell and
tried to peer through the glass, but he couldn't see a thing ---
nothing but a nmulti-colored blur. The glass itself depicted
gruesone pictures of Jesus Christ hanging fromthe cross, blood
gushing from H s hands and feet.

The South Anerican War had affected its veterans in different
ways. Sone had turned to anarchy, sonme had turned to drugs. Toby
Wi t ehouse had turned to JTV, "Jesus Television." It was a mld
and sonewhat positive preoccupation, and Dodd had no problemwth
it. Whatever nmade Toby and his fanily happy was okay with him He
rang the doorbell again and |istened for footsteps.

There was the sound of wood sliding roughly agai nst wood, and
Dodd | ooked up to see Savina, Toby's 17 year ol d daughter, poking
her head and shoul ders through her bedroom w ndow. "Dodd," she
said in a |loud whisper. "lI've got to talk to you."

Just then the front door opened and Toby was smiling and
greeting him "Dodd! Dodd, conme in." H s accent was heavier than
usual today, which told Dodd he was excited about something. Dodd
smled up at Savina before wal ki ng inside the house with her
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father.

"Today has been an incredible day," Dodd said.

Toby closed the door behind him "That it has." He was
grinning. "Cone on in. Sit down."

"Thank you." Dodd followed himinto the den and | eaned
against a wall, feeling too pent-up to sit down. "I'mtroubl ed,
Toby. "

Toby paused in front of him looking at himas if he had no
right to be troubled. "And what is it that is bothering you on
this incredible day?"

"Did you know that Bob was going to quit his job?"

"No, that | didn't."

"He went in and gave them his resignation, and they tal ked
himout of it. They gave hima pronotion --- now he's ny boss."

"You don't seemvery happy about it."

"I"'mnot. We got into a fight."

"Ch, that's bad. Especially now that he's your boss."

Dodd gave hima brief summrery about the argunent, to which
Toby nmade grave faces but little comment. Sonething el se was on
his mnd. Savina made an appearance downstairs and Dodd sm | ed at
her; she nmade nysterious hand signals behind her dad's back and
then put her finger to her lips, telling Dodd to be quiet about
sonet hing. He wi nked at her, ruffling her thin braids as she cane
cl ose. She | aughed, dodgi ng away.

"So," Toby said, "have you heard the big news?"

"What bi g news?"

"About the Savior! The Second Com ng."

"No, | think I've mssed this one."

Toby's eyes were gleaming |like a used robotics sal esman. "You
haven't heard, then?"

"What? No, | haven't."

"It's something fantastic," Toby said, exhilarated. "They
announced it today on JTV. The Pope of the United Church was given
a revelation. He's com ng back!"

"Back where? To the Anericas?"

"No, to Jerusalem™

"The Pope's going to Jerusal en?" Dodd didn't get it. Wat was
the big deal ?

"No, not the Pope. The Savior!"

"The savior?" Dodd still didn't get it. "Wich savior?"

Toby | ooked very disappointed in him "You know, the Savior
The Son! Jesus Christ."

Dodd t hought that he was still mssing sonething. "Jesus
Christ?" he said, hoping for sonme vital clue.

"Yes. Jesus Christ. The Savior."

"Jesus Christ is going back to Jerusalem"” The sentence was
meani ngless to him He waited for Toby to correct him

"Yes. Is it not a spectacul ar revel ation?"

"Jesus Christ is going back to Jerusalem™

"Yes!"

"Jesus Christ is going back to Jerusalem This is what you're
trying to tell me?"

"Yes! That's it!"

Dodd ran the words through his head. As in an echo, the words
BEWARE THE ANTI CHRI ST Al cane scrolling back. "I don't get it," he
told Toby, apologizing for his |lack of understanding.

Toby took himby the shoul ders and gently shook hi mback and
forth. "Are you in shock? I"'mtelling you in the sinplest words |
know. "

Dodd stared deep into his friend' s eyes. In the background he
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coul d hear Savina | aughing. Suddenly it dawned on himthat Toby
meant the actual words that he said, "Jesus Christ is going back
to Jerusalem" His nind tried to reject it again but there was no
ot her explanation. "Wait a noment," he said to Toby, "you're
telling ne the Pope canme on JTV and made this announcenent ?"

"Yes!" Toby was grinning. "lIn eighteen days."

"What were his exact words?"

"This is what he said: Qur Lord and Savior is returning to
Earth in eighteen days. He's comng to Jerusalem"”

"The Pope nmade this announcenent ?"

"Yes!"

"I'n all seriousness?"

"Yes!" Toby was grinning like a maniac, his white teeth
shining in high contrast to his dark skin.

Dodd' s skin had gone pale. The United Church was a very
serious organi zation, they were not into maki ng shocki ng,
sensationalist statements. "Do you have this statenent on tape?"

"No need, they've been repeating the tape of the Pope's
announcenent every five mnutes." Toby |led Dodd into the next room
where his video systemwas on with the sound turned way down. Toby
turned the volunme up and they watched the tail end of a PTL Col a
comercial; thin and genetically perfect Believers guzzling from
bright cans with obvious sexual delight. The nusic was very up,
very bouncy. Then a JTV announcer was grinning, and just as Toby
clainmed they were replaying the Pope's announcenent. It was very
calmand dignified, a news conference held in what had used to be
the Catholic Vatican. The Pope was old and dressed in white with
gold trimm ngs, and he was surrounded by rich reds and purples. In
t he background were other old men in tall hats who were peaceful ly
smiling. "The Savior is returning to Earth. He will be in
Jerusalemin eighteen days. Lets us pray . " There's a |l ong
session of chanting, nost of it in Latin, and then a | ot of
prai sing of God. The clip ended, |eaving Dodd breathl ess.

"We're going to church tonight," Toby told him catching him

off guard. "It would cause ne great pleasure if you would attend
it with us."

No conveni ent excuse cane to nind --- indeed, Dodd' s mnd was
bl ank. "I don't know, Toby."

"You don't know " Toby was very displ eased.

"I have to think this over."

"What is there to think about. You come to church with us,
you pray to God, maybe your soul wll be saved."

Wheel s turned in his mnd, thoughts that would only offend
Dodd's old friend. "Sorry, Toby, |I'min shock. Pray for ne if you
want, but | don't think |I want church tonight."

"You pray for yourself," Toby said angrily.

"Pl ease, Toby. Not tonight."

Toby searched his eyes. His expression softened, and he
nodded. "If it is not right for you, it is not right. | will pray
for you."

"Thank you. | think I'Il be going now. "

"Ckay." Toby shrugged. He followed Dodd to the door and
opened it for him his daughter Savina trailing behind giving Dodd
meani ngf ul | ooks. He said goodbye and left, walking in a hurry.

The United Church owned JTV, he thought. JTV is having a
ratings slunp. The church is | osing noney. So they have the Pope
come on an announce sonething exciting to boost ratings.

Dodd t hought this through very carefully. It seened to nmake
sense, though the letdown at the end of the eighteen days was
going to be a big risk for the church. He couldn't understand why
the church would take that big a chance, unless they were about to
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sell the network. That's it, he thought --- boost the ratings,

sell the network, say the Pope's vision was a little off, maybe he
meant 18 years instead of days. People would be a little
disillusioned, but they have to forgive their Pope. Meanwhile the
church has made noney and at the sane tine dunped a mmj or

obl i gation.

That's got to be it, he thought. It had to be the
expl anation, or at |east close --- because Dodd was positive the
church couldn't be serious. The Savior returning? The Second
Conming in eighteen days?

He paused a bl ock away from his apartnent conplex, gazing
across the skyline at the late afternoon sunlight. Al the
buildings glinted, little sparkles reflecting off of ten-nmillion
wi ndows. He bit his lower lip at a frightening thought that he
could not dismss: Wat if the Savior was com ng back? Dodd
| onered his head, |ooking at the sidewal k, eyeing the notion of a
beetl e which happened to be crawmling a few inches fromhis feet.

During his chil dhood, back before the collapse of '26 and the
wars that followed, Dodd had been forced to nenorize the Bible by
a wire-haired old man with bad breath who screanmed at hi mand
several other children every Sunday for six years. Jesus Christ
was coni ng back, the man had insisted. He was com ng back in fire
and glory, yes, yes indeed, He was due to return, but at the end
of the world.

The End OF The Worl d.

O course this was fromthe old Bible, the King Janes
Edition, which according to the United Church was "grossly
distorted and altered to serve the purposes of man." They made the
sanme cl ains about every other edition predating their own "new
transl ati on" which cane about after the collapse, after the United
Church had swal | owed up Christian Life, the Southern Baptists, the
Mormons, and others . . . even the Catholics

The End O The World. It certainly seened to Dodd that the
worl d was on the brink of chaos, that reality was growi ng feeble
and order was di sappearing. What was true one day was wong the
next. The idea of sonething being permanent was forgotten. There
was al ways New Advances. And in his head the images of the war,
the terrible silence, the endl ess marching through craters
littered with dead wonen and children, all with their arnms around
each other, around their poor dead ani mals, dogs and chickens,
bl ackened, bloating, eyes white and featureless |ike hard-boiled
eggs. No rot, no stink. Perfectly sterile.

Dodd found hinself wanting to believe Jesus Christ was com ng
back to save him he wanted desperately to believe. He couldn't,
though. He just couldn't find it in hinself. He couldn't trust
JTV, because it was big business and this was a big event, and al
he coul d see was the noney they were going to make because of al
the people who wanted so desperately to believe.

And yet, Dodd couldn't believe the United Church would risk
the anger of a world of betrayed believers.

The beetle at his feet crawl ed down a crack, disappearing
fromsight. Dodd put his hands into his pockets and continued on
his way, wal king down the block to his apartnent conplex, a small,
cheap dwel ling conpared to the nmssive corporate-housing conpl exes
| ooming to the north, south and west. He passed the row of
garages, guiltily thought about the graffiti painted inside his
own, and wal ked up to his front door. "QOpen please," he told it.
Recogni zi ng his voice, it obeyed.

The television was silent. Dodd was amazed. He wondered where
Shei |l a had gone, and wal ki ng down to the bedroom he was tickled to
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find her taking a nap in his bed. He stood over her in the dim
light that filtered through the electric shades, studying her
prone, nude figure sprawl ed across the unnade sheets. Her bright
red hair spilled across her shoul ders and back, messy and
unwashed. Seeing her like this nade Dodd feel better, and he bent
over and gave her a gentle kiss on the snall of her back. Her
shoul der bl ades twitched, and after a noment she raised her head,
turni ng and | ooki ng over her shoul der. Seeing him she smled and
roll ed over on her back, splaying her |egs. She took a hold of his
armand pulled himinsistently down.

5. EXPECTI NG

Savi na wat ched Dodd wal ki ng away fromthe house, her snpoth
face set into a frustrated expression. She needed to talk to him
and her father had scared himaway. Her father also forbade her to
| eave the house because they were going to church that night, so
she couldn't go chasing after him

"What's wong, child?" her father asked her

"Not hi ng," she replied.

Behi nd both of themthe tel evision showed one of the JTV
choirs that the Church was so proud of, a gathering of
perfect-faced men and wonen singing with all the enthusiasmtheir
hearts and |ungs could nuster. " bl ood runs so red to ny

face," they sang, ". . . | amawash in shame . . . when the Savior
arrived . . . | had not yet been saved . " Savina wanted to
gag.

Her father spontaneously hugged her, kissing her hair.
Rel i gi ous things always nade himso enotional. "I |ove you,
child," he said.

"I love you too, Daddy." She hugged hi m back, and sonet hi ng
flashed in her mind in the mutual squeeze. An idea. "Can | invite
a friend along to church tonight?"

"What friend is this?" her father asked.

"Agirl fromone of ny classes." Savina thought frantically.
"Her name is Lamissa."

"She isn't going to church with her own famly now?"

"Her famly are atheists --- I'mtrying to convert her."

"Ah, now" He seened very pl eased.

Here's the trick, Savina thought. "They don't have a phone. |
have to go over to her house to ask her to come."

"No phone, child? What kind of family has no phone?" His
voi ce was suspi ci ous.

"They're anti-techs. Back-to-the-trees people, but Lam ssa's
not like that --- she believes in God, and she really needs
gui dance. "

"Where does Lami ssa |ive?"

"Not far, between here and Dodd's."

Her father seened to deliberate. "Ckay, child. But you be
back before we go to church --- we are not going to wait around.
If you make us late for church you'll be paying for it later." He
pronounced it "lay-tah," stretching the word out for enphasis.

"It won't take | ong, Daddy," she prom sed. She gave hima
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kiss, and smled. "Bye!"

"Remenber what | said."

"I will!" She was already on her way to the door

"Bye bye now," he said, "and good luck with Lam ssa's
parents.”

"Thanks!" She opened the door, then dashed outside. In
reality there was a Lami ssa in one of her classes but Savina
hardly knew her. She certainly had no intention of inviting the
girl to church. When she got back from Dodd's she would sinply
tell her father that Lamissa's parents wouldn't | et their daughter

go.
She trotted across the front wal k and down to the sidewal k,

foll owi ng Dodd's footsteps. He was nowhere in sight --- he had

quite a lead on her --- and she wanted to catch himbefore he got

honme and Sheila got her hands on him Wth Sheila around he
woul dn't talk to her.

Savi na renenbered the days when Dodd had been living with
Leslie. She thought of the time as "BS," "Before Sheila" --- a
happy time of warmth and excitenent and freedom Her parents used
to | et Dodd and Leslie baby-sit her, and they had taken her to the
coast, to the nountains, out skiing; they were sone of the
happi est nenori es she had. Dodd and Leslie were so easy to talk
to, she kept no secrets fromthem and felt free to ask any
questions she |iked. They were open, honest. Savina had | earned a
| ot about sex. It was no big deal. She and Dodd and Leslie had
grown to be very close friends, and then Leslie got transferred to
a new job and she left. She just left. Dodd had said it was okay,
that Leslie had to | eave because of her career and he had to stay
because of his job, and that was |life. He tried to hide it, but
Savina could tell his heart was broken. Savina was fifteen at the
time, and had an enornous crush on him She woul d have done
anything to nake himfeel better.

That's when Sheila canme into the picture. Sheila was the
worman in the apartnent upstairs, the woman who' d been wat ching
Dodd t hrough the w ndow and panting over himin the hall. She'd
gotten to hi mwhen he was vul nerable and used sex to keep him
Savi na t hought she was a slut. Even her parents thought the wonman
was a slut, and had abruptly stopped using Dodd as a baby sitter

That hurt Savina, and nade her dislike Sheila even nore. Dodd
was her friend, the only person she had | eft that she could open
up to, and the only person that could give her advice that was
worth anything. The only one that supported her dreans. Savina
needed hi m now nore than ever

She reached his apartnment wthout seeing him Dam it, she
t hought. Reachi ng out an index finger, she touched the burnished
met al beside the blue-gray door and stood nervously waiting. After
a m nute she touched the button again.

No answer. Savi na began to wonder if Dodd hadn't cone
straight hone, if he'd stopped sonmewhere el se. She touched the
button again, standing on one foot then the other. She was
beginning to feel a little foolish, just standing there. Were
el se could he be? she wondered. He occasionally went to a bar
about seven bl ocks away, but that wouldn't do her any good ---
they wouldn't et her in.

After ringing the bell again and waiting another nminute,

Savi na wal ked with crossed arns around to Dodd's bedroom w ndow
and peered through the shades. At first she couldn't see anything

--- there was only a snmall slit she could see through --- but in
the di mess beyond she coul d nake out the bed, and figures on the
bed . . . pale, noving . . . and Savina ducked and noved away from
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the wi ndow, her heart hamering and face flushed. She felt guilty
and frustrated. Sheila! She hated Sheila. The slut had firmy
wedged herself in between her and Dodd, cutting them off

conpl etely. Wat coul d Dodd possibly see in her?

Savi na strode away, face burning, arns crossed. Her hopes
were crushed --- she couldn't talk to Dodd and it was all Sheila's
fault. She wal ked in the direction of the nei ghborhood subway
station, heading reluctantly to her boyfriend s house. Her
boyfriend by all rights should be the first to know, but Savi na
woul d have felt nore secure if she'd talked to Dodd first.

At the entrance to the subway station Savina halted, watching
the people energe, staring at the old nmen, the wonen, the Kkids,
the occasi onal raggedl y-dressed anarchist . . . She realized she
had no idea of what to say to Greg. She was so angry she could
slap his face, and at the sane time she wanted to hug and kiss him
until the fear was washed away. What am | going to say? she
thought. How am | going to break the news? It was so hard to talk
to him

Abruptly she decided not to.

Her shoul ders sl unped, her head bent down, she turned and
wal ked back to her parent's house.

6. JESUS THI NG

Saul Kal man retrieved an urgent nessage on his desk termnina
--- a new account had been set up for a Russian conpany: "Jacovik
Prem um I nmported Vodka." It was to be advertised sublininally on
the Travels network, and it was part of Saul's job to supervise
the design of the sublimnal nessage.

"Shit," he muttered to hinmself as he stared at the screen. He
was feeling nore than a little dizzy. Saul didn't approve of
advertising on Travels; the conpany didn't need it, subscriber
fees paid for the channel. Ratings were phenonenally high for the
network and still growing; Travels had a continuous 37%to 51%
share of the total television audience. Telcron Systems Inc., the
conpany that produced Travels, was upsetting the bal ance of the
entire video industry, doninating the other networks --- and
Tel cron was yielding, at last, to advertisers clanmoring to use the
Travel s medium and to Tel cron stockhol ders who wanted the
advertising for the tripled incone. Conmercials were now present
on Travels, but they did not interrupt the program--- the program
must remain endless, uninterrupted --- so advertisers were paying
multi-mllions to be part of the background, the comrercials
entirely sublimnal. Also, there was a maximumlinit of conmerci al
accounts accepted by Tel cron; advertisers fought and backstabbed
each other to acquire accounts. Saul wondered uneasily about the
antics "Jacovi k Vodka" had gone through to secure this new
account .

"Shit," he said again. It was hard for himto concentrate on
the problem it was too early in the norning. He gave up trying,
deciding to drop the whole matter in the lap of Vicky Zcavowi tz,
his assistant creative engineer. Pushing a button on his terninal,
he sent the meno and informati on down to her, and paused for a
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monent to add a few suggestions to help her along. Maybe, he
thought, we could stick it on a billboard in the background. Hell
have the ball bounce off the billboard, slo-np, in an erotic and
suggestive way.

He shook his head. That was too obvious. Hell, he thought,

I et her think about it. Wth a decisive notion he slanmed the send
button and his notes joined the rest of the problemdown in
Vicky's terminal, waiting for her just as it had been waiting for
him He |ooked at the tine readout on the screen. Hmmm She woul d
be calling in about 5 minutes madder than hell, and he was going
to have to placate her, cal mher down --- show confidence in her
and prom se a raise or sonething, then pray she does a good job or
it would be his neck. But danmit, he thought, | don't have tine
for this! Saul had to be out in the field in an hour, and he
shoul d be taking his norning dose or Mataphin about now. I|f they
want ed advertising, they should have a whol e departnment to take
care of it --- not just him

The terminal in front of himbuzzed, a call cane in. The
point of origin was the main 54th floor termnal, probably Lisa
Schemandl e. If it was Lisa, Saul knew what it woul d be about ---
sonething related to the Second Coming stunt that JTV was pulling.
Saul reached over and picked up his Mataphin dispenser, deciding
to take the creativity enhancer imediately, to get it into his
system before having to deal with this noney-head bitch

Her face blinked onto the screen, off-center. It was ruddy
and |ined, her eyebrows clenched, her expression dour. "Saul," she
sai d.

"Good norning, Lisa."

"We've got to do sonething about this Jesus thing. W' ve got
to neutralize it sonmehow. "

"Way?" Saul said.

"Wel | Saul, use your goddamm mind! They're trying to get
their ratings back! If they pull this off, the bottomw Il drop
out --- isn't that obvious to you? W've got to take steps to
neutralize it!"

"You really think they have a chance?"

"Saul, you know who owns JTV, right? The United Church! The
United Church | eases satellite time fromthe Swiss National Trust,
whi ch has large holdings in the U S. Food & Materials Corporation.
The USFMC is owned by the United States Government. The United
Church has special rates on their satellite tine because they own
a |l arge chunk of Swi ss Trust, and the USFMC donates a hell of a
| ot of nobney to the United Church. Do you get the picture, Saul?
Do | have to spell it out any nore? W're dealing with a giant, a
megacorp! We can't take any chances."

Saul didn't appreciate this dowward tone of her's; he glared
at her, frowning. "Telcron is owed by M tsubishi."

"That's not the point!"

"Well then what is the point? W're a negacorp too. Wy
should we panic? | nean, it's not |like we can stage a
counter-spectacular. W can't change the format, Travels is
Travel s. People----"

"Shut up for a second and listen to ne. Saul, my own persona
neck is on the cutting block here. | have no idea what to do
either, but sonething nust be done --- something. You and | can
come up with sonmething if we think. Muck with the AHL intensity,

i ncrease the pace, anything! W' ve got to. Those bastards have
pulled a fast one, Saul. This is serious. But they're dough-heads,
fucki ng god-freaks --- not professionals like us, not artists like
you. Consult with your expert systens, your staff, and phone ne
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after you get back fromthe field. Around six o'clock." She cut
the connection, |leaving Saul with sweating palms. He took another
Mat aphin tab without realizing he'd al ready had his norning dosage
and shuffled out of his office, escaping down the el evator.

The fresh norning air did nothing to cheer him and he felt
rotten about what he had done to Vicky. He dreaded facing her
She's in the sane goddammed position I'min, he realized. |'ve put
her there, out of panic, just like Lisa Schemandl e pani cked and
put her job on ny |ap.

The Mat aphi n began taking strong hold as he found hinself a
seat on the crew truck. He settled back, made hinself confortable,
and tried to relax and think. The crew would be down in a few
monents along with a fumng Vicky Zcavowitz, but for now, at
| east, he had peace.

So, he thought. What to do?

Well, the strength of Travels was its high Attention Hol ding
Level ; nmotion and nusic created by the human nmind for the hunman
m nd, enhanced and reinforced to produce a strong nesmneri zi ng
effect. Wien Saul had first joined Telcron Systens the AHL was
merely an afterthought, a study done by one of the M tsubishi
executives long since gone --- the study did nothing nore than pin
down what it was that nade beta-test versions of Travels so
pl easant to watch. Later this was seized upon, devel oped,
artificially enhanced by teans of creative engi neers of which Saul
had been a key menber. Now the AHL was nore inportant than the
programitself --- the "art" that had been Travel s was rel egated
to the background. The AHL was Travels, and if there were an
answer to the present problem it had to lie in the AHL.

That was the sol ution.

If our viewers are already in heaven, Saul thought, what
woul d they need a savior for? The AHL needs to be intensified. But
that neans a hell of a lot of work, the entire production system
woul d have to be re-geared

Shit, he thought. Wy do it? Wy panic and over-react? Wy
couldn't we just ride it out? JTV' s stunt, after all, is risky ---
it could backfire altogether, elimnate the need for a Travels
response. And our "response", our conpensation for their stunt,
coul d backfire as well. The Politico Network would end up with al
the ratings.

Nevert hel ess Saul had to do it, it was now his job. As he sat
there thinking about all his problens, made col orful and even
| arger by the oncoming influence of Mataphin, Vicky arrived to
conplicate everything and nmake Saul even nore mi serabl e.

7. FELLATIO

The screen on Dodd's bedroomtel ephone read:
MESSAGES: 00 MAIL: 01

Soneone had sent himnmail. Probably junk nmail, he thought as he
retrieved it to the screen. The ancient art of "SPAM. As the
message flashed up in little glowing letters Dodd wondered if it
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was junk mail or if it was truly directed at him

TO Dodd Corely DATE: 6/1/42
FROM friends SUBJECT: your soul

THESE are the LAST DAYS
BEWARE t he ANTI CHRI ST Al'!
Don't be fooled by the LI AR who m xes Truth with
his LIES.
<<< BELI EVE NOTHI NG >>>
Bel i eve nothing and nothing will fool you
Trust only what you can reach out and touch
GUARD your SOUL
BELI EVE NOTHI NG BEWARE THE ANTI CHRI ST Al

Digital graffiti junk rmail. Dodd could do it hinself, if he
had the right programand was willing to pay the phone bill. He
erased the nessage, wi shing he had an Artificial Intelligence
program of his own to shield himfrom such things.

These are the | ast days.

Ch goddammit, he told hinmself. Stop it.

These are the | ast days. Beware the antichrist Al. He'd been
reading in his old King James bible again, confirm ng what he
renenbered from his chil dhood studi es: when Christ returned he
woul d return at the end of the world. He had found severa
references to it, a phrase that Christ had apparently been fond
of: ". . . | amthe Al pha and Orega, the beginning and the end,
the first and the last." "I am Al pha and Orega, the begi nning and
the ending, saith the Lord, which is, and which was, and which is
to cone, the Almighty."

O course nothing like this appeared in the United Church
version. They seened to have mxed in a little Eastern religion,
changing it around so that when the Savior returns it is a time of
joy and new begi nnings. The part about Armageddon was reduced to a
time of "struggle and change" but war had been elini nated
al together. The term "Armgeddon" wasn't even used.

O was it? Dodd punched keys on his phone terminal, calling
up a copy of the United Church Bible. "Search for references of
Armageddon, " he told it. The reply cane on the screen, little
wor ds between two asterisks:

* Not Found *

"Search for any occurrence of the word Arnmageddon," he asked.

* Not Found *

Dodd shook his head in wonder. Armageddon was mi ssing. He
asked it for references to the Rapture, and it retrieved passages
where people were "in rapture" at the voice of the Savior, but
never were they "raptured", the true believers taken away to
heaven before Arnmageddon, spared the pain and agony of the Trials
and Tribul ati ons. People who were taken away during "the Rapture"
sinmply di sappeared off the face of the Earth.

* Not Found *

Jesus is the beginning and the end, Dodd thought. If Jesus
shows up, it will be the end. The finish

Two weeks from now.

BEWARE THE ANTI CHRI ST Al'! The sl ogan kept popping into his
head. THESE are the LAST DAYS.

It was depressing to Dodd, because he couldn't help but fee
that these were the last days. The world was going to hell. Robots
and Als were taking all the jobs. The poor and the disturbed were
di sappearing into euthanasia centers. Child taxation was nmaking it
harder and harder to have children, unless one happened to qualify
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for the "special circunmstance clause" --- which Dodd didn't.
Peopl e were selling their progeny rights. Things changed so fast
that one was apt to wander around in confusion fromone week to
the next, forever trying to get used to their surroundings. Thirty
years ago interstellar colonies were still an inpractical dream
and now they were reality --- normal everyday people, Dodd's
nei ghbors, were packing up and |eaving. Going to the new frontier,
billions upon billions of nmiles away. It was incredible. Dodd
couldn't see howthis could keep up, this constant change. It was
like society was stretching reality to its linmits, and |ike
anything --- it was a universal law --- if you stretched sonething
too far by God it was going to break

Maybe Jesus is coming, he thought.

The phone began ringing, startling him and he exited the UC
Bi bl e. He touched the key to accept video and picked up the
handset. He recognized the lurid, painted Oiental face of M.

Chang, the apartnment manager, as it appeared on the screen. "Is
Sheil a Xonos there, M. Corely?" he asked in his pleasant, patient
voi ce.

"Yes. Just a minute."

"Thank you."

Dodd touched the HOLD key and padded down the hall into the
living room stood in front of the television and faced Sheil a.
"Hey," he said. "Tel ephone."

She stared at his |legs, mouth slack, eyes half-open. She
| ooked |i ke she was either dead or dying. "Hey," he said, waving
his hand in front of her face. "Sheila. Sheila! Sheilal"

Sheila junped, startled, covering her bare breasts with her
arnms. "What?" she said, irritation in her voice.

"The manager wants to talk to you."

"What nmnager ?"

"The apartnent manager."

"I's he here?" Sheila | ooked around the room

Dodd si ghed, shaking his head. He pointed toward the kitchen
"On the phone."

"Ch." Sheila snatched a robe that had been sitting in a heap
on the floor. Dodd went back into the bedroom as she answered the
call, but after a few nmi nutes she appeared in the doorway. "Hi,"
she sai d.

Dodd was lying on his bed with the old King Janmes. He threw
it aside and said, "Wat?"

"The rent on ny apartnent is due."

Dodd nodded, accepting the inevitable. "I'Il pick it up."

"You still want nme to keep it?"

Dodd stared at her with a blank expression. Then his eyes lit
up. "What, are you saying you want to nove in with ne?"

"I"'mnore or less noved in now. "

"You said you wanted to keep your place."

She shrugged, the | oose robe sliding dowmn to expose one of
her snooth shoulders. "It doesn't natter. | nean, you're the one
paying for it."

True, Dodd thought. It would save noney to get rid of her

apartment . . . and if she were officially moved in, living with
him they would be that one step closer to a marriage contract,
and- - - -

Wth Sheila? he thought. Wwuld | want to have a child with
her? Wul d she want to have one?

She frowned at his odd expression. "Wat?" she said. "Look,
it's okay, | don't have to nove in. | nean----"

"You can nove in," Dodd said. "I nean, why not? Wy not nake
it official? Besides, we can use that noney we're paying out for
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your apartment for sonething else.”
"Real | y?" She smled, wal king gracefully fromthe door to the
bed, sitting down next to him "For what?"

"I don't know. We'Il see."

"W will?"

"Yes." Dodd was sniling at her now, fingering the side of her
thigh. He drew spirals inward, then outward. "Il've got some noney
saved up, too. We can do sonething special withit."

"Atrip?"

Dodd pursed his lips, tilting his head to one side. "Maybe. A
trip would be nice, but we can take a trip anytinme. | was thinking
of sonething really special."

"Li ke what ?"

The spirals Dodd had been drawi ng on her thigh now turned to
figure eights, working their way, coaxing, up across her pelvis
and inside her robe. He was | eaning agai nst her, his head al nost
touching her's; she was notionless, waiting. "How would you fee
if," he started, then hesitated. He was staring into her eyes, and
she stared back, unblinking.

"What ?" she said

"How woul d you feel if | suggested that we both stop taking
our birth control pills?"

She continued staring at himfor a |long nonent, unnoving,
then at | ast she | ooked down and | eaned her head agai nst his.

"You . . . you want a baby?"

"You know | do."

"I didn't know you were that serious about ne."

"How do you feel about it?" Dodd |istened very carefully for
her answer.

"I'"ve thought about it," she said after a | ong pause. Her
voi ce was distant, without inflection; it sounded al nost dead. It
rang hollow. Dodd felt as though he hadn't heard it; he wanted her
to say it again, |ouder, so he could guess what she was thinking.

She | eaned forward and there was a warm wet feeling at his
neck --- she had started kissing him brought her hands up to
caress his chest. Her fingers trenbled, but he had no idea why ---
was it out of enotion, or nervousness? Was she saying yes with
ki sses, or avoiding an answer? She tongued his ear, grow ng nore
passi onate, then pull ed back, eyes closed, her nose touching his.
He ki ssed her hesitantly, but as soon as their |ips touched she
was fervid, pushing himbackwards and | anding on top of him her
tongue twirling and probing in tinme with her entire body,
squi rmng, grasping, rubbing.

She worked her way down his neck, kissing and |icking, then
down his exposed chest, his nipples, dowmn across his stonmach, and
then her strong, short fingers were ripping at the cohesive tabs
of his pants. He stared at the ceiling, trying to think, trying to

interpret . . . lips and tongue touched his penis and it was al
ri pped away, his mnd was gone. He closed his eyes and | et go.
Travels nmusic drifted down the hall, reeling, racing. Sheila nade

sl urpi ng sounds. Dodd began graspi ng desperately at the bed.

It was |like the process of thought reduced to a | aser
tracking a spiral on a disk, and during sex there is no spiral,
the disk is blank, so the |aser searches for sonething to track
and qui ckly noves fromone side to another wi thout finding
anything. Wen it reaches the end there is an explosion, and the
power goes off.

Dodd felt the explosion. Orgasmis a tine of non-existence,
like dying or nmeeting God, or falling asleep in a sailboat in a
calmsunlit ocean, nowhere to go, nothing to hit, wander where you
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will. You hear waves, you hear gulls, there is an occasional coo
breeze over your warmskin. A pillow beneath your head. No
wWorries.

Dodd once had a | over named Leslie whomhe'd wanted to narry,
who wanted children. She and Dodd saw things fromthe same point
of view It was like a fenale version of hinself, and they were so
natural together, so confortable. He never told her he wanted to
marry her, he never suggested they have a child --- Dodd had no
i dea why, he just didn't. She accepted a once-in-a-lifetinme job
of fer and went away, and now she was married to sone
super-terranean that took her on cruises through the rings of
Saturn and was weal thy beyond belief. Intelligence on her part,
stupidity on his. She would have stayed if he had asked her too,
but she woul d have been stuck with himand his normal little life.
He knew all al ong she was destined for nore than that, and let her
go. It was the hardest thing he had ever done.

I"'mnormal because of her. She hel ped nme to nake sense of the
war, of the hell we toured. That was your part in ny life, the

good deed you did for ne. 1'll always love you for that.

Salt breezes, sea gulls. The sails nade small rippling-cloth
sounds. Leslie was snmiling at him "I love you as nuch as you | ove
me," she told him "I would have been just as happy in your
ordinary little life. | would have loved to give birth to your
children.”

"I would have felt guilty."

"There's no reason too."

"You' ve already given ne a life. | was suicide bound when you
came to nme. | was thinking of the euthanasia center."

"I know. The war was hard."

I mages of the war drifted by Iike clouds. Nothing in his life
had prepared himfor the sight of a dead rain forest, the
skel etons of inmense trees and vines with all the | eaves
bl ackened, dead animals covering the ground |ike a carpet, birds
and lizards and snall frogs, snakes and pigs, billions of insects
like the bottom of a bug zapper. In a clearing would stand the
flinsiest little huts and shacks, nmade from ol d pl ywood and grass
and branches; the bonbs didn't even knock them down. Bl ackened
peopl e bloating with internal gasses, but no deconposition. Killed
by intense radiation that was gone four hours |ater, but al
protein in the area was destroyed, there wasn't even any bacteria
left to break things down. No nutrients in the soil. The only life
in the area was what Dodd and the other troops brought with them

They dug hol es and pushed bodies into themwth Stiletto
tanks fitted with bulldozer blades, covering the graves and pavi ng
them over for an airstrip, a copter pad, a basketball court. He
carried an i mense weapon that he fired occasionally at a tree
trunk, just to watch the trunk explode and the tree fall over
There was nothing el se to shoot at. Al the death-dealing bl ows
were delivered fromorbit. A bonb here, a scattering of beans over
there. Backward 20th century enemies with 21st century weapons.
Their fanmilies, their children. Little babies, shielded by their
nmot hers, not a scratch on thembut stiff and dead in their ragged
little diapers. Some of the men in Dodd's unit showed not hing;
ot hers shot thenselves. Dodd did a |lot of crying and cursing, and
was | abel ed a discipline problem One of the officers criticized
hi m constantly, and Dodd swng at himw th a shovel, but nissed.
The officer snatched the shovel away and swung it back----

Dodd sat up suddenly, startling Sheila. He was sweating. "How
| ong have | been asl eep?" he asked.

"About a hal f-hour."

"What tinme is it?"
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"Five-thirty," said the clock beside the bed.

"I'"ve got to take a shower," he said, feeling dirty. Dodd
rolled off the bed and onto his feet, heading for the bathroom In
the shower he punched the recall for his favorite tenperature and
|l et the water spray over him running down his arns and | egs,
intimte cleansing water nmassagi ng his nmuscles and scalp. It
rinsed the sweat away, helped himto relax. There were two things
he hated dreanm ng about, and he'd had both in the sane dream

After exiting and drying hinself, Dodd slipped on a fresh set
of California clothes, soft blue pants with a white stripe down
the leg and a green and bl ue splotched shirt, and wal ked down the
hall to find Sheila on the couch in front of the television. This
annoyed himbut he forced hinself not to care, and standing in
view of the screen found that Travels was, for sone reason,
particularly interesting this evening. He went into the kitchen,
had the robot arns prepare sone snack sandw ches, and he joi ned
Sheila with a plate and two gl asses of wine. The sphere was there,
as always --- planet-like, rolling its way through a sensuous and
surrealistically Iit crest of a sand dune.

The thick, rich scenery flowed past in slow notion, the bal
rolling on endlessly, the only thing on the screen one could
really see. Everything else was taken in with peripheral vision
The wi nding, reeling rmusic worked on Dodd, soothing him carrying
himalong with the scenery, along with the rolling nmulti-col ored
sphere. Sonetines it did not seemlike it was noving forward but
merely spinning as the world noved beneath it. It was |ike a gear
connected to a giant notor which spun the Earth around --- then it
woul d bounce through rocks, with the nusic rebounding on each
collision, and suddenly the nmusic swelled --- tingling and
spiraling --- as the ball dropped straight over a bluff, twirling
slowly in md-air, the sky full of red and purple sunset clouds.
Dodd felt breathless, close to vertigo; a chill ran up and down
his spine as the nusic reached a climx and the sphere, for a
tantalizing split second, eclipsed perfectly the swollen red sun
It hit the ground, touched down on surf-wet sand and continued a
fast-paced bouncing roll down the beach parallel to the shore. The
vi ewpoi nt changed, sw ngi ng around behi nd the sphere, follow ng
it, and ahead in the distance Dodd saw a pier and the seafront
buildings of a quaint little town. The pier caught his attention,

tore it away fromthe ball. He recognized this place. He grew up
t here.

"That's Avilla Beach!" he exclai med out | oud.

"What ?"

"That's Avilla Beach," he said again. "I had no idea they

were making this down there."

"Ch." Sheila's attention slipped away.

Dodd | ooked down at the plate of sandw ches, intent on taking
a bite, but the plate was enpty. So was his w negl ass. He | ooked
at a clock and found al nost three hours had gone by since he'd sat
down. This disgusted him turned himoff. He could see spending
twenty mnutes in front of the sphere, or maybe even an hour. But
three----? No! It was stealing tine fromhim taking it away
wi t hout neither his know edge nor pernmission. "Dam it," he said
angrily, and stood up.

Sheila didn't notice.

"Dam it," he said again, this time |ouder but with |ess
anger .

She seened to hear him but the television had too strong a
hol d on her. There was a stupid expression on her face, and
wat chi ng her Dodd realized she had never answered his question
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about having children. Kisses and fellatio had distracted him but
he never received a definite yes or no. Unless, of course, the
fellatio itself had been a "yes." Sonehow he doubted this.

He | ooked fromher to the pul sing scenery on the screen then
back. "Dam it," he said again, trying to get her attention

"What ?" she said vaguely.

"Let's go see sone real scenery."

"What ?" Total inconprehension

"They' re supposed to be | anding a new bank at around sunset,
maybe we can catch a glinpse of it."

"What ?"

Dodd took her by her thin pale armand pulled her up off the
couch. "Cone on."

"Where are we goi ng?"

"To see Travels on a larger screen."

"What ? Real | y?" Her voice was still vague, stupid. He led her
stunbling out of the room out of the apartnent, around to the
stairs that lead up to the sun deck on the roof. Wen they stepped
onto the sun deck there was still enough light in the sky to see a
hul ki ng square bul k surrounded by |arge construction fliers. It
was about a nmile and a half away, being |lowered slowy into the
skyl i ne.

"Here's the bigger screen," Dodd said. "There's Travels."

"What ?"

"That's a new bank building."

"Ch," she said, looking at it with blinking eyes. She
appeared to be waking up. "It's so big," she said with a hint of
wonder in her voice. "How can they hold it up there?"

"I't's light," Dodd told her. "It's a nmetal nade from
hydrogen, they build the whole thing in space.”

"Ch." She pulled close to him hugging his left arm The
evening breeze was a little cool, and they were dressed for

sunl i ght.
"Have you nmade a decision yet?" he asked.
" About what ?"
"About the question | asked and you never answered."
Sheil a becane very quiet, her body going still. She didn't

answer him

"Wel | ? What are you going to do, |eave nme hangi ng?"

"I need to think about it, Dodd."

"What's there to think about? Either you want to, or you
don't. If you want to, say you want to. If you don't, say you

don't."

"You're not being fair."

"Fair?"

"You shouldn't ask this, | nean, |like such an ultinmatum |
have to think about it."

"Sheila, | have to know. " | have to know if |'mwasting ny

time with you. Fortunately Dodd was able to shut his nouth before
t he whol e statenment cane out.

"I can't have tinme to think it over?"

"I'f you have to think it over, then it's obvious you don't

want to."
"Well | don't, really."
"Ch, well, there. What's there to think about, you have the

answer right on your tongue."

"I don't want to | ose you."

"I didn't expect you to be an unwilling nmother. That's not
what | want, either."

"Wel |, Dodd, a baby is such a big responsibility, and it'l|
take years and years to save the noney----"
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"I have the noney already. |'ve been saving since after the
war . "

The idea of himhaving all that noney seened to shock her
She | ooked upset, confused. They both stared off at the skyline in
silence as the new skyscraper was slowy |owered anong its
nei ghbors. Spotlights lit glow ng pointers of |ight that swing
across the fading sunset, outlining the building. Dodd felt
heart broken, but at the same tine he was a little relieved.

8. FAST FORWARD

Bob Recent did not watch JTV, nor did he watch the Politico
Network. He didn't watch any of the sickly, gasping, once-giant
broadcast networks --- they were all hanging onto life by a few
bare threads, depending entirely upon pornography to keep
thensel ves afloat. Neither Bob nor his wife Denise had any
interest in the local nusic-television stations filling the
obsol et e broadcast frequencies known as VHF and UHF. They rarely
if ever watched theatre disks even though their system was capable
of playing them Bob and Deni se had only one real video interest,
and that interest absorbed them The JTV announcenent didn't have
any effect on themat all. They were unaware of the news until the
announcenent was days ol d.

One of Denise's old friends called to talk to her about the
Second Coming, excited to the point of hysterics, asking Denise
where she and her husband would be on that fantastic day. "I don't
know. Honme probably," Denise had told her. Wen she and her friend
had hung up she wordl essly resuned her place beside her husband in
front of the television, baffled by the whole conversation. It
occurred to her that she hadn't understood nost of what her friend
had sai d.

"What was all that about?" her husband asked, his voice a
nonot one.

". . . 1 don't know," she replied, watching as the Travels
sphere tunbl ed hectically down a grassy knoll, ricocheting between
the trunks of large oak trees. "l've forgotten.”

"l overheard sonething about 'the Savior.'"

"Mmthmm Sonething like that." Denise let out a small sigh,
trying to concentrate. What was it? Sonething about 'the Savior'
com ng back in two weeks. Sonmething |ike that. She wondered
vaguely if it was sonething that should be inportant to her. It
was hard to think.

The sphere had gone down a nountai nsi de and was now headi ng
for a ravine. Denise sat forward stiffly, her pulse racing, as the
sphere went right over the edge of the ravine with her follow ng.
The angl e of the view wi dened, trees rushing past in the
background, and rocky cliff face, and swooping birds, and the bal
was spi nning and wavering fromside to side as it fell. Dark and
solid, rocks rushed up and the sphere hit, rebounding across a
|l arge waterfall, soaring through the mists, and was soon bounci ng
along beside a river as it raced the water downhill. Denise
reached out and nunbly picked up her drink fromthe coffee table.
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It was warm the ice long since nelted, but it was still good.
Orange juice and Jacovi k Prenmium | nported vodka, her favorite
morning drink. It was called a, called a

A what ?
Deni se coul dn't renenber, though she knew it was nanmed after
sone sort of tool. It wasn't inportant. She sat the gl ass down,

forgetting about it, watching as the sphere rolled down into the
depths of a canyon littered with fallen logs; it bounced between
them and over them graceful, ninble, with endl ess nonentum .
pi ne and sage rushed past, flat nossy boul ders and deep pool s of
bl ue water, an occasional bird flying along for a noment or two
then zi pping off. Denise closed her eyes, feeling warm and cozy,
but when she opened them agai n she found a sharp pain in her neck
and her right armwas tingling. She'd been sleeping in an odd
position, and she was surprised to find herself on the couch and
not in bed. Where was her husband? At work? Denise had no idea,
she didn't know if this was one of his work days or not. She
couldn't renenber what day of the week it was. It didn't matter,

t hough; all she knew or cared about at the nonent was that she was
very hungry. The Travel s sphere was hurling down a narrow path
through a yellow field of wheat, but Denise managed to tear
hersel f away. She pulled her body upright and found her |egs weak
and her head spi nning.

In the kitchen she keyed instructions into the Master Chef
and stood wearily against a wall while the insectile chrome arm
pul I ed bread and sandw ch maki ngs out of the refrigerator. Wth
qui ck, deft novenents it built a ham and cheese sandw ch, then
pulled a hal f-enpty bottle of Jacovi k vodka out of the Iiquor
cabi net and fixed her another drink. Denise wolfed down the
sandwi ch, followed by the vodka and orange juice, and while the

robot armnixed a refill she wal ked stiffly to the bathroom
She peered at her reflection in the bathroommirror with a
dull sense of shock --- how long had it been since she'd |ast

shower ed? How | ong had she been wearing these clothes? Her hair
hung in oily strings, and crusted food matter clung to the skin
around her mouth. Wth nunb fingers Denise undid her clothing,
letting themfall to the floor, and punched in a tenperature
setting for the shower water.

After showering and changing, she picked up her fresh drink
fromthe kitchen and sat down in front of the television, watching
with excitenent as the Travels sphere bounced off an old chunk of
cenment, rolled up a broken piece of wood, sailed through the air
and ricocheted off the side of a colorful billboard.

Her husband, Bob, shook her. "Ready for some dinner,

darling?"

Deni se | ooked at him wondering where he had been. "No, |
just ate."

"Are you sure you don't want something? |'mgetting a
sandw ch. "

"Well . . ." Come to think of it, she was hungry. "Alright.

Thank you, honey."

Deni se | ooked back at the television, watched the sphere rol
across white sand with green, green trees in the background. She
yawned and, | ooking down, was surprised to find a hal f-eaten
sandwi ch in her linp hand. Bob was reclined beside her, head
lolling, eyes closed. A raw rasping noise was comng fromhis
throat. She shoved him and his body jerked. "You' re snoring!" she
snapped as he blinked and | ooked around in confusion

"I"'msorry," he said, his voice snall and boyi sh

Looki ng back at the screen, Denise bit down on the remainder
of her sandwi ch and tasted nothing. Then a warm strong hand had a

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (25 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:54 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

hol d on her shoul der, shaking her, and she opened her bleary eyes
and | ooked up at her husband. "Baby, wake up," he said.

" Homm ™

"I think you wet yourself."

"Hrmmm?" But then she noticed the wet stickiness between her
| egs, and she groaned. "Not again," she nuttered, getting stiffly
to her feet. She realized she was starving.

"I'"ll get the autonmaid up here, darling. You go change."

"Thank you." Deni se waddl ed into the bathroom and stri pped
off her clothes. In the bathroom she wi ped her |egs and crotch
with a warm danp washcl oth, then put on a clean pair of
di sposabl e panties. Over that she slipped on a silky black

see-t hrough robe. Wy anything el se? she thought. |I'm not planning
on goi ng anywhere today.
Back in the living roomthere was a six-wheeled nmulti-Iinbed

metal creature busily dry-cleaning the couch. Denise wandered
past, making her way into the kitchen. Through the kitchen w ndow
shone norning sunlight. How | ong was the norning going to |ast?
she wondered. Meanwhile the kitchen arm swng back and forth with
jerky notions, stopping suddenly here and there, fixing her

anot her sandwi ch.

Three in one norning? Denise thought, munching it down. |I'm
going to get fat. But sonething about this struck Denise as wong,
and she realized this was a new norning, not an old one. Funny,
she didn't renenber nuch of |ast night.

In the living room Denise waited for the automaid to | eave
then sat back down on the newy cl eaned couch and uttered a | ong,

pl easant, "Mmmmmmm . . ." as she found the Travels sphere
careeni ng down a | uxurious expanse of deserted, golden beach. A
monment | ater Bob, for some reason, kissed her --- or did she

i magi ne it? Wien she | ooked up, he was nowhere in sight. Of to
wor k? she wondered. But no, he couldn't have gone to work because
after a few m nutes he was back, sitting down beside her. And the
sandwi ch she thought she had finished m nutes ago was sitting

unt ouched on the coffee table in front of her, along with a fresh
gl ass of orange juice and Jacovi k vodka. She picked up the
sandwi ch and began eating, chewing slowy, eyes glazed over like
gl ass marbl es.

9. RAPE, RAPE

Savi na caught up with her boyfriend at school. She wal ked
right up to himin class --- he was linked to his instructor
through a headset and was oblivious to his surroundi ngs. She stood
behi nd where he sat, staring down at the back of his head and
feeling hatred. H's hair was so blond, so fine. Such a beauti ful
boy, things coming to himso easily. She just hated him

Quiet so as not to disturb the other students, Savina grasped
hi s headset by the cord and slowly pulled. It slid off his blond
| ocks and dropped to the floor. Greg | ooked around for a nonent,

di sori ent ed.
"Way did you lie to me?" she asked, sitting at the ternm na
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next to him

"What ?" He stared at her without recognition for a full three
seconds. "Savina," he said.

"Wy did you lie to nme."

Greg yawned and rubbed his eyes. He was either still in al pha
state frominterfacing or he was totally unconcerned about her
being angry with him

"Greg," she said.

"Why did | lie to you?"

"Yes."

"When did | lie to you?"

Savi na | owered her voice. "Wen you told nme you were taking
the pill, you jerk."

"The pill?" Geg | ooked bew | dered for a few seconds, then
the color drained fromhis face. "Did | say that?"

"Yes."

Greg's eyebrows | owered, and his thin nouth warped into a
from. "I thought you were taking the pill."

"You know perfectly well | wasn't taking the pill. I'm
under age. "

"That doesn't nean anything. You could have gotten them™"
"The point is that you told me you were on it, Geg.
O herwi se | woul d have gone out and gotten sonething."

"Are you saying that you're pregnhant?"

Savina glared at him "Wwat do you think I'm saying? Yes,
I"m---" She cut herself off, resisted the urge to |l ook up at the
student nonitoring canmeras. Admit to something crimnal in a
public place and the software watching you will report it to the
police. "I think we should discuss this in a place that's a little
nmore private."

"I'mright in the mddle of alesson here."

Savi na reached across himand punched the keys to save his
position in the |l esson and to | og him out of class. Unplugging his
headset, she wound the cord up and handed it to him Geg was
| ooki ng around at the other students, enbarrassed. He took the
headset and put it in his backpack then reluctantly stood up. She
grabbed his armand | ed himout of the node.

Qutsi de the sidewal k was bl ack, made of carbon concrete, and
was sprinkled with tiny glass bits to make it sparkle in the
sunlight. They wal ked across its hot surface and then off onto the
grass of the park where students took their |lunches. Beyond the
grass at the other side of the park was the boarder to the Lesser
Depopul at ed Zone.

There was a terrible tension between then, and Greg wasn't
sayi ng anything. Savina felt suddenly subdued, the heat of their
confrontati on eeki ng away. She grabbed onto it, held it --- she
wanted that anger. She wanted the irrationality of it because it
shielded her fromthe reality of her situation

"I'f they abort this child," she said to himin a |low, even
voice, "they'll sterilize me. You know that, right? It's the [aw. "

G eg didn't say anything.

"Way didn't you tell nme you weren't protected? Wiy did you
have to lie to me?"

"I don't know. "

"It's so stupid! This could have been prevented so easily!"
She glared at him "It's going to affect ne for the rest of ny
life, Geg. Me! Because you were too lazy do prevent it."

H s eyes were watering up. "lI'msorry."

"You know what the really stupid thing is, Geg --- if this
had happened two nonths from now i nstead of now, | would have been
legal. | would have reached | egal age."
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"I"'msorry."

"Al'l I would have had to do was worry about raising the baby
tax. It would have been possible to have the Church sponsor the
baby." She was silent for a nonent. They were wal ki ng through the
grass now toward the boarder of the Lesser Zone; beat-feet nusic
booned fromthe ruins beyond, anarchists having a party. Savi na
felt her anger slipping again, and she grabbed hold, pulled it
back. "Goddamm you!" she suddenly shouted at Greg. "How can you be
so cruel!'"

"I didn't want this to happen!" he yelled back. "I didn't
plan to lie!"

They stopped in the grass, standing and staring at each

ot her.

"I want to have a baby, Geg. | don't want to be sterilized."

"I"'msorry!"

"I know you're sorry." It was gone, her anger was gone. Now
she was just frightened. "I"'mwlling to forgive you if you'l
help ne."

"Hel p you? O course |I'Il help you." He | ooked so ashaned
that it was pitiful. H s snooth angul ar cheeks were streaked with
tears.

Savi na si ghed, and they sat down on the grass. "l've conme up

with sone ideas," Savina told him "If | can get a fake Idex | can
em grate and have the baby."

Greg's blue eyes noved to-and-fro w thout focusing, as if he
were searching around inside of his head. "Em grate?" he
excl ai ned. "To where?"

Savi na pointed up. "One of the colonies.”

Greg stared at her. "That costs a fortune, and they don't |et
pregnant woren on shuttles.”

"Yes they do," she said, but was unsure.

Greg was dead sure. "Shuttles aren't as well shielded as the
col oni es. Space radiation turns babies into nutants. Besides, the
gover nnent nmakes you wait and have the baby here so you have to
pay the baby tax."

That was one idea shot down. Savina tried the next. "You and
I can go down and apply for genetic testing. If we make it,
they'll let nme have it under the special circunstance thing. You
know, for the gifted."

Greg shook his head, |ooking at her as if she were an idiot.
"No. You're not old enough, and even if you had an Idex that said
you were they'd dig into your heritage and when they did
that . . . well, they'd find out. You'd be guilty of having a fake
I dex, and you'd be guilty of underage sexual activity. Besides,

I . . . 1 wuuldn't qualify. My sister tried this exact sane thing,
and she was disqualified because ny famly has a history of nental
instability."

Savina was silent for a second. "Ckay, lets go to the Church
and apply for sponsorship."”

Greg shook his head. "You're underage, and we're not
married. "

"I"ll get a fake Idex, we get nmarried, we apply."

"They'd find you were pregnant before the marriage and ki ck
us out."

"W can have the certificate date changed."

"We can also end up in jail, and you'd | ose the baby and be
sterilized anyway."

"We could go to the anarchists.”

"What ?"

"We could. They'd take us in." She pointed at the direction
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of the beat-feet nusic.

"No. "

"They take in people. How el se do you think they got there?"

"You' re dreaning, Savina. That's your nost ridicul ous idea so
far. Look, you can't have this baby, there's just no way. You're
underage, | haven't got any nbney . . . Savina, there's just no
way. "

"The anarchi sts have children. They don't pay taxes.
They----"

"Those people live like animals and eat bugs! Do you want to
raise a baby like that? Just to avoid being sterilized?"

"I't's not ny first choice, but 1'll doit if | have to. G eg,
what | want you to do is help me think of a way we can do it!
You're intelligent, you're creative . . . help ne."

Greg | ooked away. "I think you should just have the abortion

and get it over with."

"Ch, thanks a lot."

"Savina, it's the least painful way out of this."

"For you, maybe --- not for me! How would you like nme to tel
them you raped nme? Then you' d be up for sterilization too!"

He turned to stare at her. "You'd do that?" H s voice was
smal |, astoni shed.
"How woul d you feel? Don't you want ki ds soneday?"
"You' d do that?"
"I will if you don't help ne."
"Ch, well then. Okay, | raped you. I'Il just go turn nyself
He stood up, began wal king at a quick pace toward the node.
"Greg, cone back here."
"No, no, I've got to turn nyself in for raping you. It's the
only decent thing to do."

"Greg!" She stood up, trotted after him "Geg, | wouldn't do

in.

that! | wouldn't."

"No, get away fromne, |I'ma rapist! | mght do it again. GCet
away fromnme."

"Geg, stop.”

"Cet away fromme!" he shouted at her. "Go away!"

"Greg!"

He stopped only | ong enough to backhand her hard across the
face. She fell to the grass with the inpact, and sat in shock
wat chi ng hi m wal ki ng away across the park. In the background the
lively beat-feet nusic continued, wunpata-winpata-winpat a,
punct uat ed by whoops and how s and dangerous |aughter. Savina
| eaned forward and hugged her knees, crying.

10. SEX TOYS

Vicky agreed with Mrro, Saul Kalman's wife, that it would be
tasteful to keep it discrete. Saul knew what was goi ng on between
the two of them but was doing his best to ignore it. They didn't

hide it fromhim didn't try to keep the affair secret --- but
they didn't flaunt it in front of his face. Saul was Vicky's
superior at Travels, after all. There was no reason to aggravate

their already turbulent relationshinp.

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (29 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:54 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

Vi cky waited, therefor, for Saul to | eave the house before
she went up and rang the doorbell. She stood on the porch,
scratching at her ribs and shifting her weight fromone leg to the
other, hal f-expecting Saul to cone wandering back for sone
forgotten item but the door opened and Mrro ushered her inside.
"How long is he going to be gone?" Vicky asked, touching the door
switch. It closed behind her.

"He's gone off to get sone Mataphin,”" Mrro said. "He usually

takes about three hours . . . | don't know why. | think he takes
sone as soon as he gets it and goes on a |l ong wal k. "

"You sure he'll be gone that |ong?"

"Yes." Mrro kissed Vicky, a tender touching of |ips, then
backed away. "Go get ready while | feed nmy kid. I'Il be in there

inafewmmnutes."

Vi cky stifled a shudder at the nention of the poor nonster
Mrro and Saul had created. She hid her feelings, kept her face
fromshowing it as Mrro turned and hurried off into the main part
of the house. The child gave Vicky nightmares. It |ooked like a
gi ant bl oated baby with a tiny head and no obvi ous sign of gender
Total ly usel ess, no hope for inproving, the child was a nutant in
every sense of the word. How Mrro could love it so was beyond
her .

Vi cky found her way to the large nmaster bedroomwth its
sauna and | ove pool and began renoving her clothes. Each article
she folded as she took it off, stacked it nice and orderly on
Mrro's dresser. Mrro's daughter nade sone horrendous squeal that
rattled the walls, and Vicky thanked the lord that her one child
was normal. It was a gift, she thought, that her son Geg was so
heal thy and perfect. It tore her up that the courts had given him
to her ex-husband. Sleazy bastard, she thought automatically. She
regretted having a child with a man. It woul d have been wonderfu
if she could have had G eg with Mrro, but then of course it
woul dn't have been Greg. It could have ended up like Mrro's
daughter --- but no, that nust have conme from Saul's genes. It
couldn't have cone fromMrro. No way! Vicky slipped out of her
tight, see-through black panties, renoved the Soft-Scent pad, and
eased herself daintily into the warm vibrating | ove pool

Such a waste, she thought. Al that progeny tax noney! And
for what, a thing that should have been m scarried. Saul and Mrro
should be entitled to a refund. The governnent doesn't do that,

t hough. Vi cky renenbered how nmuch noney her and her ex-husband had
shelled out to have Greg. A half-mllion dollars. Now it was even
nmore than that, unless of course you were one of the so-called
genetically gifted. Then they'd pay you to have children

Mrro appeared, carrying a black | eather case in which she
kept what she terned her "love tools." She set it down beside the
pool, opening it up |ike hardware display. "Wat should we use?
put all the water and shock-proof ones on this side."

"l don't like the vibros in the pool --- it's redundant."

"True. Here's this, it's kind of old-fashioned, but it holds
menories . " Mrro held up a strap-on |atex penis with
life-like throbbing action

Vi cky shrugged and hal f-smiled. "Then one of us has to be the
man. "

“I''l'l doit," Mrro offered.

"How about the Pushne-Pul | you?"

" Agai n?"

"I like it." Vicky smled, self-consciously seductive,
wi deni ng her eyes and then letting half her face sinking into the
wat er as she drifted.
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Mrro dropped the |atex penis back into the case, picking out
another item "How about the Two- Headed Snake?"

Vi cky put on a nock pout.

"It's the same thing," Mrro said. "It just noves nore."

"But it's not you noving. | want it to be just us doing the
nmovi ng. "

Mrro turned on the Two- Headed Snhake, held it squirmng and
t hr obbi ng agai nst her torso. She smled, rubbing the | ower end
across her pubes. "You sure?"

"I"'msure. The Snake is too . . . it's got too nuch life of
its own."

"Ckay, the Pushme-Pullyou it is." Mrro put the tools aside
and began tugging at her bl ouse buttons.

As Mrro undressed, Vicky clutched at her own breasts,
squeezing as she watched, tickling her nipples and sliding her
| eft hand down between her legs . . . warm ng herself up, as she
thought of it. Mrro was gorgeous, full-bodied, a classically
beautiful wonman. So notherly, so self-assured. Vicky was
out -of -control head-over-heals in love with this person, far nore
attached than she would let herself admt. Proclamations of
undyi ng | ove-worshi p, she knew from experience, always led to
di saster. That's what she felt toward Mrro whet her she would
admt it to herself or not: undying | ove-worship. To Vicky, Mrro
was the nother-god of all womanhood, and Vi cky wanted every bit of
her, for now and ever.

Naked, descending step after slow step into the water,
hol di ng the knobbed, erect |atex device |like a scepter, she
slipped into the water with hal f-closed eyes, and Vi cky reached
out to her, eager, her tongue already out of her nouth. Toget her
they slipped under the surface, enbracing.

#

Saul Kal man reached the drugstore after wal king the entire
di stance --- four kiloneters --- only to find, while at the
counter with everybody waiting behind him that he'd forgotten his
Mat aphi n |icense. The pharnacist waiting on himwas new, he'd
never seen Saul before even though Saul had been buying at that
drugstore off and on for over five years. "Look," Saul told him
"check your conputer. | have a license. |I'man exec at Travels."

The pharmacist's eyes flared at that. "Travels huh? Bi g deal
Working for the devil doesn't inpress ne."

Saul blinked. He took a slow step back fromthe counter. "Oh,
Christ," he nuttered, staring at the man. He couldn't believe his
rotten |uck.

The pharmacist's thin, sharply detail ed face darkened even
further. H's eyebrows were thick and bl ack, and they arched over
sunken eyes |like stormclouds. "Don't say the nanme of our Lord in
vain. It is witten: '"Cry not in anger to the Lord. Speak not in
fury to He whose Love has put the spark in your parent's seed; it
is He to Whomyou owe all, Wio holds the scal es where your sou
will be judged, will be weighed anongst----"

"Are you going to sell ne ny fucking drugs or not?"

"You are required by law to have a drug |license on your
person before any restricted drug or renmedy is dispensed."

"You nean | have to go all the way back home just to get ny
goddamm Mat aphin license? It's just a goddanm Mataphin |icense,
it's not like I'mbuying narcotics!"

"I'"'m not dispensing any Mataphin w thout seeing a current
Mat aphin license," the young pharmacist said frostily. "Especially
to a heathen of deceit such as yourself."
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"You jerk," Saul said. "You Jesus-freak noron."

"Hey," a voice said frombehind hinm it was deep and
danger ous- soundi ng. Saul turned to find that the people behind him
inline were all glaring at him One particularly big nman, with
ape-shoul ders and a titanic brass United Church cross hanging from

his neck on a chain, said to Saul: "You'd better shut your nouth
fool, before you really put your foot init."
Saul turned back to the pharmacist. "I'mnever bringing ny

busi ness back here again," he said. The pharmaci st snirked, but
Saul had already turned his back and was wal king to the door

Across the street he found a phone booth and with an angry
finger jabbed at the keys, dialing an autocab nunber. Stupid
stupid | ost people, he thought. They don't have a fucking clue. He
reached the autocab conpany, registered his request in the cue,
and hung up. The cab would neet himthere at the booth. He stood
beside it, feeling uneasy and inpatient.

The custoners that had been behind himat the pharnacy
appeared out the exit one by one, all giving himdirty | ooks
before continuing on their way. One, an ol der wonman, saw hi m
standi ng there and canme wal king toward him Saul fidgeted, feeling
trapped, but he refused to run away froma winkled old bat with a
bouf f ant hai rdo.

"l heard what you said!" Her voice was dry and brittle,
softened by a slight lisp. "You work for Travel s!"

"What about it?"

"I Tove it!" she said, clenching her frail fists and shaking
them for enphasis. "I love Travels!"

Saul let his shoulders relax, and let out a breath. "Onh,
well . . ."

"But | hate it!" the woman said. "It robs you of tine. It's a
devil's tool."

"Lady, | don't think you----"

"A devil's took! Last night my husband and | were out
shoppi ng, and we had an overwhel ning urge to buy Russian vodka. W
hate vodka! But we couldn't resist, it was on sale so we bought
it, and later | said to ny husband, | says '|I bet it's that
Travels station. | bet they're using that subconscious adverti sing
stuff --- and | was right! | sawit! On a billboard in the
background during a really exciting part----"

"Pardon ne," Saul said with relief, "this is ny taxi."

"You've got to repent for this!" she said with genuine
concern. "You can't keep it up --- you can't get away with it! The
Savior is comng!"

The cab pulled up, one of the big box-like ones with a
scrat ched and al nost opaque sunroof, and Saul snatched the handl e

of the big sliding door and gave it a yank --- but the door was
auto, not nmanual. There was a big warning sign on the glass that
read: HANDLE |S FOR EMERGENCY USE ONLY --- BUZZER WLL SOUND. It

did sound, loud and angry. Saul let it go, flustered, waiting for
it to close and reset itself. "No savior is conming!" he yelled at
the old worman. "It's nothing nore than a JTV nedia event!"

The ol d wonman crossed hersel f. "Bl asphemy!"

The door to the cab cycled open and he junped in, inserting
his nmoneycard in the appropriate slot and stating his hone address
to the grid. The door shut himoff fromthe shocked, accusing
stare of the old woman, shut himoff fromthe rest of the world.
The vehicle rolled forward, video eyes alert and watching for
traffic and pedestrians. Wthin a few m nutes Saul was hone.

He stepped quickly through the front door, his nouth drawn
into a tight unhappy line. No Mtaphin, he thought. | still have
to go get nmy Mataphin. Behind himthe door slid shut and he
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stopped, rubbing his face with his hand. Were's ny Mataphin
| icense anyway? He stood there a | ong nonment, trying to renenber,
feeling that he should know. It was strange that he couldn't
remenber.

I"'mtoo shook up, he thought. | can't concentrate. Damm --- |
need ny dose! As he stood there sonething el se occurred to him
why was the house so quiet? Wiere was Mrro? He stood there,

listening. There was no TV, no nmusic . . . no baby crying. Nothing
yet there was sonething. The silence was not absol ute.
Saul wal ked quietly down the hall into the west-w ng,

listening to his own breathing, slowing as he neared his
daughter's room He had a strange feeling that something was not
right. Maybe, he thought, it's the lack of Mataphin. The air
itself seened strange; it felt danp. H's skin felt clammy.

St andi ng outside his daughter's door, a terrible thought
occurred. He listened. There were no sounds frominside, no
gurgling, no nonster snores. No m ndl ess babbling |ike when she
found the strength to play with her fingers. Saul stood outside
the door, feeling his clammy skin, wishing for his Mataphin. There
was sonet hing going on, he could feel it. Maybe, he thought,
trenbling, naybe this is the feeling you get when soneone in the
house has di ed.

Ch ny God, he thought. Maybe she did?

Saul reached out to open the door but hesitated, freezing.
What if she was dead? What woul d he do? Hundreds of pounds of dead
daughter lying there, inpossible to nove, inpossible to. . . to
what ? What woul d he do? Stand there and stare at her? Start
crying? Wiat if he couldn't cry? He'd have to find Mrro and with
dry eyes tell her that their daughter was dead. Mrro woul d bl ane

him--- maybe even accuse himof killing her. He had been wanting
hi s daughter dead for over 14 years and here she was, dead, and
Saul not crying, not even sad . . . only guilty. How could he

possibly face Mrro?

Saul put his hand out and touched the snooth surface of the
door with his fingertips, slid themdown to the handle. This is
ridiculous, he told hinmself. Getting nyself worked up like this

there's nothing wong. How could | know sonething's wong?
And even if there is, even if she's dead, | can go to a sink and
apply sone tears before | go find Mrro.

Saul pushed the door open and stepped in.

There his child lie, puffy, bloated, freshly changed and fast
asl eep, her head tilted back on a self-adjusting pillow that kept
her wei ght from breaking her own fragile neck. Her nmouth was open
and a healthy river of drool ran down the side of her face. Wth a
m xture of relief and sadness Saul turned around and left the
room closing the door behind him

Hi s Mataphin |icense, he renenbered, was on his bed stand.
Saul renenbered it with a surge of disgust --- why had he
forgotten? Where el se would he have put it? Letting out an angry
grunt, he wal ked down the thickly carpeted hall toward the master
bedroom the door was partially closed, and he pushed it open
while silently cursing hinself. Wiy did | |eave without it in the
first place? he thought. Wiy didn't | pick it up when | got ny
nmoneycar d?

Saul was hal fway across the room before he noticed his wife
and Vicky. He stopped in nmid-stride, his nouth droppi ng open, his
face feeling hot as it flushed red. He felt like running, felt
like getting out of there and hiding before they could see him

Saul didn't nove. He stood and watched, his breath caught in
his throat. The two wonen were oblivious; they didn't notice him
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at all. Saul didn't know what to do, what to think. He didn't know
how to react. He knew his w fe was bi sexual, he knew she'd been
seeing an awful lot of Vicky lately --- she had never bothered to
keep it a secret. Saul had even cone to think of it as necessary
considering his sexual problenms. But to see her like this? Wth
hi s assistant fromwork? They weren't even facing each other! This
was meking | ove? Love?

Saul crept across the roomto his bed stand while hol ding his
breath, his feet padding silently on the carpet. There was his
Mat aphin license, a plastic rectangle with a | aser-encoded strip
and a hol ographi ¢ head and shoul ders shot of hinself. He bent down
and lifted it off the smooth wood, nmoving slowy, slipping it into
his shirt pocket. He was so careful about being quiet that every
nmovenment hurt. He turned and crept back toward the door, stepping
easily, watching the two lovers to nake sure they didn't see
him---

----and suddenly Vicky opened her eyes and was staring
directly into his, her's growing wide, her notions conmng to a
dead halt. Mrro's gasping sl owed and stopped; her eyes flickered
open and she turned and | ooked at him gaping, notionless.

Saul ducked his head in shane and enbarrassnent, treading
qui ckly out, shutting the door behind him Fromthere he ran
through the house to the garage, pulling the charge cord fromhis
personal car and yanki ng the door open. He threw hinself in,
switching it on, and accelerated out of the yard. Saul drove |ike
a maniac up the coast to a drug store where he rushed in and
bought his Mataphin, imediately tearing open the package and
swal lowing a triple dose

11. TELEVI SI ON

It was the 3rd of June, but it was beginning to |l ook a | ot
Iike Christrmas. Dodd expected advertisenments to start saying "Only
12 nore shoppi ng days until the Second Coming!" So far no one had
dared, but he thought it was only a matter of tine. The United
Church was suggesting that the Second Comi ng shoul d be cel ebrated
much the same way Christnmas was, with an exchange of joy,
goodwi | I, and presents. There was a | ot of enphasis on "presents."
Dodd wondered if June 15th was going to replace Decenber 25th, or
were they going to keep both?

That norni ng he awoke early, finding hinself alone in bed
again. Sheila was still at the television --- he could hear
Travels down the hall. This is getting psychotic, he thought to
hinself. He'd called the cable conpany yesterday norning to have
them send a man out and physically di sconnect Travels from his
apartnment. They had promised a man woul d be out there that day,
yet when he got home fromwork Travels was still going.

Dodd sat up in bed, yawning. He rubbed the sleep fromhis
eyes, then turned and | ooked over at the bedroom phone. The cable
conpany of fices wouldn't be open yet, but he could | eave thema
message. He swung his legs off the bed, noving over so that he
coul d reach the handset. He pushed the button for mail, watched
the screen light up. He opted to use the transcription feature
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even though it was sl ower; as he spoke words appeared.

TO Cher okee Cabl e Co. DATE: 6/3/42
FROM Dodd Corely SUBJECT: Di sconnection

This is regarding account
#2834737- 838-83873726459- 28374627B

Yesterday | had ordered a physical disconnection
of your Travels service fromny apartnment, and
was promised it would be conpleted that day. It
was not conpleted, and | was not informed of the
reason for delay. Today | expect the
di sconnection, and | expect that you will have
rei mbursed ny account for yesterday and today's
connection tinme to Travels.

Dodd Corely

He sent the mail off with a angry jab of his right index finger,
then stood up and wal ked out to the front room

Sheil a was asl eep on the couch. She | ooked like hell, and she
snelled. It was like she hadn't taken a bath in a couple of days.
"I"'mgetting worried about you," he said to her. She snored
quietly in reply. He bend over the video conponents and turned off
the power.

Whi | e he showered and shaved the kitchen fixed hi m breakfast.
He ate while he was drying, and when he was fini shed he wal ked
naked down the hall to the bedroom where he put on his work
clothes. On his way out of the apartment he gave Sheila a kiss on
the forehead. She didn't stir.

Hal f way to the subway term nal soneone cane out of the
bushes and ran toward him Army-trained refl exes took over, and he
turned and prepared to lash out. The figure stopped short, smling
at him It was Savina. "H," she said brightly.

Dodd let his fists drop. "What in the hell are you doi ng?"

"You shouldn't be so tense. It's only ne."

"Why aren't you in school ?"

"I"'mon ny way to school ."

"Aren't you going to be |ate?"

"No. It's early for me."

"VWhat are you doi ng out here?"

"Don't you want to see nme?"

"What ?"
"You're acting like you don't want to talk to me."
"Of course | want to talk to you. I'mjust surprised, that's

all." He | ooked at her suspiciously. "Talk to ne about what?"
"W haven't talked in a long time."

"W tal ked just the other day, over at your dad's house."
"W said hello to each other, then you found out about the
Second Com ng."

"I's that what you want to tal k about ?"

"Yes."

"Wll we don't have much tine. I'mon ny way to work."

"I know. "

"You'll be coming over to dinner tonorrow night with your
parents."”

"I know. But that would be with ny parents."

"Ch, | see.™
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"So, what do you think about the Second Com ng?"

Dodd smled at her. "I don't know. "
"You think it's real ?"
"l don't know what to think. | think it's . . . | don't know.

I"'mafraid of it."

"You do think it's real!"

"I think that if it's real, it's not going to be what the
Church is telling us. | think we're all in a lot of trouble if
Jesus cones back."

"You' ve been reading old bibles."

"Yes, | have. They're translations from docunments dating back
to the days of Christ. The United Church Bible was witten nmaybe
ei ghteen or nineteen years ago. You tell me which one is
aut hentic."

"The Church clains that the new Bible is fromeven earlier
transl ations. "

"I don't believe that."

"How come?"

"Because they've been translating fromold nanuscripts for a
t housand years, and none have ever differed as radically as the
United Church's. They've nixed in Mrnon phil osophy, Eastern
phi | osophy, popul ar phil osophy, and quantum physics. It is not a
transl ati on of something two-thousand years old. No way."

"Then why does the Second Coming frighten you?"

"Because the Pope received a revelation. | don't like it, but
he's the closest thing there is to a Catholic pope now days. |
don't necessarily believe in his revelation as nmuch as the fact
that this does sound like the end times in the old bibles."

"According to the old bibles, we've been in the end tines
since Jesus died."

"1 know. "

"So why worry?"

"Are you sure this is what you snuck out here at dawn to talk
to me about ?"

"No, not really."

"I knew it. There's sonething wong. Wat's wong?"

"Well, | have a friend who's in a lot of trouble."

"A friend?"

"Yeah, her nane's Lamni ssa."

"Ckay. "

"Lam ssa has a boyfriend who she has been . . . sexually
active with. They both have access to the pill, but he said he was

on it so she, well
"I have the feeling you're about to tell me she's pregnant."

"Yes."

"How ol d is she?"

"Sevent een. "

"How old will she be by the tine the baby arrives."
"She'll still be seventeen."

"Lamissa will have to get an abortion."

"Yeah, but they'll sterilize her."

"Yes, they will."

"She doesn't want that."

"It's the law "

"She doesn't care."

Dodd st opped wal king, turned to face her squarely. Hi s face
was grim "This friend of yours, 'Lamissa,' she wouldn't happen to
be you, would she?"

"Nol

"Are you sure?"

"Lamissa's ny best friend. She and | go to school together."
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Dodd si ghed. They resunmed wal king. "I understand the
predi canent your friend is in," he said, "but | can't see any way
out of it. She's trapped by stupid outdated |laws that are set in
granite. There is no legal way out of her situation."

"I'"ve got to help her out, Dodd."

"Tell her that being sterilized is not the end of the world.
She can still have a clone baby."

"Where is she going to get forty-mllion dollars?"

"Four-mllion."

"M ght as well be forty-mllion!"

"When she's eighteen she can marry soneone who's rich. Are
you sure we're not tal ki ng about you?"

"Yes, |'msure."

"I"mnot so sure.”

"I told you, her nane's Lam ssa."

"Ckay. You're a big girl now, if you don't want to tell n®e,
that's okay."

"What if it is me, Dodd?"

"Then we have a serious and conplicated problem" Dodd was
beginning to feel unconfortable about their conversation. This was
his friend' s daughter, after all. She was his friend, too, but
that only made it nore conplicated. He hoped to God that she
wasn't pregnant. Abortion and sterilization were such horrible
wastes, and he couldn't bring hinself to let it happen to such a
sweet young girl who had a whole lifetine ahead of her

"I't's ne," she told him

Dodd si ghed, and put his hands over his face.

"I"'msorry," she said. "I'mtoo upset about this to think
straight. | couldn't just blurt it out, I didn't know how you'd
react.”

"I was hoping you really had a friend naned Lam ssa." He
wi ped at his eyes, which had teared up

"So do I, and | wish it was her that was pregnant, not ne."

"Yeah, | bet." They reached the subway term nal, and Dodd
stopped and faced her. "Your parents don't know yet, right?"

"You bet they don't!"

"Ckay. "

"You're not going to tell them are you?"

"No." Dodd shook his head. "That's your responsibility."

"Thank you."

"Just don't let themfind out that | knew before they did,
and didn't tell them It would ruin the friendship between your

father and ne. | nean, |'ve never kept a secret fromhimin al
the time we' ve known each other."

"I know. "

"As far as your problemgoes, | don't know what to do. But

I"I'l think about it, okay? How far along are you?"

"A coupl e weeks."

"Well, as far as we know you could lose it naturally. | would
wait a while before telling your fol ks."

"Yeah." Her voice was sad.

"I'"ll start making some phone calls to see if there's any
| oophol es as far as sterilization. | nmay be able to find a doctor
who' d perform an ol d-fashi oned abortion and | ose the records."

"You think so?"

"I'"ve heard of them | don't know how safe it is. |'ve got to
talk to some friends who would know. "

"I knew | could count on you." Tears were |eaking, running
down her cheeks. "I |ove you," she said, and hugged him

He hugged her back, feeling sad. "I'll help if I can," he
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said in a hoarse voice as they were huggi ng.

"Thank you," she whi spered back

They parted, her tears on his shirt.

Dodd trudged down the steps into the term nal, pushed his way
through the crowd towards the | oading ranp. He stood in |line at
the gates, feeling upset, waiting for his chance to insert his
moneycard and have the price of fare deducted from his account.
He' d known Savi na since she was a baby, she was the closest thing
he had to having his own child. It hurt himthat she was in so
much trouble, and he felt guilty that he was hel ping her w thout
consulting his best friend, her father. Maybe | should tell him
he thought.

The line noved forward and he gained access to the | oading
platform His train had yet to appear fromthe tunnel. God, he

thought, this is hell. He caught the scent of brotone --- an

aci d-based etching paint --- and heard a faint hissing sound, and
turned to see a dirty-clothed teenager defiantly painting words on
the terminal wall. He was directly under a security nonitor

BEWARE THE ANTI - CHRI ST Al !
THESE ARE THE LAS

Dodd pushed through the crowmd toward the boy as he was finishing
the last line. "What do you nean by that?" Dodd asked.

The boy jerked his head up, stared at Dodd suspiciously with
wi de, drugged eyes. His pupils were fully dilated. "Beware the
antichrist Al!" the boy shouted at him "Just what the fuck it
says!"

"What is the antichrist Al?"

"You'll see it on the fifteenth."

"Well, what is it?2!"

"Fuck you, man!" The boy spat on his shoes, and took off
running as a police drone crowded into the terminal. The drone, a
| ong bl ack obl ong floater, hovered above the crowd with hardly
enough roomto nove. It nerely watched as the boy ran, probably
conputing his path and relaying it to other drones on the surface.
It was still there when Dodd's train cane; he boarded it with
relief, watched out the window as the station slid out of sight.

At work, Dodd | ooked around for Bob Recent during the slack
time before he had to log on to his forklift. He was either in a
nmeeting that no one knew about, or he was late. |'Il bet he's
| ate, Dodd thought. Maybe that's ny problem | was never |ate. You
can only get into managenent when you're habitually late.

O herwi se you're too val uabl e where you are.

Dodd clinbed aboard his forklift and turned it on. The little
screen cane on with his norning assignnment. "Ckay, lets go," he
told it, tapping a few commands on the griny keypad. Coffee in one
hand, he and the forklift went racing across the yard.

Three-and-a-hal f hours | ater Dodd spotted Bob's little white
cart, and he had the forklift informthe central conputer that he
was taking a break to talk to his supervisor. It confirned his
request was okay, and Dodd took manual control, sending the "lift
speedi ng over. Bob was | ooking at tags that hung from gi ant
val ves. He | ooked up at Dodd with a neutral expression

"H , Bob. Haven't been answering your tel ephone lately."

"No, we seemto nmiss calls for sone reason. | think our
phone's ringer is broken."

"Ch, well. I've been trying to invite you and your wi fe over
for dinner."

"Di nner?"

"Yeah, you know. Dinner. Toby and his famly are coni ng over
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tomorrow night, and 1'd |i ke to have you and Deni se over. That's
i f you have not hi ng pl anned. "

Bob shrugged, | ooking anywhere but into Dodd's eyes. It was
like he was trying to come up with a reason to say no. "Wat
ti me?" he asked.

"Around seven."

"Well . . . well, okay. W'll be there."

"Good! We're serving up a feast, you won't be sorry. See you
|ater." Dodd backed the forklift away, pointed it in the right
direction and let it take over driving. Bob dw ndl ed out of sight.

#

The hot June afternoon stretched on and on until Dodd thought
the day woul d never end. He watched the last ten mnutes of work
count down with glacier-like slowness. Wen the whistle blew he
hurried out of the plant, hoping for a seat on the subway. It was
a dream to actually be able to sit on the way honme. Dodd made it
to the subway in record tine only to find it already jammed with
people. H's train cane hissing in and there was no roomfor himto
get on --- he and a hundred ot her people were forced to wait
anot her 20 minutes for the next train, and even then he didn't get
a seat.

Stuffed in the train, body to body, it seenmed incredible to
Dodd that scientists and engineers were building faster than |ight
starships --- yet no one had ever cone up with an adequate
ventilation systemfor a subway car. The w nd rushed past the
windows with a roar, but there wasn't the faintest of breezes
inside. At his stop Dodd energed gasping for air, sweat soaking
his clothes so that it appeared he'd just clinbed out of a pond.
The wal k fromthe station to his apartnent in the open air was a
vast relief.

As he reached the apartnent building, he saw a nman energe
fromhis apartment and clinb into a utility truck. It was the guy
fromthe cable conpany. He had cone to finally disconnect Travels,
and that nade Dodd's day. It hadn't been a terribly good day, with
Savina's problemand dealing with Bob and the hellish ride in the
subway, but having Travels renoved fromhis place made things seem
a whole lot brighter. Before Dodd had a chance to thank the man,
the van pull ed away and went speedi ng down the street.

Dodd went up to the front door and let hinself in. As soon as
t he door opened Dodd was envel oped in Travels nusic. Sheila was
sprawl ed across the couch, staring at the screen with glazed eyes.
She didn't notice himcone in.

"What in the hell!" he exclai ned.

Sheil a blinked and pulled her eyes away fromthe screen. "Hi
Dodd, " she said in a soft, relaxed voice. She slurred the
pronunci ati on of his name, her tongue in between her teeth.

"What is Travels doing still hooked up?"

"What ?"

"Travel s! The man here, didn't he unhook it?"

"I told themthere was a mistake," she said. "W didn't order
Travel s di sconnected."

"Yes | did! | had ordered it to be disconnected!"

She stared at him not understanding.

"You told himnot to disconnected it?"

"Yes. "

"Ch God," he said, sighing. "Sheila . . ."

"What's wong?"

"I was the one who called to have Travel s di sconnect ed!
want it disconnected!"
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"It's okay, | told himit was a mstake. It's stil
connected. "

"That's . . . Sheila, that's not what |'m saying!'"

"\What ?"

"Listen to ne. | called to have Travels disconnected. It was
not a mistake. | was the one who ordered that man to cone here and

di sconnect Travels. Me. Understand? Travels is supposed to be
di sconnected. Ckay?"

" Ckay?"

"Sheila, are you awake?"

"Yes."

"Did you understand what | just told you?"
"I m awake. "

"Yes, but did you understand?"

"Yes, |'m awake."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I"'msure." Her eyes drifted back to the screen
"Sheila."

" Hm "

"Sheila."

" Hrmmmm ™

Dodd turned to the tel evision conmponents and shut off the
power. "Sheila," he said, turning back to her. "This is not
heal thy. Your nind is being sucked out of your body."

"Way did you turn off the tel evision?"

Dodd | ooked up at the ceiling. "Jesus, she wants to know why
I turned off the television."

Sheila | ooked up at the ceiling. "Wio are you tal king to?"

"Jesus," Dodd said to the ceiling, "she wants to know who |'m
talking to."

"You're talking to Jesus?"

"He's coning back to Earth on the 15th, right? You do
renenber that, don't you?" Dodd's voice was dry, sarcastic. He was
exasperated, and felt he was losing control. "Jesus is comng
back, so what's wwong with talking to Hn? | nmean, He's the
Savior, right? He can hear us, right?"

"l guess so."

"I"'mturning to HHmfor help because nothing | do seens to
wor k. "

Shei | a nodded vaguely. She | ooked |ike she was | ost in the
conversation and was nmaking a real effort to figure out what they
wer e tal king about.

"I"'mgoing to pray to H mabout you, Sheila," Dodd told her

"\ 2"
"You know what you said to ne yesterday?"

"What ?"

Dodd switched to a quavering falsetto voice. "'It's weird,

Dodd, but | could swear you just left for work and here you are
com ng hone again.' You said that."

"Yeah," Sheila said, her voice and expression brightening.
"That happens a lot! Did you notice that tine passes really
fast----"

"Yes |'ve noticed! Don't you understand, that's what |'m
trying to pound into your head! Al your time is passing really
fast!™"

"Dodd, why are you so angry about it? | think it's great.

"Great? Losing entire days is great? Is that . . . don't you
enj oy anything el se?"

"What do you nean?"

Dodd stared at her for a monent wi thout saying anything. "I
mean, isn't there anything else you' d |like to do beside watching
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tel evi si on?"

"I like watching television."

"You want your days to go by in a blur? Is that all you want
out of life?"

"I enjoy life."

"You enjoy television."

"Yes. "

"Your life is television."

"Yes. "

Dodd | ooked up at the ceiling again, making a silent plea for
strengt h.

"What ?" Shei |l a sai d.

"Not hi ng." Dodd turned and wal ked back to the tel evision
conponents. He turned the power on, and as Travels filled the room
Dodd wal ked down the hall to his bedroom Sheila did not follow.
"Jesus, | give up," he said with a glance at the ceiling. He
stripped off his clothes and coll apsed on his bed, sighing,
wonderi ng what to do

After a while the phone rang, and Dodd answered it w thout
turning on the video pickup. "Yo, Dodd. Were are you? | can't see

you." It was Toby, seemng to peer in at Dodd through the screen
"I'min a state of undress,"” Dodd told himwearily.
"Ah, | see. |'ve got sone bad news. W are not going to be
able to make it to your dinner party tonorrow night."
"Why not ?"

"Sonet hi ng very bad has happened. |'mafraid ny daughter's
been raped."”

"What ?"

"l don't know when it happened, but the boy turned hinself
in. He saw the error in his ways."

"When did all this happen?"

"I just got the call fromthe police today. W have to take
Savina in tonorrow afternoon for a pregnancy test."

"Ch no."

"It is a sad thing."

"What's going to happen if she's pregnant?"

"They' || have to abort it. She's underage, and who's going to
pay for a rape-child anyway?"

"They won't sterilize her, will they?"

"They have to, it's part of the abortion."

"No, they don't have to! It's not necessary, and it's not
fair --- not if she was raped! Wiy puni sh her?"

"I't's the aw. What can we do?"

"W can fight it!"

"W can't fight it." Toby shook his head, a troubl ed
expression on his face.

"You can do sonething, nmake sone sort of appeal --- go to the
church, maybe they can help."

"No. They told us to take her to the Medical Authority
Buil ding tonorrow at five. To do anything el se woul d be to break
the law "

Dodd was at a loss. "I'll be off by then. Do you want ne to
go with you?"

"No, it would not be appropriate.”

"No?"
"l appreciate the concern, but no."

"Ckay. "

Toby nodded. "I'Il call you tonorrow. " He rang off.
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12. ROBOT
"I"'mnot going. | wasn't raped. | already know that |'m
pregnant and | want to keep it. | don't care what the | aw says, |

amnot going to let themtake it fromne. This is ny decision, and
it is final." Savina's face was full of firmresolution as she
gazed at herself in the nmirror. Her parents were downstairs

wat chi ng a sernon while they readi ed thenselves to go. Mnotone
voices drifted up to Savina fromthe tel evision, chanting the
Beatitudes fromthe United Church Bible:

Bl essed are the poor in spirit,

for theirs is the kingdom of heaven
Bl essed are those who nourn,

for they will be conforted.
Bl essed are the neek,

for they will inherit the Universe.
Bl essed are you who hunger now,

for you will be fed.
Bl essed are the nerciful,

for they will be shown nercy.
Bl essed are the pure in heart,

for they will neet God.

A hymn burst forth froma choir, The Cel ebration of the
Honecomi ng, a hundred bl essed voi ces acconpani ed by the popul ar
beat-feet beat. It was a hym to which people could slamdance if
they so chose. Savina thought it was ridicul ous.

There were footsteps comng up the stairs. Savina turned and
faced the door, her heart pounding loud in her ears. The door
opened and her nom stepped into the room "Are you ready to go,

chil d?"

"I amnot . . . | amnot going," she said in an unsteady
voice. "I wasn't raped and | amnot . . . and | already know I'm
pregnant and | don't care . . . | don't care what the | aw says,

amnot going to let themtake it fromne. This is ny decision, and
I am not going to back down."

"I's that so?"

"Yes. "

"Way did not you tell us this before?"

"I . . . 1 was thinking of howto break it to you."

"And why now has this boy turned hinself in for raping you?"

"I don't know. | guess he thought maybe it would help. Help
take the blane."

"Ah now." Her nother sighed. "I'll tell this to you straight
out Savi na. You cannot have this baby. It is not right, it is not
ethical, and it is not possible. Do you understand?"

"Well . . . I'mnot backing down, Mm"

"I's that so?"

Savi na nodded.

"Child, you are too young to have a baby."

"Mom1'Il never have a baby if you take ne to the MA!"
"That is nonsense, Savina."
" Mo "
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"They do not sterilize you unless it is a voluntary
abortion."

"Where did you hear this?"

"I just happen to know it."

"You're lying, Mom That's a cruel lie."

"Sterilization is the penalty for giving up a child you do
not want, Savina. That is what the sterilization is for. They do
not punish people with nedical problens or young girls who are not
maki ng the deci sion for thensel ves."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, now you get ready to go." She turned and left the room
and Savi na heard her calling her father's nane.

Savina didn't know what hurt nore: her nother out-and-out
lying to her like this, or the possibility that her nother knew
sonet hing that everyone else didn't. Even if they weren't going to
sterilize her, she didn't want to give up the child. She had never
once thought about getting it aborted, she had concentrated all
her energy on finding a way to keep it. It was strange, she
already |l oved the child. The realization brought on a wave of
sadness, and Savi na sat on her bed and cri ed.

There were heavy footsteps coming up the stairs, her father
coming to visit. Savina rolled herself in blankets and hid her
head under pillows. She didn't want himto see her crying, she
couldn't stand the thought, but it only nade her cry harder. She
heard himenter the room felt himsit on the bed beside her. "I
| ove you," he said. "I'msorry."

Savi na remai ned hi dden

He pulled the pillows away, caressed her cheeks. "W have to
go," he told her. "If we don't go, they' |l cone here and get you
W can't have that, now "

She opened her eyes and saw his sad face, saw her nother
behind him "Let's pray," her nmom sai d. Mther and Father bowed
their heads, closed their eyes and were silent.

Savina felt angry that they were praying. If they wanted to
help her, they'd help her, and not subnit neekly to the Medica
Aut horities. Praying would acconplish about as nmuch as sl eeping as
far as she was concer ned.

"Come on nowit's time to go." Her father pulled Savina to
her feet. He had to shove her out the door and drag her down the
steps. Savina was determined not to go willingly. Wen they had
herded her outside she had to squint to see; to Savina's amazenent
it was a bright, beautiful blue-sky day.

They wal ked several blocks to the subway station, then stood
on the platformfor ten nminutes waiting for the train. On one of
the walls of the station was a | arge advertisenent:

JESUS | S COM NG

There was a realistic painting under the words show ng Jesus
smling with Hs arns spread out in greetings, H's head outlined
by a colorful halo. Under the poster the caption read: "Watch Hi s
glorious return live on JTVI"

There was a warmrush of air and their train canme hissing out
of the tunnel; it slid to a snooth stop and opened its doors.
Since the rush didn't start for another hour there were enpty
seats avail able. Her parents guided her into the train and down
the aisle to a seat away fromthe exits. She sat down and stared
at her hands as they lie nunbly in her lap. They had put her next
to a window, blocking her in with their bodies. It was |ike they
expected her to make a break for it. Savina hadn't even thought
about it. There was a |ong hissing sound and the train slid

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (43 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

forward, accelerating into the dark of the tunnel

The train ran underground for nearly an hour, the only sense
of notion being produced by the occasional |ight flashing past
only inches outside the window Then the train energed on the
outskirts of the Depopul ated Zone, raising up to race across the
open valley on a concrete trestle. Savina gazed out at the open
farm and that passed in the distance, and the square niles of
green crops dotted with autonom ¢ farm nmachi nery, and found
hersel f wi shing she was out there, out away fromthe endless city
and all the people and all the public surveillance caneras. The
Depopul at ed Zone seened to go on forever; it was the | argest area
of reclaimed farmand in the region, certainly the largest in
California. It passed out of sight as they reentered the city and
the train dipped back bel ow the surface of the earth. In the
tunnel Savina felt worse than ever. She felt trapped. | can't just
| et this happen, she thought. |'ve got to do sonething. |'ve got
to get away.

They reached the Medical Authority Center just before 5:00 PM
and Savina's parents coaxed her to her feet. Savina felt in her

back pocket for her noneycard --- she had al nbst a thousand in her
bank account, enough to get her by on her own for at |least a
little while. She felt a thrill as her resolve strengthened. She

was going to run. She was going to do it.

Her father nust have sensed this. He kept a strong grip on
her arm as they stepped out onto the platform and he held firm
all the way to the |obby of the main building. Savina didn't have
a chance to break away.

Her nother filled out all her forms at one of the termnals
at the registration desk, then a hunan attendant, a police acadeny
medi cal intern, |led Savina away. The intern was a thin and
femnine man with a sway in his wal k and subdued --- but stil
startling --- punk-resurrection style orange hair. "So," he said,
"your adm ssion says that you already know you're pregnant."

"My nother put that on the forn®"

He nodded. "You canme in here voluntarily?"

"Not quite," she said, her voice sullen

"Wel |, your parents know what's best for you. Through here
pl ease." He directed her into another hallway.

"Am 1 going to be sterilized?" Savina asked.

"I"'mafraid so."

"BEven if | was raped?"

"It's a part of the process. It's a shane, really, but it
doesn't mean you can never have a baby. You can have a ganete nade
fromyour genes. That's how | eshians acconplish it."

"I"'mnot a leshian."

"I didn't say you were." They reached the end of the hallway
and entered an elevator. It was all shiny netal inside and | ooked
very sterile. "Floor seven," he told the elevator, and the shiny
metal doors slid shut. The el evator lurched into notion.

"Are you going to do it?" she asked.

"The abortion? No. |I'lIl be there, but something this routine
is handl ed automatically by the table."

"You mean a robot is going to kill ny baby."

"Yes." He | ooked at her with no synpathy what soever

The el evator stopped and the doors slid open. The intern | ed
her down a narrow corridor to a small dark room he touched a
switch and lights canme on, and instrunents began beeping and
whirring. One whole wall was nade up of conputerized equi pnent,
several dozen nodul ar conponents mounted within a set of black
steel racks. In the niddle of the roomwas a robotic operating
table with four highly articulated surgical arns. Across the table
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was draped a white hospital gown.

"You'll have to take off your clothes and put that on," he
said, indicating the gowmn. He turned his back and began fiddling
with buttons and peering into readouts while he waited for her to
change.

Savina slowy kicked off her sandals, staring down at her
feet. She felt helpless, a doll nobving to rigid progranm ng, no
free will at all. She slipped off her blue junpsuit and tossed it
across a chair in the corner, then dropped her panties around her
ankl es and stepped out of them She used her toes to pick themup
and drop them on her sandals.

"You don't have to worry about your bra,
hi s back still turned.

Savi na snatched the bit of cloth that passed for a gown in a
hospital and pulled it over her arns, fastening the tabs at the
back. "Ckay," she said. "Now what?"

The intern glanced over his shoulder. "Get on the table and
put your |egs through those supports. Watch out for the arns, one
has a steel blade."

Savina reclined on the cool, soft table, reluctantly
spreadi ng her legs and resting themin the supports that would
hol d them open. There was a draft; her vagi na was exposed and
aimed at the intern. Turning, his face preoccupied, the intern
touched a button and watched as all four of the surgical arns
twi tched and pul | ed back, resetting thenselves. They nmade tiny
el ectric whines as they noved.

"You ever had an operation before?"

"No, " Savi na sai d.

"Don't worry, it's sinple. These tables don't make m st akes.
1"l be here watching carefully throughout the entire process." He
stepped across to the side of the table, funbling with controls.

Savina noticed | enses on noveabl e stal ks nmounted at vari ous
angles on the ceiling, and mniature electric eyes on the robot
arns thensel ves. She felt on display. The intern picked up a
headset and held it in front of her. "This is a neural -induction
set, very sinmple. I'mgoing to put them over your forehead and
turn it on, and the next thing you'll know the whole thing will be
over and you can go hone." He opened themup and nmade a notion to
put them on her head, but she reached up and caught his arns.

"Wait a minute!"

"What ?"

Savi na swal | oned nervously. "Aren't these the sets they use
i n euthanasia centers?"

The intern scoffed. "They don't use these in euthanasia
centers.”

"I heard they put a headset on you and it stops your heart."

"No, no, they inject an overdose of Msunginol into your
jugul ar vein, kid. Nobody produces a headset that kills."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes, I'"'msure. This just puts you into a deep sleep and
bl ocks pain. It's a sedative."

"I'"'msure that's what they tell you in the euthanasia
centers.”

"Have you ever been in a euthanasia center?"

"No. Have you?"

"No. Look, this has nothing to do with euthanasia."

Tell that to ny baby, she thought. "I don't want you putting
those things on ne."

"l have to put these on you."

"You're not going to. They give ne the creeps."

the intern said,
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The intern gave her a funny |look, as if he thought she m ght
be up to sonething, but he sighed and said, "Look, I'll show you
how t hey work. You see this knob over here? | can adjust it so
that it only nakes you feel relaxed, then when you're nmore assured
I can sink you slowy into sleep." He tried once nore to put them
on her head, but she still held himback with trenbling hands.

"Pl ease," she said, "they scare ne."

The intern had a disgusted | ook, now "Believe ne, they're
not going to hurt you. 1'll put themon nyself --- see?" He
cl anped the headset onto his forehead, right behind his tenples.
He touched a button and gave her a pleasant snile. "There ---see?
--- they're on low. I'mnot twitching. My heart hasn't stopped.
I"'mfine. It's great, infact . . . in fact I"'mtotally rel axed."
The intern didn't say anything for several seconds, he just stood
there with a dreanmy smle and a faraway | ook in his eyes. Savina,
hol di ng her breath, noved her hand closer toward the little gray
knob. "Yes," he said, "this is really nice . . . we used to play
around with these at the acadeny." He licked his lips, slowy, and
then his eyebrows suddenly dropped in concern. "Sonething |ike
this can be quite addicting. If we were to----" He broke off,
sighing, his eyes rolling up into his head. H's | egs gave out and
he sank to the floor, half-sitting and hal f-1ying up agai nst the
base of the table, the headset still firmy clanped against his
forehead. Savina pulled her hand back fromthe control knob,
staring down at him The control knob was at full power, and as
far as she could tell there was no tiner. The man woul d be asl eep
until someone found him

She slipped off the table, stepping gingerly over the intern,
pul l ed the hospital gown off and began dressing. The roomwas ful
of video pickups, but none of them | ooked like a security nonitor
She had no idea if the building s security Al was watching or not.
In sone places an Al will be watching every nonitor at all tines,
in others an Al will only watch some of the time. If one was
wat chi ng now she woul dn't get off the floor without being
intercepted. She squirmed into her junpsuit, checked her pocket to
make sure she still had her nmoneycard, then opened the door and
strode as calmy as she could into the corridor

She took deep breaths, rel axing her nuscles, calmng herself
down. Security nmonitors could sense tension even better than they
could see. In order for themto conpletely ignore you, you had to
remain calm avoid direct eye contact with them and restrain from
qui ck novenents. Every school kid knew this. One was right outside
the door, pointing right at her. She turned with a fluid notion
and wal ked calmy down the corridor toward the el evators. Ignore
it, she told herself. It's not interested in you

"Excuse nme, are you |ost?"

Savi na whirled around, staring, her heart pounding. A nale
security nurse in a white and green uniform with graying hair and
wri nkl es around his eyes, stood staring at her. He nust have seen
her wal ki ng out the door. "Yes," she told him stepping up to him
"I always get off on the wong floor. Wich floor is this?"

"You're on the seventh floor, sweetheart. Which floor do you
want to be on?"

"Pediatrics?" It was the first thing to enter her head.

The old man | ooked at her quizzically. "You' ve got nore than
your floors mixed up. You're in the wong building!"

Savi na shrugged. "I'm new here."
"Ch, you work here?" He was | ooking at her suspiciously now.
"Not exactly, I'"'ma volunteer."

"You're a social worker?"
"Uh, yeah, you guessed it."
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"Aren't you a little young for a social worker?"

"I"'molder than | |ook. You can inmagine the trouble |I have
buyi ng drinks."

The old man's winkl ed brow rel axed, and he | aughed. "My
granddaughter's got the sane problem She's twenty-three and
doesn't | ook a day over fourteen. It's the new inocul ations, |
think. I wish they were around when | was young."

"You're, what, forty?" Savina asked.

The nurse was tickled. "Forty, oh sweetheart!" He | aughed.
"I'"'mninety-seven, alnost a hundred years old."

"That's anazing! You don't | ook anywhere near that."

"Are you narried?"

"1'm engaged. "

"Rats."

"Sorry." She shrugged.

"Ch well," he said. "Anyway, the elevator's right down that

way. You want building five for pediatrics, which is two over from
the left after you're through the main exit."

"Thanks. "

"No problem sweetheart. You take care." He turned and wal ked
awnay.

Savina felt she was going to die of a stroke at any nonent.
She tried not to rush as she wal ked down the corridor toward the
el evator, but she couldn't help it. At the el evators she pressed
the down button and stood waiting directly under the unwavering
gaze of a security nonitor. She fought to control her breathing
and heart rate, but it was no use. The old guy had startled her
and now she was out of control. Standing there under the nonitor
she felt naked and vul nerabl e.

The el evator was taking forever to arrive.

Savi na gl anced at the button to make sure it was green. It
was, her call had been registered in the elevator's queue. It was
on its way. Savina stood waiting, feeling the sweat break out on
her forehead. The security nonitor glared down at her accusingly.

Still she waited.

Where is it? she wondered. Cone on, cone on! She jabbed at
the button again, suspecting that the security system had shut the
el evator down. She | ooked back down the corridor for a stairwell,
but saw none. She wondered fleetingly if she should go | ooking for
one.

She jabbed at the button again. It went click just |ike |ast
time, it still glowed green. Maybe it's broken, she thought, and
jabbed it several tines nore. There was a | ow, quavering sound and
she junped. It was the elevator arriving. The doors to her left
opened to reveal a beautiful woman in a white snock who smled at
her. She was bl onde, wore thick make-up and had very red |ips.
"H," she said to Savina, her voice pleasant. "Going down?"

"Yes," Savina said, smling back. The wonan had t he badge of
a full administrator, and inside Savina was quivering with nervous
energy, her legs twitching and wanting to run. Any stories of
being a social worker wouldn't pass with this one; she had a
headset di sguised as a hair band, and there was a thin trail of
ri bbon running down with the woman's hair. It was an antenna. She
was wired directly into the MA conputers and coul d check a fact
with the nmerest thought. Savina got into the elevator with her and
pressed the button to take her to the |obby. "Nice day today,"
Savina told her.

"Yes. "

"It's hotter than yesterday, isn't it?"

The woman nodded, not in the nood to tal k. Thank God, Savina
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t hought. The el evator stopped on the 2nd floor and the
admi ni strator got out, saying a pleasant goodbye. Savina was
amazed. |f she acted like she had a right to be there nobody
questioned her at all.

When the el evator doors opened again she was in the | obby.
She peered cautiously out of the el evator and spotted her parents,
both sitting in the huge round waiting area with the tel evision
screens in the center. There were nunmerous screens show ng
nunerous stations, and her parents were in front of the JTV area
--- of course. Their backs were to her. She slipped out of the
el evator and wal ked around the waiting area toward the nai n doors,
keeping a curved row of plastic plants between her and her parents
when she was in their line of sight.

A loud undul ating tone blared over the P. A system startling
Savi na, and a conputer voice announced, "Security report to floor
seven. Security report to floor seven. Code three-nine-three."
They found the intern! she thought. Tine to throw caution to the
wi nd. Savi na bolted out the door. She |leapt over a | ow hedge and

di sappeared into the throng of pedestrians filling the sidewalk,
headi ng away fromthe MA conplex as fast as the foot traffic would
| et her.

13. BULU RCAD

Saul was on the beach with his crew, sitting in his folding
chair between sequences, listening to the creeching of the sea
gulls and the babble of the people around him It was pl easant,
rel axing, all the sounds bl ending together to forma white noise,
the ocean waves crashing, the breeze blowing in fresh and cool
Then from sonewhere behind himthere was a | ong, drawn-out cry of
angui sh, and instead of the beach Saul found hinself rushing down
a road with cars conming straight at him their panic-horns blaring
|ike a chorus of screanms. Saul found a wheel in his hands. He was
in his Mtsubishi Electric ReRun 550 with a wonan passenger besi de
him and she was clawi ng at the dashboard in terror

There had been a nonent, a flash, when both things were

happeni ng at once --- Saul was on the beach and in the car, with
t he angui shed wail from behind bl endi ng and harnoni zing with the
squeal of terror beside him--- then the beach was gone, and Saul

was pulling the steering wheel hard to the right to avoid the
onconing traffic. Brakes |ocked and tires skidded, but no inpact
occurred. Cars passed to either side of him Gasping, startled out
of his mnd, Saul waited for a break in the traffic then brought
the car to the side of the road and stopped.

Beyond giving hima dazed, bew | dered | ook, the worman beside
hi m sai d nothing. Her eyes were red and swol | en, her make-up
streaked fromtears. After making sure everything was safe, she
turned back toward t he passenger-side door and resumed her crying.

Saul hinself was utterly at a loss --- he had no i dea who she was.
He had no idea where he was driving. How had he gotten here?
"Excuse nme," he said to the woman. "I don't think I'mwell."

She paid no attention to hinm she was too busy crying. Saul
turned to his onboard conputer for a clue. It answered
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i medi ately, transparent words formng in red letters on the
wi ndshield in front of him shimering:

OUR LCCATION | S BULU ROAD, 1.4 M LES FROM CAMERON COVE

Caneron Cove? Saul thought. \Were is Caneron Cove? The answer cane
to himslowy, like the sun rising: Cameron Cove is where he
lived. He set the destination into the autopilot, which should
have been driving in the first place, then turned to consider the
worman beside himas the car pulled itself back onto the road.

The woman, while he could not place her, did seemfaniliar.
It seemed he should know her. She glanced up to see him staring,

and said in a choked voice, "I'mokay. Just let ne get the shock
out of my system™
It's finally happening, Saul thought. |I'm going insane.

"Ckay," he told her. "W'll be hone soon."

She nodded, turning away. She |ooked famliar, so very
fam liar, but her name escaped him It seened, possibly, that he
wor ked with her. That he knew her.

The car pulled into a | arge beachfront villa and parked
itself in his garage. The wonan got out and without waiting for
hi m went inside. She didn't even | ook behind to see if he was
followi ng her. He wasn't, because Saul did not recognize the villa
--- he knew he owned it, it was his, but he could not renenber
ever being there.

Saul knew he'd been there --- he lived there!

What's happening to nme? he thought. How can | forget that |
live in a house that | know | live in? How can | forget who that
woman is----? | nmust know her. | have to know her. Think, think,
who i s she? What's her nanme?

Thi nk!

Saul drew a blank --- a total black void. It nust be brain

damage, he thought. The Mataphin is eating ny brain. O have
al ways been this way? | can't renmenber.

I can't remenber!

Saul forced hinmself to get out of the car. He made his way
over to the door that led to the kitchen --- he knewit led to the
ki tchen, and when he opened the door there was indeed a kitchen
Totally unfaniliar, but a kitchen nonethel ess.

He hesitated a long time before entering because it occurred
to himthat this mght not actually be his house. He may only
think it is his house --- how could he know for sure? Maybe it
bel onged to the woman who he'd just brought here? No, the car was
his, and it was the car's autopilot that had driven himhere, to
his home. Saul took a cautious step through the door and just as
it closed behind hima beautiful blond woman rushed into the room
It was his wife, Mrro; she | ooked at himgravely. He recogni zed

her without a problem know ng everything about her --- and at the
sight of her he felt a surging rush of affection
"She's okay, Saul," Mrro said. "I gave her sone NoBl ues and

now she's cal med down. She's resting."

Saul | ooked at her hel plessly.

"I"'mglad you called nme," she told him a curious edge to her
voi ce. It sounded unconfortable and apol ogetic. "This is a big
blow to her, she |oves her son very nmuch. Her ex-husband woul dn't
have been nuch of a confort to her even at a tine like this." She
paused, licking her lips, and took a deep breath. "This was very

this was very sensitive of you, Saul. | didn't think you
. ." She trailed off, staring at him Then in a rush she crossed
the room and grabbed him Kkissing himon his nunb lips. Letting
go, she turned and strode out of the kitchen, back into the depths
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of the house. The unfamliar house.

Is it possible, Saul thought, dazed, that this is the way
normal perception is wthout Mtaphin? Everything |ike this?

Junbl ed? Confusing? Unfanmiliar? It seenmed |ike it now, now that
Saul was thinking about it. Yes, he thought. Mataphin nakes things
clearer. It's the only thing that hel ps ne put everything together
in a way that nakes sense.

Saul reached into his shirt pocket, pulled out the dispenser,
and took four. Then he wal ked out of the kitchen into the
unfamiliar hall, past the dining roomand beyond. His w fe, he had
to find his wife. She had gone down here sonmewhere. At one point
he found a door, opened it, and peered inside. A bathroom Enpty.
He stared at it for a long tinme, his mnd blank. Wat was it | was
going to do? he thought. He stepped in, kneeled inpulsively beside
the large white tub and started the bath cycle. The tenperature
control blinked and Saul set it for 100 degrees Cel sius. A buzzer
went off somewhere; the control blinked again. Bubbling, hissing
wat er cane sputtering out of the jets, splashing him He jerked
when the water touched him he had no i dea why. What was goi ng on?
He was just reaching down to stick his hand in the tub when
sonmeone from behi nd Saul grabbed his arm

"Saul!'" his wife exclaimed. "Wat are you doi ng?"

"What ?"

"You want to cook yourself? What are you doi ng?"

"l don't understand."

"You have boiling water conming out of that tap!"

"Boiling? It's only . " He stared at the tenperature
readout in shock: 100 degrees Celsius. "How in the hell did that
happen?" he excl ai nmed.

"Saul, are you feeling okay? Vicky says you nearly drove into
onconing traffic on the way over here." She tugged on him pulling
himto a standing position. He wavered on his feet, staring down
at the tub.

Mrro bent over and shut off the water, set the tub to drain.
Saul, watching, realized the tub was faniliar, as was the entire
bat hroom Then he thought, Wiy shouldn't the bathroombe famliar?
What a stupid thought! What is wong with ne? And the house ---
why shoul dn't my own goddamm house | ook familiar to ne? And that

worman, Vicky . . . poor wonan, it's such a rotten thing about her
son. In jail for rape! Facing a |ong sentence and sterilization
How awf ul .
I wish I'd been sterilized. | wish we'd had our kid aborted.
"I know that, Saul," his wife said in a | ow voi ce. Saul

realized that he nust have been speaking out |oud. "But we have
her," she told him "and we can't change that."

He said nothing, feeling enbarrassed and ashaned.

She stood in front of himand peered up into his eyes. Wth
one hand she reached out and felt his forehead. "You | ook pale.
Are you sick? Please tell nme."

"I"'mfine," he said, pulling away fromher. He strode out of
t he bat hroom and back toward the kitchen, knowi ng that he I|ied,
knowi ng that there was sonething terribly wong. He had the
kitchen fix hima fried steak, watched the robot arms with bleary
eyes. It could be the Mataphin, he thought. |'ve been eating it
i ke candy.

And, in a flash of clear thought, Saul realized how
di soriented he'd been, how frighteningly disjointed the whol e
afternoon was --- ever since Vicky had been called by her
ex- husband with the bad news. But then he thought, Was the day
really like that, or is it just the way | remenber it?

He had no idea
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14. EUTHANASI A

Sheila didn't help himin preparing the neal. She remmined in
the living room trapped. He'd managed to get her to shower and
dress up, but having finished that she was right back at the
television, the Travels sphere reflecting in her blank eyes. Dodd
had given up trying to get it disconnected --- now he was thinking
of getting rid of the television systemaltogether. Wiat is she
escaping fron? he wondered as he and the robot arns stirred and
m xed the dinner. |Is she trying to escape sone ancient sorrow that
she hasn't told nme about? A bad experience? O is she escaping
fromlife itself? Too conplicated and too nuch effort, she doesn't
want to deal with it and instead of checking into a euthanasia
center she sinply turns off her m nd.

Suicide is a sin, he thought. Watching Travels is not.

Letting the robot arns take over conpletely, Dodd wal ked into
the living roomand stared at the television. It was interesting,
it was colorful, and the inmages and the nusic drew himin----

----and he turned abruptly away, angry. It had al nbost got
him Averting his eyes he wal ked to the video conponents and,
instead of turning it off, he changed the channel. Here's an
experinment, he thought. Wuld Sheila even notice?

He had tuned into the Politico Network, but there was a
commercial on that was patterned very closely to Travels. A man
folded a piece of paper into an airplane and tossed it out what
| ooked |ike a 200th story window, it flew through various
| andscapes, |ush and colorful, then zoomed straight up into space
at a terrific speed. The announcer, speaking in a rich and
mesnerizi ng voice, said, " due to our exclusive tachyon
carrier-wave systens, we can get your data anywhere, faster than
anyone, with clarity and power that nobody el se can match. W're
QA obal Telesis. W invented faster-than-1ight technol ogy. W' re on
the | eadi ng edge of tonorrow . "

There was perhaps 3 seconds of blank screen with a | ow
hol | ow soundi ng tone, then a nan's face appeared, his features
rough and tinmeworn like a weathered old skull. It was the
President of the United Americas, Dodd realized. "New M Il ennia
Mar xi sm has spread throughout nost of the world, but Capitalistic
freedomhas infiltrated it. People in Marxist countries are freer
now t han they ever had been before----"

"What is this?" Sheila said, her voice betraying shock and
pani c. "Wat happened? Wo is that man?"

"That's our President," Dodd told her

"What's he doing on Travel s?"

Dodd shrugged. "I don't know Maybe we're at war agai n?"

"Ch no!"

Dodd felt guilty at the panic-stricken | ook on her face, but
then again, was she pani cked because of the possibility of war or
because she may | ose her Travel s channel ? The President conti nued,
and as it turned out it was a comrercial for his political party,
the Free Exchangers. There was a quick blurb for the fanbus Free
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Speech Forum show and then a Politico Network station
i dentification.

"This isn't Travels!"

Dodd made an astounded expression. "No! It isn't! Hey, that
was weird, huh?"

"Yeah!" She nade a notion for the channel changer but Dodd
beat her to it.

"Let's watch the Free Speech Forum" he said. "It's on next."

"What ?"

He smiled at her, but said nothing. Let her figure out what |
sai d, he thought. Thirty seconds ticked by.

"Dodd, change it back," she said.

"What ?"

"Change it back."

"Change what back?"

"Change the channel back to Travel s!"

"This is Travels."

"It is not."

"Yes it is. This is Travels."

Sheila's expression was that of a person who'd just
experienced a spontaneous |obotony. Dull confusion and pain.
Struggling to make sense of small words. "This isn't Travels," she
sai d, unsure.

"Yes it is.

"It is?"

"Yes, they changed it. It's going to be a talk show from now

on.
Thought s passed |i ke anem ¢, dying sparks behind her eyes.
"This is the Politico channel!"

"It is?"

"Yes!"

" Amazi ng!"

The doorbell rang.

"Well," Dodd said, "the guests are here. Tine for the TV to

go off anyway." He shut it off, and reached behind to pull out a
few signal cables just in case Denise nindlessly wal ked over and
tried to turn it on. Sheila nade protesting notions that Dodd
i gnored. He answered the door and wel comed the Recents inside,
smling and happy. They wal ked in |like robots, notions stiff and
unconfortable. Denise's skin was a ghastly pale. She imediately
went to the television to turn it on, and the giant screen filled
with static.

"What's wong?" she said, concerned. "Did | push a wong

but t on?"

"No, it's been acting up. |'ve got to have a repairnan out
here, huh Sheil a?"

"What ?"

"First it would change stations at random and now it doesn't
pi ck anything up at all."

"Ch, yeah," she said vaguely.

"How awful ," Denise said, with feeling.

"I't was a ness,"” Dodd told her. He was staring, shocked at
how thin she | ooked. Sickly thin. He wal ked over to Sheila and
took her by the arm |eading her to the dining roomtable as Bob
and Denise followed. He had it all set up with his finest bone
china, made in the American state of Brazil, and had the gold
electroplate flatware arranged perfectly on the thick white cloth
napki ns. No one conplimented himon his table, they just sat down,
bored expressions on their faces. They didn't even notice that
there were no places set for Toby and his family. Dodd had to
point it out to them and explain what was going on. They nuttered

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (52 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

regrets automatically, on cue, but showed no real concern for
Toby's daughter. Dodd let it pass.

"Dinner's going to be ready in just a mnute or so," he told
them "I'Il be right back." He turned and wal ked into the kitchen,
dodgi ng the robot arnms and checking the condition of the food.
Rabbit Rizzo in white cream sauce, with cheese vegetabl e and baby
potato rehydrated in the finest grade ersatz soy butter . . . it
snmel led delicious. "lIs it done?" he asked the kitchen control. It
indicated an affirmative, so he and the robot arnms began di shing
it up. He brought it out to the table with two shades of wine on a
roll-away tray, served everyone, then sat hinself next to Sheila
to dig in. Dodd was pleased to see the rich flavor bringing
everyone to life. See! he thought. See, you norons, there's nore
to life than Travel s!

"This is really good," Bob said with food in his nouth. He
| ooked surprised, as did the two wonen.

Dodd gl owed. "G ad you like it."

"This is really good," said Denise

"Wuy, thank you."

"This is really good," she said again, not being able to get
over the shock.

"It tastes better than Travel s?" Dodd asked.

"What ?"

"Are you sure it's not too rich? | put in extra butter and
cheese. "

"No, it's really good."

Bob gave hima funny | ook. He had caught the remark about
Travels, but didn't say anything about it. "So, what do you think
about this second com ng?" he asked Dodd.

"It's going to be the end of the world." Dodd took a bite of

the potato --- yes, yes it was good. He had out-done hinself.
"How do you nean?"
"What ?"
"You said 'end of the world.""
"Ch, exactly that. | think that if the Savior returns then

the world will end." He smled at their decidedly blank
expression. "Wiat do you guys think?"

"I think it's a crock," Bob said, dismissing it. It was
obvi ous he was sorry he brought the subject up

"I think it's a crock," Denise said, nodding.

"Real | y?"

She nodded her head, stuffing nore food in her nouth.

Dodd turned to Sheila. "How about you?"

Her eyes were brightening, as if atrophied brain tissue was

struggling back to life. "I think it's exciting."
"Do you really?" he said, encouraging her
"Yes, it could be . . . it could be a whol e new begi nning."

Dodd was proud of her for having a thought all on her own,
despite its sinplicity. "Wat good things mght come froma new
begi nni ng?"

She pondered this. "They can get rid of the euthanasia
centers.”

Now Dodd was really proud of her. She was recovering! "lIs
eut hanasi a bad?"

"Yes, Dodd, you know it is.

He smled at her.

"That would be a good thing," Bob said, pausing with a fork
before his nmouth. "I hope that cones about."

"Real | y?"

"Yes. It's not right. The planet's not overpopul ated anynore,
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why are they still around?”

"I don't know," Dodd said, urging himto continue. "You tel
ne. "

"Well, it's too convenient. The courts send prisoners there,
it's easy for themto do. People kill thenselves there w thout

sonmeone to try and talk themout of it." He put the fork of food
into his nouth, chew ng thoughtfully.

Deni se was | ooki ng back and forth between Dodd and her
husband wi th an anxi ous expression. "I think it's wong, too," she
sai d.

"Whay do you think it's wong?"

"Well, you know. "

"Do you think it's wong for a person to decide not to live
anynor e?"

"Yes, it's . . . yes."

Dodd | eaned forward. "Why?"

Deni se's face twitched. She | ooked away fromhim down at the
plate, around the table. She couldn't come up with an answer.

"A person is given a life," Bob said, comng to her rescue.
"It's a shane to waste it, you only have one."

"They're getting very close to being able to back up all the
know edge in a person's brain," Dodd said. "If you could back up
your brain, Bob, and store it on a conputer, then load it into a
new body when yours gets too old to continue living, would that
new body be you or would it be your chil d?"

"I't woul d be anot her body."

"But it's cloned fromyour DNA. It has your nmenmory RNA in it.
Your nenories are fed into it, your attitudes, everything you
know. It will think it is you. WIIl it be you, or not?"

"I't woul d be anot her body."

"So you woul d have died?"

"Well, no, | guess not. Maybe it would be nme. Wiy are we
tal ki ng about this?"

"I personally believe that this new body will not be you. |
think that death is death, and | agree with you about those
eut hanasi a centers."

"Ch." Bob shrugged, but Dodd could tell the man was pl eased
to have soneone agree with him Dodd wanted to encourage that,
because he wanted to keep everybody talking. Al of them the
Recents and Deni se, seened to have forgotten howto talk to each
other in just a short period of tinme. It was only now, with all of
themat the table in the same condition, that Dodd finally
realized it was nmore than his inmagination. Something was happening
to these people. It frightened Dodd. They were all grow ng
mental |y weak, and Deni se was physically so.

The end of the world, he thought. Here was proof. He wanted
to broach the subject to themeven though he knew it would ruin
the evening, but before he had a chance the phone rang, and it was
Toby.

"Hello, all," he said through the screen to everyone. "Dodd,
I need your help."

"What's wong?"

"Savi na got away fromthe Medical Authorities. My child ran
"What ! "

"For some reason she is protecting the boy who raped her. She
told us a story about not being raped, said she was pregnant and
knew it. | do not know what to do, Dodd. WII you help ne?"

"Sure I'Il help! Wien did this happen?"

"Just now. They just found the intern unconscious, and their
security conputers spotted her |eaving the hospital."

away.
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"She knocked out an intern?"

"Yes. That's what they tell nme."

"Are you still there?"

"Yes. "

"And this just happened, what, a m nute ago?"

"About five mnutes, yes."

"Did the police ask you for the nunmber of her nobneycard?"

"No, they did not."

"Well, they will. | don't know if she knows it or not, but
nmost fugitives are caught when they use their noneycard in a cab
or a restaurant.”

"Savina is smart, | think she will know "

"Then | bet you that the first thing she's going to do is try
--- she'll want to get cash from her account before the police put
atrace onit. Find out fromInformati on where the nearest bank is
around there, and I'Il neet you there. Maybe we can find her
before the MA's do."

"Ckay. | knew | could count on you!" Toby rang off.

Dodd dialed Information hinself, searching for the spot to
meet his friend.

#

Savi na had wal ked a couple mles before she felt safe enough
to sl ow down and catch her breath. She was exhausted. Just ahead
there was a subway termnal with a throng of people, the |ast wave
of the rush hour, the entry way choked with bodies entering and
exiting. She ducked off the sidewal k into the alcove of an old
buil ding, leaning up against a rail of sone |ow steps and stood
there thinking. Her excitement was a physical thing, an
electricity running up and down her |egs and arms. Freedom she
thought. Freedomis an incredible feeling. She put her hand
agai nst the | ower part of her stomach, feeling the firmess.
"You're going to be okay," she told it, the little spirit formng
down there. "Mama's going to take good care of you."

Pedestri ans passed by in herds. Cars and autocabs buzzed and
honked. Savi na | ooked up and down the street and into the air for
any sign of a police drone, then slipped back into the crowd. An
aut ocab came by in cruising node, searching for custoners; Savina
hailed it and junped in, pulling out her noneycard and slipping it
into the slot. "I need to go to the nearest branch of any bank,"
she told it as she keyed-in her secret code.

ACCESSI NG | NFORVATION, it replied, glowi ng words on the
little screen above the keyboard.

LOCATI ON DETERM NED, PLOTTI NG COURSE.

COURSE PLOTTED. APPROVE?

The screen showed a section of city map with a pl ot
determ ned through the streets. Savina approved and the cab took
off, pulling into traffic with arrogant nachi ne confi dence. Savina
wat ched their progress carefully, ready to pop the energency door
and junp out if it veered off toward, say, a police station. She
didn't think they could have gotten her card nunber into their
systemyet, but there was no way to tell until it was too |ate.
She had to risk getting to her noney or she would | ose access to
it.

The bank was only another mle or so away. It was right next
to a euthanasia center, which gave her the creeps. Already she
could see it |oom ng over the skyline. There was al ways at | east
one in sight.

There was nmotion in the corner of her eye, and she turned to
see a police drone hovering above the traffic. It made its way
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past Savi na's cab, passing about 8 feet overhead, and continued on
down the street. Her cab turned left, veering off. Savina |let out
her breath. Police drones were a common enough sight but the
appearance of this one had caused her heart to stop

The cab crui sed down the wide, clean street for another half
mle then pulled over to a stop, the screen flashing the sane
message that its electronic voice announced: "You have reached
your indicated destination. $14.30 has been deducted from your
account. Pl ease renmenber to take your npneycard as you exit. Thank
you for your patronage!" Savi nha grabbed her card and stepped out
of the cab. She was right in front of the euthanasia center, the
bank a tiny little building squeezed in next to it.

Savi na | ooked up

The euthanasia center was inpossibly tall, its sharp white
lines stretching up and up into infinity as if God had reached
down, taken hold of the top, and pulled, stretching it like a
pi ece of taffy into outer space. It filled Savina with a dreadfu
fascination, nade her feel infinitely small and lonely, a germon
the floor. She couldn't |ook away. It was |ike an eterna
monunent; it was there and al ways had been there and al ways woul d
be there, and in conparison Savina was a quick little spark, her
entire life nothing nore than a second in passing. The sight
i nspired hopel essness, defeat; it was a place people ended up when
they discovered it was all too nuch, that existence was
overwhel ming and they just could not handle it. People were put to
sleep like sick aninmals; the poor, the hungry, the weary, the
angui shed, the crippled, the insane --- even crininals. As Savi ha
stared, wanting to | ook away and yet unabl e to, people passed
around her in a hush, saying nothing, taking light, quick steps
and not | ooking up.

Sonebody grasped Savina by the shoulder. "It's an illusion,"
said a warm deep, throaty worman's voice

Savina tore her gaze away fromthe building and | ooked at the
woman. She was shaking her head at Savina, her |ong straight black
hair sw nging back and forth. The wonan was tall, and her skin was
dark but not quite the sane shade as Savina's. She appeared to be
American Indian, or at |east seened to have a lot of it in her
bl ood. "You don't want to go in there," she told Savina. "That
won' t sol ve anyt hing. "

Savi na realized she was surrounded by ragged-| ooki ng peopl e,
dressed in shabby ill-fitting clothes with wild, long hair.
Anar chi sts, Savina thought. "I'mnot going in there," she said.

The woman's brown eyes bore into Savina's, calm peacefu
eyes with a awesone sense of presence. "This building was designed
to induce the feelings you were experiencing. It's only six
hundred feet high, and the top four hundred feet are hollow. The
rest is a hologram"

"I knew that," Savina said, intim dated.

"Don't ever by sucked in by it. Illusions never deliver what
they prom se."

"I"'mjust going to the bank."

The woman nodded. "You were distracted. Part of the
building's purpose is to lure. You felt the lure, didn't you?"

Savina stared into the wonan's eyes. "Yes, | did."

"The image robs you of hope and inspires thoughts of
morality. To those wi thout hope, it brings a sense of peace. They
feel that if they surrender to it, they becone part of it." The
worman shook her head. "It's alie."

Savi na nodded, not knowi ng what to say. The wonan was
strangely magnetic.

"You | ook troubled," the woman sai d.
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"I'm I, 1'"ve got to get to the bank."

"Ckay. Just don't go into the euthanasia center. Don't ever
go into the euthanasia center."

"l don't intend to," Savina said, edging though the other
anarchist. Weird, she thought. Too weird. She got past them and
made her way past the white tower, very consciously not |ooking up
at it, then entered the bank and got in line for the autotellers.
Savi na had known that the anarchists hung out at the euthanasia
centers; they were fanmous for tal king people out of suicide, were
even heros in sonme circles. The tall woman with the intense eyes
didn't seem an anarchist, though. There was too nmuch to her, sone
sort of gestalt power. Intense was the word that cane to Savina's
m nd.

There were security nonitors everywhere inside the bank
Savina was a rattled due to the woman anarchist --- she hoped it
wasn't to the point where it would trigger the interest of the
bank's security Al. She stood in line, waiting with everyone el se
and refraining frommaki ng eye contact with the nonitors. As she
stood there she realized that she had gotten into the sl owest
line. Figures, she thought.

I wonder if | should splurge and get a roomfor the night?
Tonight | can give Dodd a call, ask himfor help. Maybe |I can get
himto conme and stay with ne? Savina smiled at the unlikeliness of
t he thought.

She noved up in the line. Her's was still the slowest --- she
couldn't believe this always happened to her. Today was the worst,
and it was the worst tine for it to happen. If the police had
inserted her nunber into their systemthen the autoteller would
call them as soon as she inserted her card. |If she took the safe
way out, stayed away fromthe bank, she would be destitute. Is it
worth it, though? she wondered. |I'mfree now. Wiat good will cash
be if I"'mgoing to prison?

She was two people away fromthe autoteller and the old nman
at the front was now verbally arguing with the nmachine. You ni ght
as well argue with a wall, Savina thought. To either side of her
the lines were noving snoothly. God, she thought, why this now?
Now of all tines! She hid her face in her hands, keeping her
frustration in. Yelling at the old man would only attract the
attention of the security Al.

The ol d man, hunched and grey and sl ow novi ng, gave up and
got out of line. The woman in front of Savina stepped up to the
autotel |l er and opened her purse, dunping the entire contents onto
the stainless table used for signing vouchers. She began digging
through the contents for sonething, probably her noneycard.

Savi na | eaned casual |y over toward her. "Excuse nme, I'min a
hurry. | was wondering if | could take care of ny business really
quick while you're----"

"l beg your pardon,"” the woman said, "I"'min line here before
you, | waited just as long."

"I"'msorry," Savina said. "Never mnd."

"I think you're a very pushy, rude child. Wio do you think
you are to just go pushing in line. Think your business is nore
i nportant than m ne?"

"Look, | didn't nmean anything. I'msorry." Savina was
begi nning to sweat because the security Al was surely |ooking at
them by now. "Go on with your business, never nmind nme."

"Ch, never mind you, huh? Like it's me who's doing the wong
thing. Don't you try to nake it out like it's nmy fault that----"

"Lady," a man behind Savina said, "this girl says she's sorry
and we're all in a hurry here."

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (57 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

"What, are you her boyfriend? Now you're going to push nme out
of the way? Let nme tell you sonething, you----"

"Lady, just shut up and finish," the nan snapped at her

"Shut up? You're telling ne to shut up?"

"He's telling you to shut up, and I'mtelling you to shut
up," said another person behind Savina, a tall wonan with a green
punk-resurrection hairstyle. "It's late and we're all in a hurry.
How | ong do you want to stand here?"

Shout ed down, the woman in front of Savina turned and
pointedly ignored them and took her own sweet time finishing up
her transaction. I'mliving a nightmare, Savina thought. Her
i magi nati on told her that every security nonitor in the bank was
focused on her. She closed her eyes and tried to pretend she
wasn't there.

Finally the crabby lady finished and wal ked away with a stiff
neck. Savina took a breath and stepped up to the autoteller. She
inserted her card and punched in her code wth shaking fingers.
There was $1322.70 in her account; she instructed the nachine to
give her all of it. The screen blinked as if taken aback, and two
| arge words appeared:

PLEASE WAI T

Wait? Wait for what? This had never happened before. Then again
she had never pulled all the noney out of her account before.
There was a humm ng noi se, and Savi na thought, This is it.

The crabby worman had been standing at the rear of the room
rearrangi ng things in her purse, and was just now opening a door
to | eave. There was a loud click and dull beeping. The doors were
| ocking and the one that was open --- the wonan, startled, was
standing against it --- began to push its way closed, forcing the
crabby wonan back into the bank. Savina stared about wildly. It
was happening, it was really happening. She turned and bolted for
the door, sliding through as the woman unintentionally held it
open for her. She hurtled down the front steps three at a tineg,
and at the sidewalk cane to a sliding halt: her father, Bob Recent
and Dodd Corely were not nore than thirty nmeters away, wal ki ng
slowy toward her. Al three of themwere | ooking up at the
infinite white tower of the euthanasia center

There was a narrow all ey between the bank and the center, a
space for the autonom c garbage-collection trucks to pass. Savina
ran for it, up several steps then over a railing, dropping four
feet to the snooth concrete of the alley. She threw one | ast
gl ance behi nd her before she was out of sight, and found a whol e
group of anarchists standi ng and watching her. She conti nued
runni ng, pounding the ground hard with her feet, flying headl ong
down the alley to find it was a dead end.

15. SI DEWALK RULE

Dodd had mi xed feelings about finding Savina. He wanted her
safe, but he wanted her to have what she wanted. He al so wanted to
hel p Toby who was worried sick about his mssing daughter. Either
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way he was betrayi ng sonmeone he cared about.

Bob had vol unteered to cone al ong, which had surprised Dodd.
Bob was al nbst eager to go. He was alive again, awake. Wnders
coul d happen during a crisis. People showed their true colors ---
even Toby was back to his old self. Al three were gazing up at
the specter of the white tower when there was a muffl ed shout
acconpani ed by bangi ng noi ses. Dodd pulled his eyes down fromthe
di zzyi ng sight and | ooked over at the bank. There were people
i nside and the doors were closed. The people were all |ooking out,
some calling for help, sone banging on the w ndows.

"Sonet hi ng' s happeni ng at the bank," Bob said.

"There's peopl e | ocked inside!" Toby exclaimed. "Look at
that." He pronounced "that" alnost |ike "dot."

They hurried up the steps toward the cl osed bank door, and a
hand reached out and gave Dodd's sleeve a tug as he passed. Dodd
paused, | ooking back. It was a fam liar face, a half-smle nearly
invisible in his scraggly beard. "Dodd," the face said, "what's
up. "

"Danny, " Dodd said, surprised. He | ooked back at the other
two, who had reached the bank door, then turned back to his
anarchist friend. "Danny, did you see a young black girl around
here, about so high?"

"She was pretty," Danny said.

"You saw her?"

"l saw a young black girl. She cane running out of that bank
just before it |locked up. The police are going to be here any
second. "

"Where did she go?"

"Why? |''m not turning anyone in."

"Danny, this is nme! Were did she go?"

Danny shrugged. "She ran into the alley, but that doesn't
| ead anywhere."

Dodd stood | ooking into his friend's eyes for a nonment. "It
doesn't go anywhere?"
"Nope. "

"Ckay." Dodd thought a nmonment, struggling with his conscious.
"Don't tell anyone anything."

"I''moblivious," Danny said, grinning.

As Dodd started up toward his friends, they turned and cane
trotting back down. "She was here! She was here, you were right!"

"These guys said they saw her running down that way," Dodd

said, pointing down the street. "It was hardly a minute ago."
"Let's go!"
"You two go, I'Il cut through here in case she's going around

the bl ock." Dodd pointed at the alley.

"Ckay!" Toby went trotting down the street with Bob tagging
al ong. Dodd made his way into the alley, which went around the
bui I di ng and ended. There were solid | ocked doors and concrete
walls thirty feet high, and right in the mddle was a | arge bl ack
trash dunpster with the lids closed. Everything was glaring |ight,
white concrete and white building walls, white doors to the
bui I di ng. The bl ackness of the dunpster was a harsh contrast,
sucking in light like a hole.

Dodd wal ked up to the dunpster and raised the thick plastic
lid. Savina stared up at him half buried in shredded conmputer
printouts and used silicon drinking cups. "What in the hell are
you doi ng?" he asked her

"Dodd, help me!"

"I sent your father racing down the street on a wild goose
chase. He's never going to forgive ne for this."

"Dodd, the bank ate my noneycard! It tried to lock nme in."
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"l saw. "

"You've got to help nme!"

"You are in over your head, you know that, don't you?"

"Yes. "

"Why are you running away?"

"To save ny baby!"

Dodd sighed. He couldn't inmgine a better reason to run away.
"I can't believe I"'mdoing this," he said nore to hinself than to
her. "You stay in here for now, 1'mgoing to go talk to one of ny
friends in that group of anarchists around front. If you get away,
you call me. If you get caught, swear to ne that you won't tel
them| tried to help you. Your father will kill me, and | mean
that. He will rip ny fucking arns off and beat ne to death with
them Do you understand?"

Savi na nodded.

"The guy's nane is Danny Marauder. He has a beard, red hair
and a broken front tooth. If he tells you to do sonmething, do it.
He saved ny life at least twice back in the war."

"I love you, Dodd."

"Well |I'm pissed at you." Dodd closed the |id.

He wal ked around to the front where quite a crowd was
gathering, |ooked up and down the street for any sign of Toby or
Bob. Bob was way, way down on the corner of the city bl ock,
searching the passing pedestrians for Savina's face. Toby was
nowhere in sight. The group of anarchists were still spread around
the wide entrance to the euthanasia center, keeping their distance
fromthe bank. Dodd | ooked at his watch. There woul d be police
drones here at any second.

Dodd spotted Danny Marauder standing next to a tall
dar k- hai red woman who | ooked |ike a pure-blood Anerican Indian
"I'"ve got a favor to ask," he said, wal king up to Danny.

"You've got at |east one comng," Danny told him

"That girl | was asking you about, she's hiding in the
dunpster behind the bank. She's pregnant and underage, wants to
keep the baby. Her name's Savina."

"She neans a lot to you," the Indian worman sai d.

Dodd | ooked at her, distracted. "Yes, alot. 1'd like her to
get away."

"Your kid, huh?" Danny said, snmling.

"No, I'mkinda her uncle . . ." Dodd trailed off, realizing

what Danny was inplying. "No it's not nmy kid! I'mnot the father,
it's one of her school friends."

"Sure," Danny said.

"He's telling the truth,” the woman told Danny. She turned to
Dodd. "We'll help her get away. We'll take care of her and her
child."

Dodd | ooked from her to Danny and back. "Uh, well, thanks."
There was sonething strange with this Indian woman. He instantly
I'i ked her.

"Don't feel guilty about your friend," she told him "You did
the right thing." She gave Danny a little push, and he patted Dodd
on the shoul der and nmade his way off through the crowd.

"I'd better, uh . . ." Dodd indicated the direction that Toby
and Bob had gone.

"You go. We'll take care of Savina."

"Thanks." Dodd turned, feeling a peculiar reluctance to
| eave. He forced hinself to trot off toward Bob, who was still at

the corner. As he ran he felt he had throw all his enbtions up
into the air, and they were raining down around himat random He
felt bad, he felt good, he felt guilty, he felt Iike a traitor
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Bob spotted himcom ng up the street, and waved.

"The alley was a dead end," Dodd said. "Were's Toby?"

"He went off that way, toward the subway," Bob said. "I'm
here in case she doubl es back."

"If you see Toby, tell himl went this way," Dodd said,
pointing in the opposite direction Toby had gone. He waved and
trotted off down the city sidewal k, avoi di ng other pedestrians and
hoping to get hinself utterly lost. He didn't care where he went,
he just didn't want to be found again.

The end of the world, he thought. The end of the fucking
wor | d.

#

Inside the box it was hot and snelled of noldy coffee
grounds. The deep bl ack col or was soaking in the sunlight that the
white concrete all around it was reflecting. Wien Dodd had opened
the lid a rush of cool air hit her and revitalized her, but now
that it was closed again the oven effect was back and her bl ue
junpsuit was becom ng soaked with her sweat.

Savi na waited, as Dodd had told her. She knew he'd hel p her,
she just knew it. She |oved himnore than anyone in the world at
that nonent. The crush she'd al ways had on hi m matured, bl ossoned.
She was in love with himnow.

A wonman's voi ce from outside the dunpster spoke her nane.

"Savina, we're going to help you. I'"'mgoing to throw a shirt and a
hat in, I want you to put themon before you cone out. The shirt
is overlarge, you can wear it like a dress. Take off that
junpsuit.”

Take of f the junpsuit? She had only panties and a bra on
underneath. The top opened only |long enough to let in a rush of
air and a fewcloth itens, then it was closed agai n. Savina stood,
lifted the lid just enough to peek outside. It was the |Indian
woman.

Savi na struggl ed out of her junpsuit in the cranped box, then
put on the shirt and the wide-brimmed felt hat. The shirt hung
al nrost to her knees. She opened the top and she sel f-consciously
pul I ed herself out of the dunpster, dropping to the ground next to
the woman. "My junpsuit," she nmunbl ed, | ooking back

"Leave it," the wonman said, closing the lid. "My nane's
Evel yn. We have to hurry." She | ed Savina down the alley toward
the street.

"Are you a friend of Dodd' s?"

"Yes. Don't be frightened, but 1'mgoing to get junped. Get
ready. Soneone's going to grab you, but it's a friend."

They energed fromthe alley right into the |ine of sight of
two police drones. They were ugly oblong floating bugs about 2
meters |ong and pai nted bl ack; scanning receptors swung back and
forth Iike antennae and | egs on a insect. Savina was so cl ose she
could hear the servos whirring.

Two nen junped fromthe crowd and tackled the |Indian wonman to
the ground. The Indian woman screaned at the top of her lungs, and
the men swung their fists, smacking brutal blows. Arns grabbed
Savi na from behind and pulled her back. It was a | arge red-headed
man with a beard, he stepped in between Savina and the fight,
bl ocki ng her view of the drones.

"Hel p!'" the Indian womman screaned. "Oh, help ne! Rape! Rape!"

"Eeeyaa!" one of her attackers yell ed.

The red-haired man and Savi na backed away slowy, very
slowy. Both police drones noved to hover over the fight, and a
mechani cal voice warned themto cease and desist i mediately. The
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second drone pulled back, noving around to scan the grow ng crowd.
Rocks flew from nowhere and pelted it, drawing it away as it
searched for the source. One of the wavering insect |egs was a
stunner gun; it began zapping indiscrinmnately into the crowd as
it grew disoriented. The other drone was busily spraying down the
I ndi an worman and her attackers with an aerosol paralysis gas.
Wthin seconds they were |inp.

Savina and the red-haired man nade it to the outside edge of
the crowmd and he directed her to slowy turn and begi n wal ki ng
away. "Walk," the man told her. "Walk calmy. Never run. |I'Il be
behi nd you. "

Savina turned and wal ked down the sidewal k toward the
northeast, wal king slowy. She couldn't stand it, she had to run,
but she trusted the man and wal ked, trusting Dodd, biting her
lower lip and feeling that all eyes were on her. Every footstep
was an agony, every yard she gained an eternity. She doubted she
woul d get as far as the corner

Her inmagination put one of the police drones right over her
shoul der, following silently, scanners |ooking right into her
m nd, into her thoughts. Just follow ng, knowi ng she would not be
getting away --- any sudden noves and it would be a hiss of gas
and she'd drop to her face on the pavenent. She hoped to God the
footsteps right behind her was the redhead. He wasn't close, but
he was paci ng her

Strai ght down the street in front of them canme a nanned
police cruiser, racing through the air about four neters over the
street traffic. It was heading right for her. "Don't run," the
red-bearded man said to her in a conversational tone. "Look right
at them watch them as they approach. If you avert your eyes or
break your stride you'll catch their attention."

"I thought if you look at themthen you catch their
attention?"

"That's if it's a program watching you. These are people in
an air launch, they're used to people |ooking at them They're
al ways wat ching for people who don't want to be seen.”

The police cruiser passed practically overhead, and she
turned and watched. They ignored her conpletely. The cruiser
| owered to the ground and two sharpl y-dressed wonen junped out,
stun pistols in their hands. One began questioning the people in
the crowd about what had happened, and the other began accessing
the intelligence in the drones. Wen she finished with the first
drone it rose up into the air and began drifting toward Savi na.
"Ch shit," she said.

"Don't get nervous, it's just scanning. Let's turn and wal k
away. "

The man put a arm around Savi na and they continued their wal k
down the street. They reached the corner and turned left, walking
around the bl ock. Ahead, on the other side of the street, stood
Bob Recent. "He knows ne," Savina said to her conpanion

"He knows nme too. Damm." He gl anced over his shoul der, saw
that the drone was still heading in their direction. "If we double
back, we'll catch that fucking thing's attention."

"I''"l'l stand on this side of you," Savina said, crossing to
his other side so that he was between her and Bob

"I't's not going to do nuch good."

"Did he see me?"

"I don't know. He's seen ne, he's conming this way."

"Marauder!" Bob's voice called out. Savina felt stupid hiding
behind this nman, Bob was going to see her anyway. They had gotten
hal f way down the bl ock, and the police drone had turn the corner
and were still pacing them
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"This is it," Danny Marauder said to her in a | ow voice.
"You're going to be on your own, now. Go for the old college in
the Depopul ated Zone. Stay away from security nmonitors if you
can."

"What ol d col |l ege?"

Danny didn't answer. Bob had reached them and he saw Savi na.
"Hey," he said. "You found her."

"Found who?"

"Savina!"

"That's not Savina," Danny said, and punched Bob in the
stomach. Bob gasped for breath, |ooking very confused. Danny hit
hi m again, very hard, and Bob fell to the ground. Danny took off
running, and the police drone cane rushing after him He swng on
it, agunin his hand fromthe inside of his shirt. There was a
deaf eni ng concussion, and part of the drone disintegrated in
mllions of flying shiny pieces, like glitter, and the nachine
began spinning in mdair. It nade a noise |like a wounded ani mal,
bl eedi ng snoke and parts, spinning faster and faster as it rose up
into the air. Its spinning quickly reached a termnal velocity and
it flewapart with a startling bang. Danny, running again,

di sappearing into an alley way. Another drone seenmed to cone from
nowhere and when hurtling after him Both di sappeared from
Savina's view, and there was another |oud concussion, then

si | ence.

Just wal k away, Savina told herself. She put one foot in
front of the other, took a step, felt herself noving. It all
seened so unreal. She was wal ki ng away, she was just wal ki ng away,
and nore police drones were flying in fromall directions |ike
gi ant angry wasps, buzzing in the air, crowding into the alleyway
where Danny Marauder had gone. She wal ked away, down the street,
her muscles taut and her spine stiff, but she was wal ki ng away,

j ust wal ki ng away.

Behi nd her, Bob Recent struggled to his feet just as a drone
swept down over himand sprayed himwith gas. He fell again,
par al ysed, confused, as the drone stated his rights in a clear
voi ce and repeated themin a dozen | anguages. He could see Savi na
wal ki ng away, and he tried to point, but he couldn't nove his arm
and his voice was the croak of a frog.

She wal ked into the distance, out of sight.

16. PSYCHOPATH

Vi cky had elected to spend the night at Saul's house. Since
Saul had probl ens enough with one woman, he was not invited to bed
with the two of them Saul and Vicky didn't even really |ike each
other, and having sex with her, especially failing in sex with
her, would be nore hum liation than he could stand. It was bad
enough that she was sleeping with his wife. Saul ended up spendi ng
the night on the reclining chair on the back porch huddled in
bl anket s.

Morni ng broke, and with relief Saul found it stable and
whol e. Reality was back and the ni ght was gone. The night had been
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terrible.

There had been no refuge; the lights savagely attacked him
and the dark hid enornous threats. Inside the house he could
hardly breathe, outside there was too nmuch air. The silence of the
house roared at himand on the porch the ocean would growl --- it
was horrible, horrible. The world pul sated, his inagination taking
over and every whimof his subconscious taking matter and form
appearing in front of himand | urking behind him Wen he fel
asleep there was no respite --- vivid and overwhel ni ng ni ght mares
pl agued him waki ng hi mup but not stopping, continuing on as he
clutched at his head, his knees tucked up against his chest, his
breath raspi ng and shudderi ng.

Now it was over. The sun was shining and the surf sounded
friendly. Saul craw ed out of the blankets and stood on the porch,
stretching. He found he had slept in his clothes.

I need a nice warmdip in the pool, he thought. Then he
renenbered about Vicky, that she and Mrro were in the bedroom
where the pool was. Hi s bedroom OCh, hell, he thought. | ought to
go in there if they want ne or not. If | interrupt sonething it's
their problem.

Then he thought: Vicky's sonis in jail. She's upset, and
have to nmke al | owances

Christ! It wasn't fair. He had to suffer, him just because
some jerk kid went and raped a girl then was stupid enough to turn
hinmself in. Not only did Saul have to put up with Vicky openly
replacing himin the bedroom but now he couldn't even go into his
own bedroomto use his own pool. And, he thought, |I'mthe one who
deci ded to buy this house because of that pool

From deep inside cane a terrible thought: he envied Vicky. He
envi ed her because she was able to satisfy Mrro, and he envied
her because her kid was | ocked away, gone, out of her life.

Shuddering and feeling ashamed, he suppressed the revolting
thought and pretended it wasn't there. He settled for taking a
shower in the west-wing bathroom the one in which he'd nearly
scal ded hinself the night before, but after the shower Saul stil
needed to get into the bedroomfor a fresh change of cl othes.

Resi gned, he knocked on the cl osed door and waited. Mrro
answered, putting her finger to her lips. She was naked.

"How s Vi cky doi ng?" Saul whispered.

"Fine. She's sleeping." Mrro held the door w de open; Saul
coul d see Vicky's head and bare shoulders protruding froma pile
of wrinkled sheets. She was on Saul's side of the bed. "Cone on
in," Mrro whispered, "just be quiet."

Saul tip-toed around, gathering clothes. Mrro then foll owed
himinto the bathroomand stood with himas he slipped out of his
ol d underwear and put on a fresh pair, then began dressing.
"Saul ," she said, "I'mreally proud of you for how you're
accepting all this."

Saul shrugged. "Tell Vicky not to bother coming into work
today. | can spare her. But |'mgoing to need her tonorrow, or the
day after at the latest. She'd better get her things with her
| awyer done fast. W've got this Jesus thing comng up and I'm
going to need her."

"Saul, are you sure there's nothing to that?"

"To what ?"

"The Jesus thing."

"No, there's nothing at all to that. It's a stunt, a fraud."
Saul | aughed, pulling up his pants. "Even if the Savior was
returning to Earth, if this was really happening, I'd still have
my job to do."

Mrro smled. She picked up his slip-over scarf-tie and put
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it over his head. Then her arns slithered around himand she was
ki ssing him using her tongue and the rest of her body, pressing
hersel f up agai nst himthe way she used to do --- the way she
hadn't done in years. Saul felt --- with elation! --- his penis
growing erect. Mrro felt it too, and redoubl ed her passion

A long, terrible scream sounded, echoing throughout the
house, jarring both of them and waking Vicky. It's the baby, Saul
thought bitterly. H s daughter using her usual bad timng. H's
erection was gone, and after a sorrowful few nonents he and his
wi fe drew apart.

Saul finished dressing and left for work.

At the Telcron Systens building there was conpany security
peopl e standi ng around | ooki ng pissed off and eyei ng everybody
wi th suspicion. Saul had arrived | ate because he'd all owed hi nsel f
the luxury of a quiet breakfast at an out-of-the-way coffee shop
Al so, in case the Mataphin problemgot out of hand, he' d stopped
of f at a pharmacy near the office and picked up a package of
DeTox, a multi-spectrumneutralizer. One of the security nen found
it and | ooked it over inside and out as Saul was being frisked
inside the front door. They were searchi ng everyone com ng and
goi ng.

"What's going on?" Saul asked as the security nan handed hi m
back his DeTox along with his Mtaphin dispenser and a few other

obj ect s.
"Security has been tightened."
"No shit," Saul said. "I want to know why and who ordered

it."

"Li sa Schenmandl e ordered it. There was a security breach | ast
ni ght."

"Security breach?"

The man nodded and began frisking the next person through the
door. Saul stood there a nonent, wanting to know nore, but he was
bei ng pointedly ignored. He turned and headed toward the
el evators, thinking that he probably didn't want to know about it
anyway. Probably a shootout between network spies. The el evator
canme and carried hi mupwards, and he exited on his floor, |ooking
to and fro in case Lisa was waiting for him She was nowhere in
si ght.

Saul entered his spacious office and there she was, brooding
over her coffee at his desk. His term nal was on; she'd been going
through all his files again. "Saul," she said. "You're |ate."

"l know. Good norning to you too."

"l heard about your assistant. You give her some tine off?"

"Yes. "

Li sa nodded. She was heavy-set, short black hair and had a
rough, wi nd-burnt face fromyears of riding a notorcycle. Her eyes
were snall, perpetually red, but were very, very sharp. "Her son
is up for seventeen years in an undersea prison. The parents of
the girl are pressing for maxi num penalties.”

"I't's a shanme."

"I think the little prick should be castrated, but that's

just ne. | feel sorry for Vicky. Anyway, that's not why |'m here,
Saul . "

"I know. "

"You've done a great job raising the AHL, but goddamm it to
hell, Kalman, we're still losing viewers. You know what those JTV
bastards just did to us? They broke in here and stol e copies of
our top animators, our best Als! Then they tried to kill off our

backup copies."
"Qur backups?" Saul felt all the strength in his arns and
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| egs suddenly vani sh. He al nost fainted.

"Saul! Are you okay?"

"They killed our backups?" He sank to a chair, all the color
drained fromhis face

"No, they tried, but they didn't get themall. W' ve got
copies in New York that are on a one-way data line, they couldn't
touch them Updated last night, didn't miss nore than a few
hours. "

Sone of the col or began seeping back into Saul's face. He
sighed. "Thank God," he said. He had a nmssive headache now, and
his fingers were itching for his Mtaphin di spenser.

"My guess is that they're going to use our Als, our fucking
artificial intelligence prograns, to make their
descent -from heaven scene."

Saul heard the rest of their entire conversation before it
actual |y happened. It was so predictable. "You want nme to
intensify the AHL even nore?"

"Yes! Exactly! Danmit, we gotta glue their fucking eyes to
the screen. | want 'emto be dying of starvation because they're
so wapped up in Travels they forget to eat. W've got to keep
"em Hold them down by their fucking short hairs!"

"What about ny Al's?"

"Copi es of the backups are being sent over right now from New
York. They'll be on-line and working before you' re back fromthe
field today."

"What about viruses? What if they left viruses behind in the
comput ers? What then?"

"Don't worry about that, Saul. We're bringing in all brand
new equi pnment. Sterile chips, sterile operating systens. No
Vi ruses. "

"We're going to have all new equi prent installed and the
backups running by the tine | get back fromthe field?"

"Yes. They al nost hurt us, Saul, but they failed. Those
bastards. You know what |'m doing now? W're retaliating, Saul
I'"ve got hired assassins after those JTV hackers right now " She
| aughed, sl apped the desk with her hand and spilling coffee. She
continued, not noticing. "We're killing those fuckers, Saul! W're
havi ng them assassi nated! That's right, every single one of them
dead by tonorrow." She grinned in angry triunph.

She's serious, Saul realized. She's a psychopath. Wat's she
going to do to me if | ever let her down?

"I"'mnot going to take up any nore of your tinme, Kalman," she

sai d, standing up. "You have your job, |'ve got nine. Tine's
wasting. We're going to see this thing through. We're going to do
it --- right?"

"Right," Saul said automatically.

She nodded her big, strong head approvingly and turned her
thi ck bulk on one heel, striding out of Saul's office and | eaving
her spilt cup of coffee on his desk. Saul stood up, |ooking after
her. He felt dizzy, he realized, and discovered he'd gone into
hyperventilation. Mataphin, he thought. | need it.

He funbl ed desperately in his pocket for the dispenser,
brought it out. He hesitated, trying to stop hinself. Two tabs
fell out onto his open hand, and he told hinmself that two should
be enough. Then he relented, and |let two nore fall out.

Saul ended up taking six.
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17. DEPOPULATED ZONE

Savi na had spent the night in a church yard, sheltered by the
|l arge silvered satellite dish pointing up at the JTV star. She
sl ept maybe 20 minutes all that night, awaking with a start to
di scover she was not at hone in bed. She was out in an unfamliar
nei ghbor hood, a fugitive fromthe police, sleeping in the open
with nothing but a shirt and a hat for warnth. It was a warm
night, at least. It only got cold at dawn.

In the nmorning she was starving. She wanted desperately to
call Dodd, but w thout a noneycard she couldn't even place a
collect call on a public phone termnal. The | oss of her mponeycard
was a bad bl ow

No food, no transportation. No phone. No clean clothes, no
shower. WAs this worth it? There was a strange stubborn streak in
her that refused to let her answer that. Just take it as it cones,
she told herself. Once | get to the Depopul ated Zone, there's food
for the picking.

Wthout access to the subway or a cab she was hopel essly far
away from her destination. Wthout a map she could only guess
which direction it was. She began wal ki ng, ignoring the hunger and
just wal king, trusting that she would find food al ong the way,
anar chi sts maybe, who woul d hopefully give her a meal and ride.

The sunlight and harsh shadows of the early norning rmade
everything seem |l onely. She wal ked east until the sun was straight
up and there were people everywhere, but no anarchists. Exhausted
and weak with | ack of sleep and dizzy from hunger she | eaned up
agai nst the corner of a building and began aski ng everyone who
passed for spare change. Not many people carried cash anynore, and
even less were willing to part with it. One | echerous-Iooking old
bl ack man eyed her and gave her enough for a vender meal and asked
her if she wanted to cone honme with him She al nbst accepted.

The noney bought her a sandwi ch and a protein bar, which she
washed down with water froma drinking fountain. It was only after
she'd eaten that she realized she could have used the nobney to buy
a call to Dodd. She cursed her stupidity, but then again she felt
a lot better for having eaten. She continued wal king, trying to
stay in the shade of trees and buildings as the June sunlight beat
down with physical force. She began to | ook at everything with a
tired sense of wonder. Her situation seened very heroic to her,
and the sense of freedom cane back to her suddenly. Her spirits
clinmbed, and she began smiling at the people she passed. She
collected a few dollars nore before the pedestrians began to thin
out. By the tine the sunlight was at a definite angle she was in a
run-down little nei ghborhood made up of old rectangul ar apartnments
surrounded by | arge oak trees. Wiile the area was clean, it was
not well maintained; all the buildings were in need of fresh
paint, the old peeling away; there were mowed | awns but the edges
weren't trinmed, and grass grew along cracks in the sidewal k and
even into the street itself. Small white children wearing
ill-fitting, faded clothes played with battered electric tricycles
30 years ol d. Beyond the nei ghborhood was a fenced-off area; the
fence was tenmporary and in ill-repair, big plastic sections fitted
toget her and bolted, but sonme bolts were m ssing and sections were
torn out entirely. She crossed through.

On the other side Savina found nore apartnents and somne
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houses, but nost were enpty franes and others had been

hal f-consunmed by fire. The trees and plants had gone wild,
spreadi ng wi thout check and turning the area into a jungle. This
was an area zoned for leveling --- the edge of the Depopul ated
Zone. After this area was |leveled the fences would be noved back
and t he peopl e around here now woul d be evicted. Thus the
Depopul at ed Zone was enl ar ged.

It was very quiet out here, the hot afternoon air thick and
still. The angled sunlight filtered through the oak trees casting
streams of light. Speckled lizards ran along the ground, taking
cover while she passed. Ahead were crouched figures, young boys
about 12 or 13 years old, stalking each other with toy guns. One
of them spotted her and they followed al ong behind her for a
whi | e, maki ng her nervous, but she managed to keep well ahead of
them and after awhile they grew bored and resuned their pursuit of
each other.

Savi na began noticing signs of habitation in the area; sone
of the old houses had been cl eaned up, haphazard repairs being
made on the deteriorating wooden structures. This was a different
area of the Depopul ated Zone than Savina was used to --- the ruins
she had explored with Greg were far south of here, an area that
had once been the center of a city before all the cities had
merged. The atnosphere there had been different, full of noise and
t eenage adventure. Here the atnpbsphere was sol erm and seri ous,
people lived here, this was their territory. This was not a place
for city people to spend sumrer afternoons letting | oose out of
sight of public security systens. This place seened to have its
own security system its own unspoken codes and norals. Savina had
the feeling she was trespassing.

There were occasional tree houses in the giant gnarled oaks;
some were very sinple --- no nore than a scrap-wood pl atform
nai l ed anong the branches --- but sone were nulti-storied and
conmpl ex, with rope and counterwei ght el evators, glass w ndows and
satellite dishes protruding at odd angl es. People peered down at
her through wi ndows and branches, their expressions suspicious. A
few hal f-waved at her. "Do you know where there's an ol d abandon
col | ege?" she yelled up at one.

"Yeah."
"I's it close?" she asked.
"Not really."

"Where is it?"

"North. Up that way."

"How far is it?"

"Don't know. Never been there." The man smiled at her

Savi na continued on her way, heading vaguely east.

The trees thinned out and the ruins of the old houses turned
to foundations with partial walls, nothing nore. Tall, dry weeds
hid details of old rusted gasoline cars, and eventually she found
hersel f wal ki ng through them getting stickers in her sandals. She
stunbl ed upon a clearing in the grass, a hidden spot with a old
ratty mattress sitting on a slab of concrete. Savina eyed the
mattress |ongingly but decided agai nst Iying down --- she didn't
want to be caught sleeping by the |overs who used this spot.

Savi na | ooked across the vast stretch of farmland to the
mount ai ns beyond, then gazed to the north, along the perineter of
the zone. The field was unbroken to the horizon. To the south it
was the same way.

She turned north.

She wal ked for a mle or so along a dirt road that crossed
occasi onal aqueducts and wound back and forth along the perineter;
she passed nore rusted carcasses of the ol d gasoline-engine cars,
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sone stacked on top of each other like big neglected toys. There
were also piles of large concrete bl ocks that | ooked |ike they

mar ked sonet hing, but she couldn't figure out what. To her |eft
she passed a caved-in ruin that had a sun-bl eached, eroded
fiberglass statue in front. It |ooked like some sort of clown.
There were the inpression of letters, she could just barely make
them out: RONALD MCDONALD. The nane seened famliar; Savina
decided it nust have been an Anerican president of about a hundred
or so years before.

When the sun was just settling to the horizon Savina spotted
a small group of deserted netal structures, just big boxes of
rusted corrugated steel. It looked |like a good shelter for the
ni ght, but before she could reach them she had to get across one
| ast aqueduct and this one didn't run under the road. There was a
pl ank 8 inches w de and about 25 feet |ong which served as a
bridge. She decided to crawl instead of doing a high-wire act; it
wobbl ed and shook but she took her tine and reached the other
side. She paused there, staring into the water. The concrete sides
were green with al gae but the water was crystal clear. She scooped
sone with her hands and tasted it. It was sweet, and after her
first nouthful her body realized it was thirsty. It took her
several minutes to quench it.

Sat ed, she turned to the netal buildings --- which | ooked
like old aircraft hangers --- snuck up on themin case they
weren't as deserted as they | ooked. She al nost hoped to find
sonmeone because she was getting hungry again; nmaybe two dollars
woul d buy her a neal out in the new w | derness.

The place was silent save for the calling of birds and the
rustle of wind in the oak trees. Inside the building she scared a

few pigeons --- they flapped and junped to new perches where they
could keep an eye on her --- but other than the pigeons she owned
the place. It was just as well. Her weariness outwei ghed her

hunger and she was content just to find a pile of old rags in a
corner and col | apse.

Anot her night on nmy own, she thought. I'mgoing to have a | ot
of stories to tell Dodd. A giant yawn escaped her, taking with it
nost of her energy. She lie there staring up at the dark, oiled
timbers supporting the corrugated roof, her eyes half-closed, her
heart beating in her ears. It seened |ike she could hear the bl ood
rushing through the veins in her head. The rags snelled nusty but
she was beyond caring about that. The sky outside deepened in
color. The pigeons flapped restlessly in the rafters, nervous of
her presence; she tried to see them but it was getting too dark
and she could only nmake out dull grey bl obs.

She renmenbered another tine she had spent lying in a quiet
old ruin, felt the ghost-nenory of Greg's hand running lightly up
her bare thigh. Involuntarily she hugged hersel f, renenbering G eg
huggi ng her. Loneliness welled up, mxed with a feeling of
enptiness and frustration, and turning her head to one side Savina
began to cry. For a while her tears flowed freely, but as the sky
dar kened her whinpers grew softer then faded out altogether, being
repl aced by slow, rhythm c breathing, and |ater when the sky was
conpl etely black the deserted building echoed with the sharp
raspi ng sounds of snoring. Savina was in a deep sleep all night, a
sl eep without dreans, and in the norning she awoke in a patch of
dawn sunlight which streamed in through a gaping, gl assless
wi ndow. Her nuscles were stiff, sore. Her stomach was a gapi ng,
enpty pit.

1"l pick up breakfast at the vendor on the way to school,
she thought. Then she realized where she was. |Images of a quick,
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neat breakfast died in the black pit of inpossibility. She felt a
I ongi ng for home where food was not a problem

She stood up, stretched, and pulled tw gs out of her hair.
Looki ng out the wi ndow she saw fields of wheat. Bread was made
from wheat, she thought. If |I had a phone |I'd access the schoo
library and find out how wheat turns to bread. It had something to
do with grinding it, but that's all she knew. Sonmewhere out there
was a form of food she could eat wi thout preparing, there had to
be.

The pi geons above her cooed, and she | ooked up to see them
staring down at her. She'd heard of squab, but never tried it. She

m ght be able to hit one with a rock, but . . . what then? Savina
had never been the kind to carry a pocket knife, and she had no
i dea how to clean and skin a bird --- or any animal, for that

matter. On the rare occasions that this problemwould conme up at
home the kitchen autochef and its robot arnms would take care of
it.

She wal ked outside, |ooking around to nake sure she was
al one, then picked her way to a secluded clunmp of bushes and
di sappeared anong themfor a while. There were no public toilets
out here. Wen she was finished she went to the aqueduct and
washed up as well as she could, then noved upstream a ways and
drank. When she | ooked up she saw a ground squirrel racing across
the open toward its hole, pausing for a nonent to | ook at her
before diving in head-first. | guess that's edible, she thought.
If it's not diseased or sonething.

Not only did she not have a knife, she didn't have a lighter
either. How woul d she start a cooking fire? Rub sticks?

Savi na was beginning to feel hopel ess.

The norning was bright and cl oudl ess, the air clear. Savina
l'inmped along with stiff |egs down the path she'd foll owed the
previous afternoon, still heading north, gazing hungrily off to
the east and | ooking for sonething, anything, besides wheat. Then
she stopped. It wasn't because of sonething she saw, it was
sonet hing she smell ed. Burning wood and roasting neat. Spices. Her
mouth started watering, and she spun around, sniffing, trying to
figure out where it was coming from It seenmed to be fromthe
west, back toward the city.

Savina followed the scent into the ruins of the perineter.

There was a |l arge building that had burned and crunbl ed away
over the years to forma snmall mountain of rubble; on its slopes
grew skinny trees and tufts of brush. In the shadow of its west
side, am d oaks and gutted brick dwellings, was a nman sitting in a
folding chair next to a | arge barbecue. On the barbecue was what
| ooked like a rabbit turning on an automatic spit. The man was
wearing a business suit with rips in the legs and dirt nmatted into
the material; on his lap a small portable terminal with a cable
| eading to a headset on his head. Beside himwas a large hole in
the ground. Every second or so a nass of dirt would come flying
out of the hole, landing to the other side away fromthe nan in
the chair. In the background was a pair of tents and a M tsubi shi
AW | and cruiser, the kind sold with a water-conversion engine.
Savina pulled the two dollars out of her hat and wal ked out into
the open, heading toward the man in the chair.

The nman snmiled at her. "You own nme noney?"

"I want to buy sone breakfast off you."

The dirt abruptly stopped flying fromthe hole and a
bl ack-haired man with a beard peeked over the edge. "What the
hel | ?"

"W have a visitor,'

"Kid, this isn't a restaurant,'

the bl ond man sai d.
' the bearded man with the

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (70 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

shovel told her. He clinbed out of the hole and pulled a rag out
of his pocket. He used the rag to wipe the sweat off his brow.

"l don't eat nmuch," Savina said. "I'll pay for what | take."

"Put your noney away," the blond man said. "You can have sone
when it's done."

"Wley," the bearded man sai d.

"Ch relax. She's hungry, we can share sone food."

"Are you al one, kid?" asked the bearded man.

"Yes. "

"Are you sure?"

"Yes. "

"You're traveling pretty light."

Savi na nodded. "That's the way it turned out."

"Do you live out here?"

"For now, yes."

"Been out here | ong?"

Savi na shrugged. "A while."

The blond man was still smling. "You' re a runaway, aren't
you?"

Savi na began to feel defensive. "Not necessarily."

"Not necessarily?" The blond man | aughed.

"You |l ook like one," the bearded man said. "I'mthinking that
sonmeone wants you to |l ook |ike one."

"Who?" Savi na asked.

"Don't listen to him" the blond man said. He took off the
headset and stood up, putting the conputer on his chair. He
unf ol ded another chair and offered it to Savina. "My name's W/ ey
and his is Aaron. Here, sit. Go ahead."

"Thank you." She sat. "My nanme is Savina. |'mreally glad I
found you guys out here. What are you doi ng, canping?"

"Let's set some ground rules straight here," Aaron said. "You
don't ask us what we're doing here, and we won't ask you what
you' re doi ng here. Fair enough?"

"Sure. |'mhere for breakfast."

Wl ey | aughed. "You want sonething to drink? Got sonme rea
cow s mlk, not that bacteria stuff."

"Real cow s m|k?" Savina nmade a face.

"Everything else we've got is a little too strong for
breakfast, especially for soneone as young as you."

Savi na shrugged. "I'll try sonme cows mlk."

"I'"ll go get us sone. How about you, Aaron?"

"Don't let her in the tents."

"Yeah," WIley said. "You better wait here, Savina. Aaron, did
you want one or not."

"No. | want sone coffee."

"I't should be ready by now. 1'lIl take ny turn when | get
back." He wal ked of f under the trees toward one of the tents.

"What are you digging for?" Savina asked.

"None of your business."

"Ch, okay. Look, | don't care, | was just curious."

"Don't be curious. You're here for breakfast, that's all."

"Yes, absolutely." Savina eyed it, wishing it was done.

"Who are you working for?" Aaron asked her. He was wat ching
her closely for her reaction

"Nobody," Savina told him "I'm unenpl oyed. "

Aaron brushed dirt off his clothes, which were all black
Bl ack short sleeve shirt, black pants, black socks, black shoes.
He even had a black belt. For the first time she noticed he was
wearing a gun in a black holster. "Wat are you | ooking at?"

"You sure like the color black. You ought to wear |ight
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colors in the sunmmer, it's nmuch cooler."

"Yeah, | suppose."

"Why do you think I'mworking for sonmebody? You think I'ma
spy or sonethi ng?"

"That's what | was thinking."
"What are you doing that---- No, forget | said that. | don't
care."

Aaron eyed her silently.

Wley cane back with a tray of cups with a stand. He sat it
down in front of themand offered Savina the mlk. It also had
pl ates, knives and forks, and napkins. "Anmazing, you brought
civilization to the Depopul ated Zone."

"He's got to bring everything with him" Aaron grunbl ed,
taking his coffee.

"Certain things are nice to have, being that we're stuck out
inthe mddle of . . . well, out here. Yes, Savina, we're
canpi ng."

"Been out here | ong?"

"Longer than I'd like to think about.

"Do you know if there's an abandoned col |l ege up north?"

Wley's expression froze. He glanced at Aaron, then back to
her. Aaron said, "Wat about an abandoned col | ege?"

"I''m supposed to neet soneone there, but he didn't tell ne
where it was."

"Why didn't he tell you where it was?"

"He was, well . . . he was in a hurry."

"That's odd that soneone would tell you to neet themat an
ol d broken-down college and not tell you where it was." WIley
sipped his mlKk.

"Who are you supposed to neet there?" Aaron asked.

"A guy naned Danny Marauder."

" Mar auder !

"Hey, that was his nane."

"We know Marauder," Wley told her. "Really short guy with a
bal d head?"

"No, this guy was tall and had red hair and a beard." She
wat ched them as they gl anced at each other again. "He was with a
group of anarchists outside a euthanasia center. One was a wonan
named Evel yn Sunrunner. Do you know her?"

"This is too nmuch," Aaron said. "You stay there, Savina. If
you' re some sort of police probe you re getting yourself in a hel
of a lot of trouble." He wal ked over to one of the tents.

"What' s goi ng on?" Savina asked W1 ey.

"Don't worry. He's going to check on your story."

"You guys do know Danny, don't you?"

"Maybe. You haven't even tried your mlk. Go ahead, try it.
It's so nuch better than that mass-produced crap. Snmoother. Go on,
try it."

Savina took a sip. It had a funny animal taste to it, but she
thought that it could be her imagination. It was actually very
much like the mlk she was used to, but heavier, snoother --- just
like he'd said. As she drank it down Wley pulled the rabbit off
the spit and began cutting servings.

Aaron appeared out of the tent and wal ked toward him "She
checks out. They want us to keep her with us for now "

"Real | y?" WIley said, surprised.

"Who wants what ?" Savi na asked

"I just talked to Sunrunner at the enclave. She wants ne to
tell you that she's glad you nade it out here okay. She al so
thought you'd like to know that Danny got away fromthe drones."

"You have a phone out here?"
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"Yeah, in a way."

"Can | use it?"

"Uh, no," WIley said. "Here, eat your breakfast." He handed
her a plate.

"I want to get a nessage to soneone," Savina said. "He hel ped
me get away --- |'ve got to at least |let himknow |I'm okay."

Wl ey | ooked at Aaron. "Can we send a nessage?"

"G ve ne the nessage and the nunber and | can send it. But
it's going to be anonynous, so nake sure he'll know who its from
wi t hout you having to tell him"

"Just tell himl'mokay, that |I'mdoing okay, and | can't
wait to see himagain. He'll know who it's from" She gave Aaron
t he phone nunber, and Aaron went off to the tent to send it.

Savi na dug into her food, and when she was finished she was
handed a shovel and told to get down in the hole. "Wat am|
di ggi ng for?" she asked.

"Anything that's not dirt," Aaron told her. And that was all.

Savi na shrugged, and sent the bl ade inexpertly into the soil

18. HACKERS

It's those words again, Dodd thought. Here they cone.

"Al mghty Jesus, please help us in our tinme of need . . ." The
words left his lips feeling hollow, I|ike bubbles of vacuum He was
saying themin unison with Toby and his wife, their relatives, and
a trainload of their church friends. Dodd said the words exactly
the way everyone el se said them but the others sounded sincere to
hi m and he knew he was faking it.

Secrets and lies were foreign to Dodd, he was not skilled at
handling them He felt a niggling little guilt that told himhe
had betrayed his friend. It pestered himin the night when he was
trying to sleep, it caused himto bang his head agai nst walls when
no one was around to see. Right above his hairline was a nasty
bunp caused by a nasty nonent when he'd al nost convinced hinsel f
he'd done wong. It wasn't successful, Dodd still didn't regret it
--- he wanted Savina to have her baby --- but watching her father
worry and suffer nmade it very hard on Dodd

The prayer broke up after a silence, and then it was tinme for
nor e cooki es and punch. Dodd was up to his eyeballs in cookies and
punch, and excused hinself to go to the rest room Soneone had
beaten himto the downstairs one, so he went upstairs. Wen he was
t hrough, he stepped out into the hallway and into Savina's roomto
use her phone.

He di al ed his own honme nunber and waited, wanting to make
sure Sheila had eaten dinner. The phone rang and rang, and finally
Dodd' s house conputer answered to take a nessage. Dodd dialed in
an access code and got a conputer nmenu, chose the option "SNEAK A
PEEK" and activated the video pickup on the phone in his kitchen
The di nner he'd programed for Sheila had been prepared and was
sitting untouched in the warmer, drying out and hardeni ng. He
couldn't see the living roomfromany of the phones, but he could
hear the Travels nusic. Dodd gave up, exited out of "SNEAK A
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PEEK, " and brought up the nessages nenu.
MESSAGES: 00 MAIL: 01
He called the mail up onto the screen

TG Dodd Corely DATE: 6/5/42
FROM Sone Hunans SUBJECT: Your Friend

Soneone wants you to know that she is okay, she's
doing fine, and that she can't wait to see you
again. You're supposed to know who she is.

Beware the antichrist Al!

Dodd cut the connection and bl anked the screen. It would have been
just wonderful if Toby had wal ked in and saw that it bright yellow
|l etters. Dodd straightened up, stepping back fromthe phone. There
was just enough light in the roomto see the frills on the bed and
young femal e ni ck-knacks on little shelves and across Savina's
desk. She gave up everything she knows, he thought. She did it. Wy
God, how brave children can be.

Savina's not a child anynore, he thought. 1'Il be damed if |
don't admire her. She nade a decision and she stuck with it; she's
doi ng sonet hing she believes in despite the entire world.

Dodd smiled. He felt better now. It was good to know he
wasn't going through all this for nothing.

He | eft her room and wal ked downstairs. Another prayer was
going on; they were praying for the soul of the boy Greg, the one
who'd turned hinself in for raping Savina. "... nmay the Lord be
with himin his punishment, and guide himfromwong to right

Wiy did the kid turn hinself in? Dodd wondered, standing on
the side of the group and listening with what he hoped passed for
a respectfully bowed head. Did he think it would hel p Savi na?
Didn't Savina tell her parents that she wasn't raped? That's
right, she did, but Toby doesn't believe her

Dodd frowned. Sonebody's going to have to clue Toby in so
that he drops the charges. Its 17 years in an undersea prison for
the kid if he doesn't. But it can't be ne, he'll want to know how
I know. What can | tell hin? | can't tell himanything, as far as
he knows | only know what he's told ne.

I"mguilty of aiding and abetting a fugitive. If Toby found
out | helped Savina, he'd turn me in, press charges agai nst ne.
Savina's going to have to be the one to convince Toby.

Several nore prayers went by, and they all shared the Spirit
of Jesus in song, everybody except for Dodd, who felt left out. He
ended up | eaving before everyone el se, excusing hinmself to go hone
to feed Sheila. Toby understood, and shook his hand at the door

"I"'msure you're going to at |least hear fromhere any tine
now, " Dodd sai d. "Have you been checki ng your nessages or
anyt hi ng?"

"Constantly."

"I's that kid still scheduled for sentencing this week?"

"Yes. In a few days. W are pressing for the full penalty."

"A'l the way, huh?" Dodd said. He had intended on asking if
Toby was considering being | enient on the boy.

"What's wong? You don't think he deserves it, now?"

"He did turn hinmself in. | just thought that Jesus woul d want
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"Jesus will send himto hell,"
that boy did was a deadly sin."

Dodd nodded. "Yes. Well, |I'Il be praying that she cones back
to you. CGoodnight."

"And if you see your friend Marauder, you better have hi m get
hold of ne. | still think he hel ped Savi na get away."

Dodd froze. "Danny said that girl wasn't Savina, and that Bob
sai d sonmething to her that pissed himoff."

"I don't think so."

Dodd shrugged. "He's never lied to nme."

Toby gave Dodd a strange, suspicious |ook, but let it drop
"Goodni ght, Dodd. God be with you."

"And al so with you." Dodd shook Toby's hand awkwardly and
turned away, wal king down to the sidewal k and turning toward hone.

Toby said vehenently. "What

#

It was a hot afternoon, and Savi na had been wi thout a shower
for days now. No shower and no change of clothes . . . | bet
snel|l pretty ripe, she thought. So this is what it's like to be an
anarchist. No, pardon ne, a Mutualist. Anarchist is a termi nposed
upon us by ot hers.

She gri nned.

There was a nice spot al ong one of the canals not far away,
with a shade tree and sone bushes to provide a tiny bit of
privacy. It was better than being naked out in the w de-open. The
wat er was beautiful, so clear and cool, it nmade her fee
wonderful ; the only problemwas that the current was so strong she
had to constantly swmto stay in one place. If she stopped for a
monent she was pull ed dozens of yards downstream and had to swim
like hell to get back to her clothes.

Swi nm ng on her back, |ooking up at the large oak tree above
her, she saw a branch hangi ng out over the canal that would be
perfect to tie a rope to. If she had a rope hangi ng down,
especially with a large loop at the end, she could put it over her
arnms and just lie there with the water rushing under her

"Hell o, Savina." It was a worman's voi ce. Savi na | ooked over
to the bushes and saw the tall I|ndian wonan, Evelyn Sunrunner,
standing with a large bundle in her hands. "I brought you sone
clothes."

Savina couldn't pull her gaze away fromthe wonman's eyes.
They were |ike magnets. "Unh, thanks," she nuttered, forcing her
eyes away. She swamto the edge and carefully pulled herself up
the rough concrete.

"You're starting to get a little tummy,"” Evel yn said.

Savi na | ooked down at hersel f. Her stomach was poking out a
bit. "Wow, | hadn't noticed." She |aughed. "There's not nany
mrrors out here, and | haven't tried to squeeze into a pair of
pants for a while."

"Just wait until your last nonth," Evelyn said. She was
smling too.

"Have you had chil dren?"

"Ch, no. |I've got sisters upon sisters with children." She
handed Savina the clothes. "These are all real |oose, they should
fit you fine. I amjust passing through and | brought these for

you.
"Where are you goi ng?"
"l have business to attend to."
"You can't stay awhile? I've only got these two hackers to
talk to, and nost of what they say is gibberish to nme."
"I''"ll be back before long. Then you can cone with ne. Ch, and
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by the way, Dodd got your nessage and he's thinking about you.
have to go now. Take care, Savina."

"You tal ked to Dodd?" Savi na was excited.

Evel yn shook her head, a half-smile on her face as if Savina
was mi ssing sonething. "See you later," she said.

"Ch . . . okay. Bye."
Evel yn turned and wal ked away, back toward the city. You're a
little bit strange, Savina thought, but | like you. As if she'd

heard the thought, Evelyn turned and gave her one |l ast smile and
waved. Her eyes were intense, even in the casual expression. She
| eft Savina feeling funny. There was sonething about the wonan's
eyes, but Savina couldn't pin it down. Power, she thought. Power
eyes. It was alnost like they were Iit up with electricity.

The wonman di sappeared anong the oaks. Savi na | ooked down at
her new cl othes, which were nostly denim It all |ooked too heavy
for this sunmer afternoon heat --- Savina was burning up standing
in the shade with wet naked skin. She could imagi ne what she was
going to feel like with a denimskirt and a vest over a thick
cotton bl ouse. She spread the clothes out and found a long thin
pul | -over dress and chose that, putting it on, hoping it wasn't
see t hrough because she was not putting on anything el se, except
shoes. She gathered up her new wardrobe and nade her way back to
t he canp.

Wley saw her fromdown in the hole and came out, eyeing her
"I like it," he said, indicating the thin white dress.

"You can see right through it, can't you?"

"Wellirrrr .. . yes."

"No wonder you like it. I'Il put on sonething else if it
bot hers you."

"Doesn't bother me at all."

Aaron poked his head out of the hole. "Wwoa. Doesn't bother
me either.”

"Don't you guys get any ideas. |'mdressed |ike this because
of the tenperature of the air."

"I hope it goes up a few nore degrees," Aaron nunbl ed, then
di sappeared back into the earth. Wley was sitting on the edge,
grinning at her.

"If you don't stop, |I'mgoing to put sonething else on

"Il stop, I'll stop. Evelyn tells us you're pregnant.

Savina was ready to be angry. "I don't need you naking any
remar ks about that."

"Ch, I'mnot. | was just wondering why you didn't tell us.
hope the digging didn't hurt you or anything."

"No, just gave nme sore arns."

"Well, you're not doing any nore. |If you want, you can pul
out a cot and |lie down here in the shade."
"Way? I'mnot sick or anything, |I'mjust pregnhant.”

"You haven't been sick in the nornings?"

"Only a little. That doesn't happen to all wonen." There was
a strange light coming out of the hole, flaring. It lit up Wley's
face from bel ow, naking himlook like an old flat-filmnonster.

Bl ue snoke drifted up in a plune. "Wat's that?" she asked,
st eppi ng forward.

"Just a |l aser."

Savi na peered down into the hole, squinting. There was an
exposed length of thick cable that | ooked |ike a black pipe a foot
wi de. They had cl anped sonething on it where it was conpletely
exposed, and it was pulling a pencil |aser around the surface,
cutting into it. "Wat's it doing?"

"Cutting off the insulation. W have to get to the fiber
optics wthout danaging them so the laser is only cutting down to
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the surface of the optics."

"Who's cable is that, anyway?"

"Remenber, this is a secret."

"I'"'mone of you now, renenber?"

"Ch, tell her, Wley," Aaron said w thout |ooking up. He was
facing the cable with a pair of goggles held up to his eyes.

Wl ey | ooked down at himin anusenent. "That was a
one- hundred-ei ghty degree turn of the heart there, Aaron."

"I like the way she | ooks in the dress,"” Aaron nunbl ed.

W ey | aughed.

Savina stared at Wley for a few silent seconds. "Well? Are
you going to tell me or not?"

"You can't tell anyone about this, Savina. It's very
important that you don't tell anyone, even your friend Dodd."

"I won't tell anyone at all. I'Il forget the nonment you tel
it tonme."

"Ckay. This line down here," he said, pointing at it, "this
is the secure line for data comunications between La-La Land and
Sacranment o, owned by the United States Food and Materials
Corporation. This is an A-1 priority secure line."

"Ch, so you're going to sell stolen information."

"No. We're tapping into it because it's the line JTV uses to
send backup infornation between their two big nainfrane
conputers.”

"JTV? Wiy are you guys interested in then?"

Aaron | ooked up, smiling evilly. "We're tapping their hotline
to God." He and W1 ey | aughed.

Savina didn't know if she should believe themor not. Finally
she decided it didn't natter, if they weren't going to tell her
the truth it was fine with her. It had nothing to do with her
anyway. "Are you tapped in now?" she said.

"No, we're just preparing it. If we tapped in now they'd know
it. If they catch us doing this, well, uh . . . we'd be init up
to our necks."

"Right to jail, huh?"

"Jail, nothing," Aaron said, |looking up at her. "They'd just
kill us and bury us in this hole."

She | ooked at Wley. H's expression was serious. "They'd kil
you for this?"

Wl ey nodded. "And you too."

"JTV kills peopl e?"

"No, Savina, not JTV. The USFMC --- they control JTV."

Savi na | ooked back and forth between them They were serious.
"How do you know all this?"

"Have you ever heard of CoGen?" Wley said. "Your friend
Dodd, if he was in the war |like you say, with Danny, he'd have
heard of it. It was the Al programthat controlled the bonbardnent
fromorbit. Well, Aaron and | wote the basic engine of that
program and Aaron designed a | ot of the hardware."

"What does that have to do with any of this?"

"We know t he USFMC conputer network inside and out," WIey
said. "And we happen to know CoGen is still alive."

"Yeah," Aaron said, "but he's got a new job." The two of them
found this very funny, and | aughed as Savina stared at themin
bewi | der ment .
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19. 230,000 VOLTS

There were two groups of anarchists at the Euthanasia Center
toni ght, one com ng and one going. It was |like a shift change at
wor k. Dodd had been watching themfor fifteen mnutes and hadn't
seen a sign of Danny or anyone he'd ever seen with Danny. He was
hoping to at least run into the Indian woman. The only woman in
this group was thick and short, and | ooked nmean; it definitely
wasn't the I ndian.

Savi na hadn't contacted her father at all yet, and Dodd
hadn't received any nore nmessages. Today at work he'd decided to
come out here and try to get word to her about Greg. In the back
of his mnd, he was hoping he would get to see her. This didn't
seem | i kel y.

The anarchi sts had spotted himand knew he was wat chi ng; they
gave the occasi onal suspicious gl ance, eyes betrayi ng subdued
hostility. This was not the way they usually reacted to people, it
was |ike they suddenly had sonething to hide, like they had an
eneny. You're not supposed to act like this, Dodd thought.
Anarchists are friendly people who are disillusioned. You' re out
to save the world. Why are you paranoid now?

The sl ogan ran through his m nd: BEWARE THE ANTICHRI ST Al! Is
it this Second Com ng? he wondered. Has that got themall upset?
Well, it sure has knocked ny world around.

The two groups lingered together, talking, then the off-shift
abruptly wal ked away, heading west. Wiy am | waiting? Dodd
thought. You're not afraid of them are you? Dodd got up fromthe
bench he'd been sitting at and crossed the street, wearing what he
hoped was a friendly expression. He wal ked right up to the group
standing in front of the Euthanasia Center and to his surprise
they inmredi ately surrounded him

"Hey," he said, "easy, don't look at ne like this. My nane is
Dodd Corely, I'"'ma friend of Danny Marauder."

"Who?" a tall blond kid around 22 - 23 years old asked him
He had a five o' clock shadow and his hair was thick and | ong, and
a bit tangled. "W don't know any Danny Marauder."

"He | ooks like a Narco," said one from behind Dodd.

"I"'mnot a policeman," Dodd said. "I'"'ma war vet, | drive a
forklift. I'mjust looking for a friend of mne who was here the
ot her day."

"You nmean he went in there?" the blond kid said, pointing
toward the Center's doors. "I don't think you'll be seeing him

again."

"No, he was out here. He's an anarchist. Cone on, you guys
know Danny Marauder."

"I"'mafraid we don't, Narco."

"l just need to get a nessage to him"

"Can't help you."

Dodd turned around, trying to look in all their eyes. They
really had hi m surrounded. "Conme on, one of you has to know him
He hel ped a girl named Savina to get away from here Tuesday | ast
week. | need Danny or soneone to pass a nessage through to
Savi na. "

"Do we | ook like mailnmen?" one of them said.

"Yeah, Narco," said another. "Go use a termnal."

"Look, her parents are pressing charges agai nst her boyfriend
for rape, and if she can't at least call to convince her parents
that he's innocent he's going to remain in jail."
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"The Narco thinks he's clever," said the blond kid.

"I told you, I"'mnot a----"

"Nobody but a Narco cones out to a Euthanasia Center to ask
an anarchist a favor!" the kid shouted at him He placed an odd
enphasis on the word anarchi st. Dodd cursed hinself, he was using
t he wong word.

"I"'msorry," he said. "My nmistake. |I'mnot asking any
anarchist for any favors. | am asking a Miutualist a favor
pl ease, get this nessage through." He | ooked the bl ond kid
straight in the eyes, pleading with him The kid's expression of
al oof hostility didn't waiver. He flexed his |ong nuscles and nade
his shirt change shapes

"Goodbye, Narco," the bl ond said.

"Li sten, cone on now---" Dodd was cut off as they rushed
hi m

He swung out in reflex but hit nothing. Two dozen hands had
him holding himtight, pulling himand pushing himalong, his
feet several inches off the ground. It was a ni ghtmare sensation,
paral ysed by strong grips and noving al ong wi thout wal ki ng, caught
inan irresistible force. They tw sted one armto near breaking to
stop his struggling. "Over here," he heard one of them say. They
wer e taking himaround the building, down the sane alley where
he'd found Savina. He saw the black lid to the black dunpster
swi ng up and down, and he was propelled up and down into reans of
shredded paper. A lid slamed over his head. There was the
slide-clunk sound of a bolt being thrown. Wth a sense of
unbel i eving horror Dodd realized they had | ocked himin the sane
trash dunpster Savina had been hiding in over a week before.
Locked in! He yelled in panic, pushing up on the Iid and yelling,
but the Iid would only Iift about an inch. "Hey! Hey wait! Goddam
you, listen to nme! Cone back here! Hey!" His yelling becane nore
frantic and his | anguage deteriorated to the vilest curses he
knew.

He stopped, regaining control of hinself. Al was silent. The

group was gone. |I'min here for the night, he realized. Angry
agai n he began pounding on the side with his fists and ki cking
with his feet, banging it like a drum After 30 minutes still no

one had heard him He propped the lid open with wadded shreddi ngs
so that he could get sone fresh air, and then twi sted about to
make hinsel f confortable, thinking he might as well relax. Al
this, he thought, just because |'mtrying to do sone kid | don't
even know a favor. So nuch for bleeding hearts, he thought. So
much for the brotherhood of nan.

#

Using a faked | dex Danny had showed up at the United States
Food and Materials Corporation Annex in the heart of Sacramento
and had checked out a delivery truck. He was surprised by how easy
it had been; he had thought this would be the hard part. Security
was | ax, depending too rmuch upon software to detect things out of
the ordinary. If | worked here things would be different, Danny
t hought, driving out of the Annex yard with a big grin on his
face.

He drove to an ol d warehouse and backed the truck up to a
| oadi ng dock. No one had paid any attention, not even thinking
that the warehouse was abandoned and that the people | oading the
truck were "anarchists" --- they were in costunme, normal clean
clothes --- and no one even suspected that the |arge
techni cal -1 ooki ng pi ece of equi pment they were | oading was a
hand- wr apped superconducti ng EMP cannon. It wei ghed about a ton,
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and | ooked |ike an anonynous piece of factory equi pnment. Danny
grinned.

He drove around all day, aimessly wandering, then around
quitting tine for the boys and girls at the Annex he returned to
check in the truck. He sweated here, praying they didn't check in
back. No, they didn't even think of it. They will from now on,
Danny thought happily as he parked the truck in a space where the
tail end nore or less pointed toward the 50 story USFMC buil di ng
across the street. Hello JTV, he thought. |'ve got a surprise for
you.

There was no one in sight as he clinbed out of the truck and
hooked the recharge cable up. Not even the security Al would be
able to see that the recharge connection had been rewired to send
the current to the device inside. Regardless, Danny's heart was
beating like a nad drumer, a beat-feet nusician who'd had too
much Mataphin. For a nonent it felt Iike his heart beats were
ringing like pistol shots, KaPow KaPow KaPow! He opened the back
of the truck just w de enough so that he could craw in, and this
for sure woul d cause a security Al to flash a indicator to sone
guard . . . if, of course, a security Al were watching him Danny
had seen no obvi ous video pickup within his sight. He | ocked the
door shut and wait ed.

No guards cane.

He set the alarmon his watch and tried to get a few hours
sleep. Images drifted up to him imges that had haunted him for
years. The deep purple flashes that he was never sure was actua
light or just sonme strange after-inmage of sonething he couldn't

see . . . the ruined villages, the dead people, the dead aninals,
the dead trees, the dead ants stopped in their tracks at the
entrance to their dead ant hill. Danny renmenbered the propaganda
and the real thing, and the difference between the two whi ch had
twi sted his soul out of shape, nearly killing it, forever
crippling it.

Unl i ke Dodd, Danny had seen action. One firefight. The eneny
had been armed with vintage Arabian nachine guns that did nothing
but jam Danny and his Sergeant had w ped out the entire eneny
squad with five blasts fromtheir rifles. One of the eneny,
nmortal |y wounded, managed to hit Danny in the armwi th a rock

It wasn't a world war. It wasn't even a war agai nst nations.
It was a Bank action, a foreclosure on a |oan. The entire South
America Coalition, buried under the inpossible debt owed to the
wor | d banks, banded together and declared their debts null and
voi d. The gl obal economy coll apsed. The United Nations were angry
--- the world as they knew it was ending. Strike back, they said.
The worl d banks and corporations said, Foreclose! Repossess!
Russi a made verbal protests yet sent aid to American troops
I nternational conglonerates acquired tracts of |and equal in size
to nost European nations, including Russia's NCCTZ Corp., and al
this made possible by the grace of America's Freedom O Busi ness
| aws. For once everyone was working together to save humanity, but
at the price . . . no, they didn't acknow edge it, nobody
acknow edged it, and nobody really knew except for those pour
soul s who'd actually been there when it happened, and for those
pour souls to which it had happened.

Danny dozed for a while, then his alarmwent off. It was
10: 00 PM He touched a button on the side, silencing it, then said
goodbye to it. He threw a switch and the EMP cannon began a
relatively | ow power emnmission, warnming itself up and conveniently
scranbling all the security nmonitors within the Annex --- or so
Danny hoped. That's what they told himit should do, anyway. He
unl ocked the door and slid it open, junping out and wal ki ng

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (80 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

qui ckly across the yard to the Annex itself. There was a buzzing
sound, and the | arge doubl e-wi de doors to the mechanic's garage
were going thud-thud as the | ocks opened and cl osed to the beat of
a EMP-effected circuit. Danny | ooked at his watch; it was flashing
and scrolling a parade of garbage characters

He had a lock-pick kit in his pocket he didn't need. He
wai ted for the door lock to thud open and then pulled it up before
it locked again. The door slid up into the wall, and Danny
ent er ed.

The recharge systemfor the delivery truck fleet was to his
left. It was little nore than a | arge transforner hooked to the
buil ding's fusion generator. Danny quickly undid the w ngnuts
hol di ng down the panel and then shut the system down. A | oop of
heat - resi st ant super conducti ng cabl e hung around his neck; he
renoved it, cut it into a straight length, and then short
circuited the charge cable leading to his truck with nmain |ine
vol tage straight fromthe fusion generator. He | ooked at the large
switch that would send the current down the line, and thought, |I'm
not throwing that with ny bare hands. He had to hurry because now
that no power was going to the EMP cannon, sone or all of the
security nonitors mght be working. Sonmewhere in the distance he
heard a bell ringing. He | ooked around the garage for a broom or
anything that had a | ong wooden handl e. There was not hi ng.

I can't throw that switch with ny bare hands, he thought
agai n.

Ri ght beside himwas a folding plastic chair. Yes, he
t hought, you will work. He folded it up and placed one | eg agai nst
the switch, ready to push it down. He closed his eyes. He took
deep breaths. Wen 230,000 volts arced down that |ine and hit that
cannon, it was going to be one hell of a show.

He opened his eyes and checked to nake sure the |l eg of the
chair was in firmposition to push down on the switch. It was, al
he had to was push down on the chair. Danny cl osed his eyes again,
took a few nore deep breaths. The bell was still ringing in the
di stance, and he thought he could make out shouting voices. He
took another deep breath, and once nore peeked to nmake sure the
chair leg was positioned right. Christ, he thought, just do it.
Just DOit.

kay. He put his free hand over his closed eyes. The chair
was light in his other hand. He gripped it tightly, and pushed
down.

There was lightning in the room he sawit as a bright red
flash through his hand and cl osed eyelids. The building rang, the
met al bending and twi sting. Plaster rained down on himin sudden
darkness. He felt it hitting himand wondered what it was. He was
di zzy and vaguel y nauseous.

Danny wandered out of the garage in a daze, |ooking up into
the night sky and seeing stars. Al the yard lights were off. Al
the lights in the skyscraper across the street were off. The only
lights in sight were the nerry flames flickering up fromthe
burning delivery truck. It was warped all out of shape, like a toy
made from wet clay, bent, tw sted and conpressed.

Danny was i npressed.

Fighting his way out of the daze, he wal ked quickly then
broke into a run, heading for the inner fence which, he hoped, was
not electrified. He junped, grabbed the edge at the top and swing
hi nsel f over and dropped to the ground on the other side. He
| anded on his left leg at a wong angle and it coll apsed under
him |1'mnot young anynore, Danny thought, |landing on his butt. He
sat there a nonent, dealing wth pain.
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The fence nade a snapping, sizzling sound. Lights started
blinking on. Danny stood up and fell back down again, half because
of his leg and half because he was dizzy. He tried again,
unconsciously reaching for the electric fence for support.
Real i zi ng what he was doing at the |ast nonment, he pulled his hand
back and let hinself fall over again. Danny rolled away fromthe
fence and tried one nore tine.

The shouting he'd been hearing was getting | oud now Danny
made it to his feet and linped over to the outer wall, which was
tall and made of brick. Running feet pounded the cement on the
other side. Gates were being pulled open by hand, and nen and
worren in uniformwere rushing into the annex yard. They headed for
the fire equi pment.

Trying to be inconspi cuous, Danny junped up and caught the
edge of the brick wall, pulling hinself up and peering over the
edge. People were com ng out of the building across the street
like a swarm of nmad bees. Danny pulled hinself over, sw ngi ng down
and hangi ng a nonent before dropping. He | anded on his good |eg
and started |inping away.

A hand grabbed himby the arm "Hold it!"

Danny suppressed his reflex to strike out. "There's a fire!"
he sai d.

"What were you doing on the wall?" It was a uniforned
security guard with dark features, frightened eyes

"There's a fire! Listen, there's a fire, what do you want ne
to do, burn up?"

"Afire?"

"See the snmoke! A fire!" Danny pointed.

"Ch, okay, sorry." The guard ran off to help fight the fire.

Danny |inped away.

#

Wley had his laptop sitting on his knees, screen open and
di splaying a page in the USFMC online distribution catal og. The
page was titled: SILICON GARBAGE BAGS, Unit Prices and Sizes, and
had a |list of figures bel ow Aaron and Savi na sat on each side of
himin folding chairs, watching the screen. They were silent,
waiting. A noth flew around in the tent, banging again and again
into their lantern.

"Wbul d soneone pl ease kill that bug?" WIley said.

Suddenly the screen on his little | aptop conputer filled with
garbage; junbled letters, nunbers, and synbols in no pattern
what soever. W/ ey keyed a couple tinmes, and the screen cleared
then filled again.

"I's that here or there?" Aaron asked.

"It's not us. It's coming in over the link."

"That's it, then. He set it off."

"Ckay, let's cut."

"What happened?” Savi na asked. "Wat did Danny do?"

"He scranbled the Sacranento mainfrane so that we can tap
into the data line while they're too busy to notice." WIley tapped
on the | aptop's keyboard. "Okay, your programis up, Aaron. It's
now or naught."

"Now. Let's do it."

"Ckay." WIley set the program running.

Savi na wat ched, waiting. Nothing seened to be happening. "Is
it working?"

"W don't know yet," WIley said. "The tapper has to warmthe
optic cable to a certain tenperature before it splices in. It has
to warmup, cut through with the negalink, and bond itself w thout
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screwing up the alignnment of the individual fibers. That's
fifty-thousand fibers at least. If just one of themgets so out of
alignment that the megalink can't burn a channel through, they'l
not only be able to tell their Iine is conpronised, but they'l

al so know exactly where we are."

"In other words, if this doesn't work we have to get out of
here fast," Aaron told her

"When will we know?" Savina asked.

Aaron glanced at Wley. "Good question."

"Yeah," Wley said. "And one we've been asking ourselves for
quite sonme tinme now." He glanced at the screen, and pointed out
bl i nking words to Savina. "It's burning channels through now This
is going to take about ten mnutes. JTV in LalLa Land is trying to
reestablish contact with Sacranento but Sacramento is down. |f Sac
goes back online before the nmegalink is done they m ght know we're
here. Orr . . . they might think they' re still having trouble
because of Sac's problem"”

"W want themto think the EMP blast in Sacranento was a
terrorist attack," Aaron told her. "W don't know if they'l
assume that or not."

Savina didn't ask what an EMP bl ast was --- it sounded awful
"What el se would they think it is?"

"A diversion, which it was."

"I'n which case,"” Wley said, "they' |l be |ooking for exactly
this kind of thing."

"Ch." Savina was begi nning to understand.

M nutes passed. W/l ey, watching the screen, said, "Uh-oh."

"Sac's back?" Aaron said.

"Yes. They recovered fast. Qur Al kicked in."

"You guys have an Al ?" Savi ha asked.

"Smal | one, not conscious. It's for programm ng, nostly.
Right nowit's attenpting to sinulate a out-phasing."

"A what ?"

"It's trying to convince LaLa and Sac that they're stil
havi ng problens." He | ooked tense. So did Aaron

"Savi na, we've got a job for you," Aaron said. He notioned
for her to follow

They stepped outside the tent and wal ked by starlight to the
j eep. He opened the back hatch and rummaged around, pulling out a
pair of military-grade spotters. He held themout to her by the
strap.

Savi na took them put the strap around her neck. "What should
I look for?"

"Anyt hing. Anything that's coming toward us at all. Can you
clinmb one of these oak trees?"

"Sure."

"Okay, be careful. Let us know if you see anything."

Savi na nodded, and watched as he turned and wal ked toward the
tent. He assunes | know how to use these, she thought, holding the
spotters. Maybe it's because | didn't ask? She liked their feel,
they were light and fit her grip; she turned themon and put them
up to her eyes, looking toward the stars. The stars were so bright
it was startling. The spotters began picking out the man-nade
objects it could identify, and | ocked in on certain ones so that
when her hands wavered it held the image true and steady. One
i mge changed froma star to an oblong sliver object. d ow ng
letters identified it as an O Neal cylinder. Jeeze, she thought,
this one's a |lot nore powerful than Dad's.

Savi na clinmbed one of the bigger oaks near the tent, pulling
hersel f up branch by branch until she was up near the top and
clear of nobst of the |leaves. Putting the spotters to her eyes she
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| ooked to the north, toward Zone Sacranento. She saw a pretty view
of distant lights, but nothing was coming at them The lights
sparkl ed and shimered |ike candl e flanes.

She | ooked to the west, toward her hone zone, and thought
about Dodd. Sonewhere out there on all those |lights was Dodd' s
apartnent building. One of those lights is the street light in
front on his corner. |I'msending you a psychic nessage, she
t hought. Can you hear me? | hope so! | |ove you

She smled. Ch the thoughts |I've been thinking about you. You
woul d be shocked!

She | ooked to the south, scanning slowy. The spotter picked
out all noving objects with brackets, indicated the direction of
travel and, occasionally, identified the actual object. A whole
cluster of objects flashed. It indicated they were com ng dead-on

Wley called up to her. "You can conme down now," he said
happily. "The tap is conplete and they didn't notice a thing."

Savina told himabout the lights. "There's five of them and
they're coming at over Mach four."

Wley cursed and started yelling for Aaron. Savina continued
to watch. In the enhanced view she coul d see anmazing details. A
new readout in red stated "ETA 00:03: 47" and was counting down.
She yelled out the new information, which agitated the two hackers
even nore. Aaron was starting up the jeep as Wley threw equi pnent
intoit. It sputtered and rattled for a nonment, then settled down
to a | ow runbl e.

"Has it identified then?" WIley yelled up

"It says, 'CT-969 Mlitary transport and four Spinner 522
wi ngl ess fighters.'"

"Holy shit! Savina, get down here, we've got to be out of
here now "

Savi na began her clinb down. She was frightened, but there
was no sense of panic. She grasped every linb and nade every
foothold secure, being careful, keeping in mnd that a fall m ght
not kill her but could easily abort her child. There was a
tightness in her stomach and el ectricity running through her
veins, and it felt good. Four Spinner fighters would be strafing
this area and troops woul d be droppi ng by parachute, and she had
less than 3 mnutes to get away. |'m having fun, she thought. This
is fun. She couldn't believe it.

She dropped fromthe last |linb and | anded lightly, then ran
and junped into the jeep. The jeep tore off to the west, heading
for nore cover. Two minutes later they pulled to the lee of a
gutted house and stopped. WIley took the spotters from Savi na and
j unped out.

"Are we safe, here?" Savina asked.

"Not really," Aaron said. "They can track us by the warnth of
our tire tracks. It's just that they'd be less likely to strafe an
area this close to the city."

"I see '"em" Wley said. "They're not slow ng. They're not
| osing altitude."

"Are you sure?"

"I'"msure about that. Who knows what they plan on. They coul d
drop a bonb for all we know "

"We're not out of range of a purple.”

"They woul dn't drop a purple around here,
way. Al the damage to the crops? They wouldn't do it.
the spotters, wal king back to the jeep. He was smling.

"What ?" Savi na said

"We're stupid. We're sitting on a straight |ine between LalLa
Land and Sacranento. They passed right by, heading for Sacranento.

" Wley said. "No
" He | owered
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We're paranoid idiots."
"Better than dead paranoid idiots," Aaron said, then | aughed.

Wley got back in. "Well, | guess we can celebrate now " He
turned to Savina. "If you think it's okay for your little one,
we'll pop a bottle of chanpagne."

"I think the baby could handle a little," Savina said. "Just
asip."
Aaron turned the jeep around and they headed back

#

There was a |loud clunk and Dodd awoke with a start. There was
light but all he could see was sonething black, and his eyes
woul dn't focus on it. The black opened |like a giant door and Dodd
was | ooking at blue sky. Orange punk-resurrection style hair and a
ol d rough-hewn face eclipsed the sky, staring down at him

"Get out of there!" the man yelled indignantly. He was
dressed in a union janitor's junpsuit.

"Uh, yeah," Dodd said, clinbing out. Hi s nuscles were al
stiff. He felt like he was dreanming. "Thank you," he nuttered.

"I was about to throw a ton of trash in on you, you nut."
"Thanks again," Dodd said, to the janitor's disgust. He
wander ed away | ooki ng delirious, searching for a phone to call in

sick to work.

20. LAST DAY

This is it, Saul was thinking. This is the |ast day. He had
to keep telling hinself this.

Saul had the feeling he was spinning out of control. It was a
strong physical sensation, alnost strong enough for himto doubt
his eyes which were telling himhe was traveling in a straight
line. The ball rolled in front of him bouncing grimy al ong,
being controlled by his crew. They controlled his floating chair
as well. 1'd hate to think what would happen if | had to contro
it, he thought. | would send nyself spinning into a tree.

A cable ran down fromthe socket in his skull to a fortune's
worth of cephalic hardware on board the chair. H's crew nonitored
the i mages being recorded. Just as people needed a waking life to
inspire dreans, the Travels animator Al's had to have raw i nages
to build the broadcast; Saul was using experinental techniques to
raise the AHL in his raw images so that it would be super-fuel for
the Al's. Mre and nore he found he had to do things hinself
because no one el se woul d do.

I"mnot spinning, he told hinself firmy. | amnot.

He was holding on to the arns of the flying chair with a
death grip, his mouth set in a grimce. He was starting to
hal | uci nate. Cccasionally he woul d catch a glinpse of an enornous
chasmoff in the ocean, the water pouring down into mst . . . or
it would be right on the other side of a grove of trees, a red
gaping hole mles across and mles across. The breeze that tossed
his thinning hair went unnoticed, along with the shout of the
seagul | s and the crash of the ocean waves. He took sl ow, deep
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breaths; patient breaths. He was sweating in streans.

He coul d see the edge of the chasm comning closer. He was
crawming toward it |ike an ant approaching the Grand Canyon. The
force of all his superiors at Telcron Systens was at his back, al
the board menbers and advertisers, all pushing himforward. The
ground at the edge of the chasmwas suddenly crunbling at his
feet, he could feel it. He could | ook down and see it. There was
no way to avoi d going over; he already was over. He reached out
and grabbed for sonething, anything . . . he caught the edge and
hel d on.

Hi s crew watched the inmages with anmazenent. The sphere was
runni ng al ong the edge of a bottom ess canyon, al nbst tunbling
over . . . but not quite. An angled rock here, an outcropping
there . . . just when it looked like it was going over it would
bounce away. The AHL readi ng was high on the scale. Wat an
i magi nati on Saul had! What a master of the Mtaphin! Watching the
raw i mage comng in they failed to hear his mournful cries for
hel p.

Al that was |eft between himand the fall was one weak,
tenuous grasp on the bare face of the rock. The drop spread out
underneath himvividly, all Arizona reds and greys, old sandstone
bluffs and arid dry sand. The sweat from his hand was making it

sl i ppery.
Just do it, he thought. Push yourself off with a yell. Let
go, let yourself fly. Then you'll have all the weight of the push

behind you. Everything will be behind you. You can do it, just |et
yoursel f. Conme on, if you can let yourself go over then you can
| et yourself do anything. Just do it. Just let go.

Saul held on anyway. He hel d on despite what he was telling
hi nsel f. One tenuous grasp held him and he clung.

Hi s crew watched as the AHL went up yet another digit.

Saul gripped his chair, kept his eyes open, and kept up his

sl ow, even breathing. This was killing him he could feel it. The
chasm gaped |i ke an open nouth ready to swallow him He hung on,
desperate, knowing full well it was futile. Howin the hell can

keep this up? he thought.

Easy. Let go.

I'"mjust one person, dam it! How can | conpete with Jesus
Christ? How can | make Hi s followers abandon H n? To themHe is
God! Whio am1? | ama snmall and unhappy man who has burned his
brain with drugs, who has produced nutant offspring, who has | ost
his wife to another worman --- who has placed hinself in a position
where he must do sonething that he can not do.

You can do it. You can do it if you let go.

I can not!

You have no choi ce.

I will fight it to the end, he thought, and willed hinself
back over the lip of the chasm back onto flat ground.

The Travel s sphere went bouncing off away fromthe chasm off
onto a flat, featureless plain. The rolling slowed but did not
stop; it rolled on, lost, tired. Saul's crew watched in dismay ---
the image had nothing to do with the reality, had nothing to do
with the ball they were controlling for Saul's eyes. The AHL neter
dropped to al nost zero. Saul's eyes were closed; he'd fallen
asl eep.

"Saul ? Saul ?"

Saul opened his eyes. A voice was calling his name fromthe
armrest. He touched a panel and said, "Wat?"

"Way don't we call it a day, Saul. W' ve got sone fantastic
mat eri al, best stuff anyone here's ever seen. We're all tired, and
we know you nust be. We're going on twelve hours now. "
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"No," Saul said. "No, not yet. Gve ne a mnute, |I'll get
back on track." Just today, he told hinself. | only have to get
through today. This is the | ast day before Jesus cones, he'll be

here t onorrow

Saul pulled a Mataphin di spenser out of a pouch on his
harness. Hol d back, he told hinself, and was proud that he only
took two. He could feel hinself spinning again, careening out of
control toward the edge. He dug in, held on. Rocks fell away under
his feet. It can't be Jesus, he told hinself. The only reason |I'm
thinking he's real is because of the pressure. It's the pressure
that's getting ne.

There woul d be no pressure, his own voice said in his ear
There woul d be no pressure if you let go.

SHUT UP!

The crew heard it this time, his fearful, angry cry. They
| ooked up, watching himsadly. After a nonent they returned to
their work, guiding the ball and Saul's chair, processing the raw
i mges. The AHL began clinbing again. Saul was back on track. It
was amazing, they didn't know how he could do it. Those that
really understood what it took to get inmages this dense froma
human mind regarded himwith a m xture of reverence and horror

Finally, three hours after sunset, Saul and the crew
finished. Now Saul had to take all they had produced back to
Tel cron and hover over the technicians and their conputers while
the animator Al's processed it for broadcast. By tonorrow it woul d
be on the air, and Saul would know by noon whether or not he had
acconpl i shed his task.

21. FIRST DAY

Dodd stepped outside into the norning air, standing in front
of the door and letting it close behind him He took a deep breath
and faced the norning as if it were a thing in front of himto
contenpl ate. Nothing down at the plant had Ied himto believe he
had the day off today, even if the Second Com ng did occur. He had
al ways worked alternating Sundays, it was part of his origina
contract. Unless Jesus Hi nself changed things Dodd figured this
woul d continue as al ways.

If Jesus really does cone, he thought, today could be the end
of the world. This nade the day seem physically different to Dodd
as he strode at his nornal pace toward the subway term nal. The
air around himseened charged, as if there were going to be a
lightning storm The norning sunlight seened different; the |light
was richer, nore golden. There was not a cloud in sight.

The streets and wal kways were nuch qui eter today than usual,
even for a Sunday. There were only a few other people at the
station, one a young wonman. From behi nd she | ooked |i ke Savi na.
She turned and gl anced at him she was ol der than he'd thought, at
|l east in her md-twenties. She smiled at himand then shyly turned
away.

Dodd wondered about Savi na. Were was she? WAs she with
Danny? Was she with the Indian worman? He hoped to God she was
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still okay. He hadn't heard anything since that anonynous nessage.
He found hinself m ssing her

I hope your baby is beautiful and perfect, he thought. He
tried to picture it in his nmind, and for some reason it | ooked a
little like himself. On Savina's face was that big wide grin of
hers, proud of the child, holding it casually and then | ooking up
at Dodd.

Dodd quickly put it out of his mnd, thinking of sonething
el se.

Wiile waiting for the train, Dodd struck up a conversation
with the woman who had rem nded hi m of Savi na. No, she told him
she wasn't sure she believed Jesus was coning back. It was too
convenient, she said. It was all happening during a period where
JTV' s ratings had fallen to an all-tine | ow

"Where'd you hear this?" he asked.

"The Politico Network," she told him Her voice was sweet and

soft.

Dodd nodded, his expression thoughtful. "Do you ever watch
Travel s?"

"No. "

"Have you ever?"

The wonman shook her head. By her expression it seened she
consi dered Travel s beneath her. "I hardly ever watch television,"
she said. "I read. And if | do watch television, it's either the

free speech programon Politico, or sonme of their editorial hours,
or pornography on one of the broadcast networks." Wth the |ast
conment came a teasing smle; then she was off, her train had
conme, and she stepped aboard and it rushed away.

Dodd | ooked around, his hands in his pockets. He was now t he
only one in the subway station. This had never happened to him
before, not even during the rare occasions when he was getting off
the train in the mddle of the night. Wen his train canme hissing
out of the tunnel Dodd was startled. It buzzed to a halt in front
of himand he stared at it with no desire to get on. The doors
slid open, beckoni ng.

I could call in sick again, Dodd thought. | can just go hone
and call in sick. But then I'd have to fight with Sheila to gain
control of the television . . . hell, 1'd rather go to work.

The doors renmi ned open, waiting. They woul d cl ose any second
now, he had to nake a decision. He thought that he could go
sonewhere ot her than his apartnent and watch the Second Coni ng,
but that thought nmade himmad, he told hinself that he was NOT
going to mss a day at work just so he could watch a goddam TV
show. He put one foot forward, followed by the other, forcing
hinself to enter the subway car before the doors closed. The doors
closed right after he got on, as if they were waiting specifically
for him The train hissed, and made a clicking sound. It snelled
freshly-cl eaned, even antiseptic. Dodd | ooked up and down the car,
not knowi ng what to think. He was the only one aboard. Wth a
gentl e nudge it began noving, gaining velocity, rushing on out of
the enpty station and into the black of the tunnel. Dodd had an
eerie feeling that he shouldn't have boarded.

He wal ked slowmy down the blue-carpeted aisle to the rear end
of the car and peered through the glass doors into the next. It,
too, was enpty. He opened the separating doors and stepped
t hrough, hearing for a nmonment the outside rush of air. He wal ked
swiftly though the next car to the trailing end and peered through
the glass doors into the last car on the train.

Enpty.

Nervous, Dodd nmade his way forward, going fromcar to car,
until he was in the front right behind the robot engine. He was
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the only person on the train. The only one. This had never
happened to himin his life.

There was a | ong, |ow beep over the | oudspeakers, and the
onboard conputer announced the next stop. Holding on to the
railing as it decelerated toward the next station, Dodd watched
the wi ndows, |ooking for sonething, anything. The red-tiled
station slid into view The train canme to a stop and opened its
doors. Dodd could see no one in the station, and no one boarded
the train.

Nobody is out there, he thought, amazed. Bits and pi eces of
his King Janmes Bible cane to him and he fought it because it
scared him The Rapture. The Rapture which was not included in the
United Church Bible, but here it was. The Rapture which took al
those who were faithful to God away fromthe Earth to spare them
fromwhat was to follow. They would disappear into thin air, and
then the world would end. The Earth would stop turning, the sun
woul d be blotted fromthe sky. The stars would fall from heaven
The air would turn to poi son. Those who were |left would suffer
beyond their worst nightrmares, and then God woul d conme to judge
t hem

It's happening, Dodd thought. It's really happening.

And I'mstill here.

There was a hissing and a click as the train doors closed,
and the train pulled out of the station and back into the darkness
of the tunnel. Dodd | ooked away fromthe window. He felt like he
was living a nightmare. | shouldn't have gotten on this train, he
t hought. Sonehow | failed God. | went to work instead of watching
for Hmto arrive . .

Dodd nmade his hands into fists, clenching themtightly. I'm
wor ki ng nyself into a hysteria, he thought. Wiy should God care if
we don't sit around watching for Hmon TV? Jesus isn't going to
arrive until noon, anyway. But according to the King Janes, those
who woul d be raptured woul d be gone before Jesus returns. So,
then, what happens to those sitting around waiting for Hmto
appear? Are they already gone? Then who's going to see himarrive?

No, this is dunb, he thought. Dunb! Nobody is on the train
because everybody is at home watching JTV. They're all staying
honme. That nust be it! This rapture stuff is nonsense, it's not
real .

Regardl ess of what he told hinself, Dodd was frightened.
Being the only person on a nornally crowded subway train was
enough to unnerve nost people all by itself, but being that it was
on the day of the Second Coming it seened especially weird. Dodd
was so used to standing on the subway that, despite having a whole
train to hinself he was still standing, holding onto the rail.

At the next stop Dodd was relieved to see several people on
the platformwaiting. A few boarded his train. One, a woman with
curly grey hair and a puffy face, stepped into Dodd's car. The way
he was staring at her nust have nmde her nervous; she | ooked away
fromhim seating herself at the far end away fromhim This
doesn't prove anything, Dodd thought. These people, like nme, could
be Left Behind. This doesn't prove there wasn't a Rapture. Not to
me. Not while |'ve got the goddamed idea in ny head.

The worl d was not the sane today. Wether the Second Com ng
was real or not, the world was different. JTV had created an
illusion with its announcenent, made it vivid with publicity,
penetrating and infecting the world with it --- and now Dodd no
| onger knew what was real

When Dodd reached the Honda Aerospace plant he saw a vast
enpty, unnoving space beyond the chain-link fence. A notice

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (89 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:55 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

attached to the main gates announced that since so many of the
enpl oyees had called in sick or had sinply not shown up that they
had cl osed the plant down for the day. In the yard even the
autonom ¢ machinery was silent. It was as quiet as a graveyard.
Dodd turned away, shuddering, and wal ked back toward the subway
station.

Now what, he thought. | don't want to go hone. | don't want
to go to Toby's, either; it was hard for himto face Toby anynore.
The whol e thing about Savina, and about Savina's boyfriend going
to prison . . . Dodd just couldn't handle it. Not today.

Dodd reached the railing around the entrance to the subway
and stopped, |eaning against it. The norning was so alien, it was
getting to him He felt sick to his stomach, and he kept getting
the inpulse to cry. It's ny nerves, he thought. The things running
t hrough ny head. Second Coning, the End of the World, Beware the
Anarchi st Al, the Rapture, the Rapture, and you've been |eft
behi nd .

He reentered the subway station and boarded the first train
that canme in. It had four people on it, and none of them seened to
want to tal k. Dodd rode, not caring where he was goi ng, and got
off at a stop that was near Bob Recent's place. It was perfect, he
could talk to Bob about this, he found hinself really wanting to
see Bob and Deni se. Dodd stepped on the noving wal kway t hat
brought himinto the enornous conpl ex and rode until he reached
Bob' s building. Bob and Deni se had a penthouse up at the top, a
pl ace much nicer than Dodd's. Dodd could have afforded such an
apartment had he not been saving for a kid.

It seemed to take forever to get to the top floor. The
el evator was done in pastel plastics, very nicely textured and
void of graffiti. The carpet was short but soft --- barefoot
carpet --- it continued out of the el evator, the sane col or. Dodd
wat ched it pass under his feet as he stepped out and wal ked down
the hall to the Recent's door. Here and there were crushed streaks
where heavy robots habitually tread.

Dodd reached the door and pressed the button, sniling up at
the Recent's electric eye and waiting for their conputer to
announce his presence. He waited a full nminute, and then pressed
the button again. Wat, he thought, is it broken? He pushed again,
wai ting.

They' re gone, he thought. They're raptured.

He pushed the button again, and added a |loud rap on the door
Raptured ny ass, he thought, they're watching Travels. He pressed
his ear to the door, listening carefully. It seenmed to be
yes, it was. Racing, sparkling nmusic, the Travel s soundtrack. They
had Travels on and were so deep into it that they couldn't hear
the door. A wave of anger rose through Dodd, and he pushed down
hard on the door bell button, kept ringing it over and over, then
began pounding very hard on the door with his fist, thunmping it
like a drum Then he kicked it, yelling.

There was no response.

He kicked at the door a few nore tines, scuffing the textured
pastel surface with the steel of his work boot toes. It was in
vain. Bob and Deni se were trapped in the world of Travels, just
like Sheila, and they were not conming out. Dodd tried the door
latch, but it was firmy locked. If there had been an exposed
wi ndow he woul d have broken it. Finally he gave up. He storned
back to the el evator and pushed the down button, standing and
wai ting.

Where now? he thought. He still didn't want to go hone or
over to Toby's. Then an idea struck him Wy not go to a church?
Surely they'd have a TV turned on, he could watch the Second
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Conming. Why not? Now was as good a tinme to start going to church
as any.

Still, deep inside he was terrified that no one would be
there. He kept having the wild thoughts about rapture, which was
the real reason he didn't want to stop by Toby's house --- he was

certain that Toby and his wife would be gone, vanished. If he'd

found Toby's house enpty it would be too much for himto take.
Stepping into the enpty el evator and watching the door close

behind him Dodd felt utter |oneliness. The sinking feeling as the

el evat or descended matched the feeling inside of him Were

really want to be, he thought, is wth Savina.

"Yeah," he said aloud in the enpty elevator, "I'ma dirty old

man.
The el evator continued to sink.

22. COVERAGE 1

On the Sunday of the Second Com ng, there was an average of
twenty-four 30-second advertising spots per hour on JTV, with an
average price of 1.5 million dollars per second. Al the
advertising tinme was bought and paid for in advance, sonme at an
even higher price as the last few spots were auctioned off to the
hi ghest bidders. On this one Sunday the network stood to nake nore
profit than during its last 5 operating years conbined. Al-in-al
it was a very good day for the network.

One comercial, sponsored by the Of-Wrld | mmgration
Conmi ssion, costing 45 mllion to nmake and 90 nmillion to air,
showed whol esone and happy peopl e worki ng and pl ayi ng anong
awesonel y i maged panoramas of alien | andscapes; great virgin
forests of autum-1|eafed trees, grey-green hued hills towering
over a small and open settlenment; and, prominent in the |ast shot,
taking the full est advantage of television's 3-D effect, a large
spraw ing United Church tenple set behind an ultra-nodern VICL
orbital shuttle. The tenple had a sixty-foot brass cross planted
inits courtyard, supporting a handsone transparent figure of
Jesus hanging in glory. Underneath the cross was the inscription:

HE IS RISEN. HE | S EVERYWHERE

The commrerci al faded to bl ackness. The bl ackness | asted perhaps
two seconds, then a pair of JTV newscasters appeared on the
screen, their expressions excited, their eyes w de and sparkling.
Bot h were al nost uni sexual, but upon cl oser inspection the woman
could be seen for a wonan; she had breasts pressed flat under a
plain white shirt, and her hair was slightly |longer than her
compani on's. Her voice was |ow but fem nine, while the man's voice
was hi gh but well-nodul ated. They were both designed to appeal to
mal e and fenal e viewers, hetero- or honobsexual. It didn't matter,
the two were so neutral they couldn't offend anybody.

"W have the CGood News," the man said.

"Qur Lord Jesus Christ is arriving," the woman said. "The
monent we have been waiting for is here.”

"Exactly three m nutes ago a visual anomaly was spotted in
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space above Jerusal em by Al an Soi gne, United Space Wrkers Union
menber and al so a Saved Christian."” The mal e newscaster snil ed.
"Tel escopes aboard the InterStel Corporation shuttle Mary Lee were
turned upon the anonaly and it was deternined to be an unexpl ai ned
optical distortion above the atnosphere. About a minute ago, a
bright light and figures were sighted within the optica
distortion."

The fenal e newscaster smled. "For |ive coverage we now turn
you over to Norman Shire at the JTV bureau in Jerusalem™

On the screen in sharp 3-D detail appeared bright |ights and
moving dots, all within an odd-I|ooking setting of w spy clouds. It
was confusing at first; there was nothing to | ook at for a sense
of perspective. Then the scene pulled back to reveal stars and the
bl ue and white crescent of Earth.

"What you are |looking at," said Nornan Shire in a heavy,
authoritative voice, "is a live picture being sent down directly
fromthe InterStel Corporation shuttle Mary Lee. What it | ooks
like --- and Reverend Juan Krishni here with nme in the studio
agrees --- is an actual opening in the fabric of space. A
di mensi onal warp, | mght say, as in what is created by
faster-than-1ight spacecraft."”

". . . it looks very much like a hyperspacial hole, yes
i ndeed, " added a quavering, excited voice.

"That was the Reverend," Shire's voice said. "He and | are
here in the Jerusalemstudio, as |'ve said, watching this
spect acul ar shot beamed down to us fromorbit. Can you nake
anything out of this, Reverend?"

"No, not as yet," the Reverend said. He had a slight East
Indian accent. "I don't really, | mean . . . | have no way to know
what those noving things are, though | would hazard a guess that
they mght actually be, um. "

"Coul d they be angels, Reverend?"

"Ch yes, they very well could be. Did | say that right?

Wel | - coul d-be? Coul d-wel | -be? | guess that's right. They could be
angel s. "

There was a nonent of silence, then Norman Shire's voice
muttered: "I wish we could get a better close up. Hmm OCh, hold
on . " He paused. "I've just been infornmed that the Mary Lee is
maneuvering cl oser, but the pilot is anxious . . . they don't want
to take the shuttle too close.™

"They do seemto be getting closer."

"Ah, they're zooning in again . "

The lights and nist grew bigger on the screen, filling it so
that the Earth and stars were no |longer visible. The nmist gl owed
with its own light, thin as it was. The bright white Iights that
showed t hrough seened to be froma |ong, |ong ways away. After
staring at it along tinme, the illusion of an opening in space
became clear; the inside of the opening was solid white. The
nmoving figures were just on the verge of being recognizable
shapes; they clustered around this opening, noving in patterns
that suggested pl ayful ness. The vi ew shook violently for a nonent,
then stabilized.

The Reverend chuckl ed, his voice giddy with excitenent. "Wat
was that? Sonmebody bunp the canera?"

"I .. . no, I've just been told that that was a jolt from
the Mary Lee's thrusters. They're nmaneuvering to within four
mles."

"Praise the Lord!" the Reverend said, delightedly.

Norman Shire dutifully echoed him

The scene, as it stood, |ooked a bit like gnats swarnming in
sl ow notion around a porch light. It changed very little over the
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next few minutes, and finally the space shots were replaced by two
figures in the small studio; Norman Shire, a thick-bodied,

squar e-shoul dered man with a | arge handsome grin, and the Reverend
Juan Krishni, smaller in stature, a ruddy tinme-worn face, greying
hair, and squinting eyes; both sat together in front of a blue
studi o desk decorated with a sinple brass cross and the insignia
of JTV. There were wirel ess earphones sticking out of their ears.
"Since we have a pause in the action,” Shire was saying, "we're
going to take a very quick break. But we'll be right back, here on
this historic, glorious Sunday."

The comrercials flashed past, nost of themonly 5 and 10
second spots. One, a commercial featuring two heal thy, whol esone
church nmenbers, showed themdrinking brightly-colored PTL Col a
with great relish and obvi ous sexual satisfaction; this comrercial
was played twi ce in succession, probably for effect. A nonent
| ater these commercials were forgotten, |eaving only a sudden
thirst in their passing.

Norman Shire's swarthy and wel | -grooned features flashed back
on the screen. As he gave a brief summery of what had happened so
far, the view pulled back to include the Reverend and anot her man,
thin and pale with big eyes and bl ond hair. Shire announced: "This
is Gary DelLeon, technical adviser fromthe stel . . . sorry, |
mean InterStel . . . corporation, who's ship is sending us back
live pictures fromspace. He's joined us to give us an insider's
vi ewpoi nt as to what is taking place aboard the Mary Lee, in orbit
above Jerusalem"

"Well, the shipreally isn't in orbit," Gary DelLeon said.
"It's having a difficult tinme right now because its having to
mai ntain a stationary position above Jerusalemat an altitude far
too | ow for a geosynchronous orbit " As the technician went
on and on about details concerning the shuttle's maneuvering
probl ems, the view switched back to outer space. The lights and
the nmoving figures were nuch closer now, the white hole filling
nmost of the screen. The swarming figures were now definite shapes;
tiny humanoids with spread white w ngs, soaring about in
effortless, lazy circles. Sone appeared to be chasing each ot her
The Reverend broke in and remarked upon this excitedly, then began
to nmunbl e a happy prayer

"Those are angels," Shire's voice breathed. "I can't possibly
think of what else they m ght be."

"Ch, this is a glorious day!" the Reverend exclained in his
quavering voice. "Praise the Lord! Praise-the-Lord!"

Shire and DeLeon echoed himdutifully.

#

After another break for commercials, the viewreturned to the
scene from space, with angels darting around at a now
comparatively intimate distance. Details could now be seen: nost
of the angel s were unm stakably children; they were the ones
darting around, chasing each other. Mst appeared to be nude.

O her angels, however, were clothed in full, flow ng gowns; they
were bigger in size, nore calmin their flight --- probably
adults. The caressed each other as they passed, flying with a
grace that was hypnotizing to watch. So far Christ was not
visible, or at |east He was not distinguishable fromH s angels.

This continued for several mnutes, with occasional conments
from Shire or the Reverend. Then there was another conmercia
break, featuring an airline conpany offering |low fares on
round-trip flights to the "Holy Land." Wen the break was over the
scene had not changed, and Shire announced sonet hi ng about the
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Pope of the United Church having called to say he was watching and
that the view from space was "spectacul ar."

"It certainly is!" the Reverend Krishni agreed.

Monents | ater sonethi ng new happened: all the angels spread
away fromthe bright hole in a rush, a few coming quite close to
the Mary Lee. Then the brightness of the hole intensified, and
Shire and the Reverend babbled excitedly as a stream of billow ng
m st cane spewi ng out of the hole and went drifting down toward
Earth. The angl es, swooping and spiraling, followed closely behind
and to the sides. The mi st nmoved dreamlike, with wispy tendrils
reachi ng out before it, curling at the ends, falling behind as new
tendrils shot out. Behind it the hole faded and dissipated |ike
smoke.

"Jesus i s descending!" Shire was shouting, overpowering the
sound pi ckups. "Jesus is descending!" Beneath the wild sound of
his voi ce the Reverend coul d be heard prayi ng under his breath,
prai sing the Lord, alnpbst chanting in his ecstasy.

The picture jerked as the Mary Lee naneuvered to follow. The
descendi ng stream of mi st now appeared to be nothing nore than a
bl ob agai nst the colorful Earth, the angels now too far away to be
seen. After about 10 minutes the scene switched to a ground view,
| ooki ng up, showi ng blue sky. Burning in the sky, right in the
center of the screen, was a blotch of bright |ight.

" this is a shot fromright up on the studio roof,"
Shire was sayi ng, "happening right now, at this very nmonent. This

is, I'm. . . | man . . ." He trailed off, pausing a noment.
"You'll have to excuse nme, brothers and sisters, if | keep
stunmbling over what |'mtrying to say. | amliterally speechl ess.
This is, this . . . | can't believe I"'mhere, alive on Earth
today, to see this . . . This is undoubtedly the greatest nonent
in over two-thousand years of history. Qur God, our Savior, has
returned to us . . . is descending before our eyes . . . and |

and | can't .

The view continued showing a bright blotch in the sky; it
grewa little in size but that was all. For 30 seconds the view
switched back to the Mary Lee, still naneuvering in space. Then,
shaking a little, the view frombelow returned to the screen. The
scene stabilized, and sonething else could be seen. A small bl ack
dot to the side

That's our JTV air launch up there," Shire was saying, having
gotten hinself under control. "Hopefully, with luck, we will soon
be getting live pictures fromit. |'ve been told, however, that at
this point the view up there isn't much better."

"How far up is that vehicle?" asked DelLeon, the InterSte
techni ci an.

"l have no idea. | have been told, though, that we have a new
hi gh-tech air launch on its way --- we'll be getting pictures from
that, as well." As Shire spoke, the view switched to show him

sitting in the studio. His hair had sonehow gotten nessy. "Unti
then, as long as the viewrenains as it is, we're going to take a
very brief time out for a commercial break."

Seven full minutes of commercials blurred past, pacing so
qui ckly and holding attention so intensely that after they were
all over it was hard to renenber having seen themat all. Then the
program conti nued with shaky pictures fromthe JTV air |aunch. The
bright blotch had resolved into a | arge cottony cloud, billow ng
downwar d, surrounded by dim pin-prick flashes of |ight.

The scene switched to a closer, nore stable view, the dim
flashes turned out to be sunlight glaring off the ultra-white
angel s' wings as they soared and banked in the air. "Ah, this

this is the view fromthe Mercedes 4000A air |aunch, graciously
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provi ded by Mercedes Aerospace for today's fantastic event." Shire
cleared his throat.

"Those 4000A's are really slick," the InterStel technician
said in a low voice, a side conment to Shire. "Powered by a high
efficiency gravity engine, capable of going into loworbit----"

"Uh, yes."

"They're really safe.”

"I"'msure they are

"W use 'ema lot out in the col onies----"

"Ch! Look!" shouted the Reverend.

23. COVERAGE 2

The canera angl e had swuing over to a horizontal view as the
Mer cedes 4000A matched altitude and velocity. The scene was

frightening in its visual intensity --- it was taken fromquite
close, with the frolicking angels swooping right up to the canera,
filling the screen with glow ng, silky wi ngs. They put the cloud

into perspective; it was huge, at least 15 kiloneters across, wth
a bright glare at the top, riding on the | eading edge as it
descended. The canera zooned in on this glare, filling the screen
with white. Through it notion could be detected, but no image
coul d be found.

"That may be Hm" Shire breathed reverently.

"Yes," the Reverend agreed, his voice hunble. "Praise the
Lord. Praise him Praise Jesus . "

A coloration slowy fornmed in the glare, a | ong,
stretched-out rainbowlike effect, but not a rai nbow. The view
pul I ed back, revealing the coloration to be spread in patches,
trailing behind and then dissipating.

The scene switched to the view fromthe JTV air |aunch, which
was now | evel with the Mercedes. The Mercedes drifted in and out
of view, sleek, nodern, gracefully sliding through the air. The
vogue Mercedes Aerospace |l ogo was clearly visible on the side.
Beyond was the billowi ng cloud, and the darting, soaring angels.

The scene switched back to the view fromthe Mercedes, then,
suddenly, to the view fromthe studio roof. The cloud, from bel ow,
was round. Its bulk now filled the sky. The bright glare that was
presumably the Lord shown right through the cloud.

" it's getting close," Shire was saying, "the cloud has
bl otted out the sun. We can see that though the wi ndows here in

the studio. The nasses of people, the pilgrins filling the Holy
City, are shouting out in excitenent, inglory . . . there's a
tone, a note, com ng, com ng out "

"The angel s!" the Reverend exclainmed. "It's the angel s!

They' re singing!"
" yes, they're singing!" Shire confirmed. "They're

singing! Can we get that----? Are we picking that up for the TV
audi ence?"

There was a loud thunp, as if a m crophone had been banged
agai nst sonet hing. The view, which was still fromthe roof,

| ooki ng up, shook a little then suddenly there was a single note,
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a di stant pastel sound of thousands of choral voices all blending
together on a single, heavenly note . . . it changed slowy,
hypnotically. Shire's voice was shaking, nmuttering "Beautiful
beautiful . . . | can't believe this is happening . . ." He
was silent for a long nmonent --- everyone was silent, al
listening to the song of the angels --- then Shire spoke again. He
had regai ned his professional, nodul ated voice. "l've just been
informed that the cloud is at seven-thousand feet and dropping,
decelerating as it goes. Its speed, as tracked by the pilot of the
Mercedes air launch, is approximately two-hundred-ten kil oneters
per hour, and sl ow ng.

Nobody had much of anything to say after that, except for
occasional cries of pleasure and awe. Masses of pilgrins began
singi ng hymms as the cloud came down, obscuring the entire sky.
The view shifted back up to the scene fromthe air; the angle was
from above, |ooking down at the nist, the angels and the paste
colors streanming fromthe bright glow. The scene was switched to
the ground view, showing the gl ow and the cl oud rushing visibly
downward --- suddenly it engul fed the canera and obscured
everything in a thick mst, everything except the glow. The scene
swi tched back up to the Mercedes, which was hovering above the
m st at about 30 neters. The angels had vani shed, perhaps into the
m st .

"I can't see anything!" the Reverend exclainmed. "Can you see
anyt hi ng, Norman?"

"No, | can't."”

The singing of the pilgrims had grown to a fevered pitch; the
angel s had gone silent. The nist spread out and flattened like a
cottony bl anket over the Holy G ty, hiding everything. The gl ow
had becone gol den, dinming in brightness, centering and drawing in
on itself. The mist thinned, becomi ng translucent. The gol den gl ow
continued drawing in upon itself until it solidified, a bright
spot of golden light, then it, too, diffused, remaining only a
gol den tinge in the thinning mst.

There was a sudden, awesone sil ence

The view switched to the canera on the roof; it was already
in the process of zooming in. There was a gol den tenple where none
stood before, and on top of the tenple stood a white-robed figure,
a soft rainbow of |ight above its head. The flock of angels were
nowhere to be seen

"I't'"s Hm" Norman Shire breathed. "God is on Earth." Then he
rai sed his voice and shouted it, his words trenbling and raw with
enotion. "GOD IS ON EARTH "

24. GCD ON EARTH

After watching the JTV spectacular, the first thing that went
through Saul's mind --- and he was proud of hinself for this ---
was that the sales of the Mercedes 4000A were going to go through
the roof. It was only after that, after his professiona
eval uation, that Saul wondered: Was that real? Could they have
faked that? All that material ?

I"'min the business, he thought. | know that can be faked.
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But was it?

Was it?

Nobody had shown up to work except for a few apprentice
technicians, so Saul spent the day in the production |ab preparing
the next day's Travels from previous stocks of raw i mages. He had
not done this part of the job for over 7 years --- 4 pronotions
ago. But he fell back into the routine easily enough, working with
conscious Als was |ike working with people who al ready knew their
jobs and just need you to point themin a certain direction

Al this time in the back of his mnd Saul hid the terrible
t hought that maybe God had really returned to Earth and that he,
Saul, was working against Hm It kept Saul on the edge, kept him
working in a fevered state --- pushing himon with fear, keeping
hi m going so that he didn't have tinme to think about it, to
consi der the possible consequences.

The AHL was turning out very tight, an insanely rich |evel
At 57.6% it was a full 21 points over the old standard, which used
to be considered inpossible. It felt to Saul that he'd squeezed
juices out of his brain to get it that high. The terrible thing
was, he knew it could be higher. He knew he could nake it mnuch
hi gher.

Thank God it's over, he thought.

Saul | ooked at his watch. Enough was enough. The Als knew
what they were doing, they could finish without him Saul wal ked
around and | ogged off all the termnals, shutting the nonitors
down, then | ocked the room and headed up to his office to relax a
few minutes and wait for the Mataphin to wear off a bit.

H s office was dark when he wal ked in; he could see a little
red light glaring on his desk termnal. There was nmail waiting for
him Saul turned on the lights and wal ked over to his desk,
bot hered by the silence that lay thick and heavy over the room It
was a lonely silence. He sat down with a sigh, keeping his head
together, deliberating on whether or not to look at the mail. It
coul d be good news, he thought, trying to be positive. Turning it
on, Saul watched the screen light up and tapped a few keys. "Mil:
03" it read. He took a breath, hesitating, but then shrugged and
called it up onto the screen

TO Saul Kal man DATE: 6/ 15/ 42
FROM Lisa Schenmandl e SUBJECT: Shit

Saul, this is Lisa. | cannot take any of this
anynore. The assassins | hired failed, those

thi eving bastards remai n beyond ny reach. |

wat ched part of that goddammed program they

| aunched agai nst us and was amazed to find that I
fucking believed it was actually happening. So
gave up. | made all my arrangenents and turned in
my resignation. You know, Saul, you're a damed
dependabl e person. You're the only man |'ve ever

l'i ked.
Li sa
TO Saul Kal man DATE: 6/15/42
FROM Terry Liddy SUBJECT: Lisa Schenmandl e
Saul, | just received a notice fromthe Reinke

Street euthanasia center that Lisa Schemandl e had
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herself put to death this afternoon. | don't know
what your relationship with her was but |et ne
assure you that | share your shock and sense of

| oss. But she nust be replaced i mediately, and,
consi dering your apparent talent and the
successful job you did keeping the ratings from
slipping too far over today's crisis, | and the
ot her nenbers of the board unani nously agreed to
give you the pronotion, effective immediately.
I"lI'l be in your office tonmorrow norning to go
over things with you in detail.

T. Liddy

TO Saul Kal man DATE: 6/15/42
FROM M rro Kal man SUBJECT: Vi cky

Honey, sonething terrible has happened. Vicky's
son was sentenced and we just found out that he'd
el ect ed Euthanasia instead of prison. He's gone,
he's been gone for days and they hadn't even told
Vi cky, they just notified her ex. She's really
torn up, and between this and that disturbing JTV
broadcast we just couldn't handle it anynore.
I'"ve decided the best thing | can do for her is
to take her on a little trip down south so she
could take her mnd off of her son. Sorry to have
to tell you like this, but we're going now and
there seemed no other way to reach you. Hope you
don't mnd taking care of the kid. I |ove you.
Bye.

Saul stared at his wife's nane at the bottom of her message,
gazing at it a long tine but not seeing it. The panic was rising
inside him the feeling of spinning, the feeling his feet were at
the edge of the chasm Wthout realizing what he was doi ng, Saul
pul I ed his Mataphin di spenser out and enptied its entire contents
into his hand. Twenty pills, twenty tiny orange tabs. Slowy he
raised themto his nmouth, then flattened his tongue and used it as
a shovel to scoop themin. In a nmonment they were gone,
dry-swal l omed. He sat there for a long tinme, his mnd bl ank,
staring at the termnal's screen. Then he reached out, took a hold
of the term nal, and began pushing it across the cold, snooth
surface of his desk, pushing it toward the opposite edge.

No, he thought. No! I will not break an innocent piece of
equiprment. | will not kill the bearer of bad news. That is not
done. That is not the kind of thing | do.

OCh ny God, how nuch Mataphin did | take?

H s own voice spoke to himfrom behind, |ike he was standing
behind and to the side of hinself. Hi s voice was angry and
inmpatient. It said: You have the power to do anything you want to
do. The power is within you. Let go. Let yourself do it.

No!

Push the term nal off your desk.

No! Saul backed away fromthe desk, felt the chair catch and
tilt backwards, teetering. He was on the edge of the chasm The
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chasm stretched on and on to either side of him eternally
wi deni ng, eternally deepening. Saul fought for bal ance, spinning
his arnms. The chair fell backwards.

Saul was clinging to the edge of the chasmwith a feeble,
slipping grasp, his legs dangling into space. His office was gone.

The chair had tunbl ed over the edge. It was still falling beneath
him turning end over end, deeper and deeper into the dull red
shadows.

Just let go! he shouted at hinself. Let go and it will go
away. You will not fall.

Liar! Saul screaned, hanging on, gritting his teeth at the
agony; the bare rock was sliding fromhis hands, his body was
swinging to and fro. The air was thick and humid, hard to breathe.
Every tine he sucked it in, it was like warmwater flowing into
hi s | ungs.

I"'msmall, he thought. I'mhel pless. Nothing I can do wll
change anyt hi ng.

Let go! You can do absolutely anything if you |let your
goddamm self do it. Wiy are you torturing yourself? You jerk

Above himthe sky shone dingy white; he stared at it a |ong
time before he realized it wasn't the sky. He focused his eyes on
it and found it was only ten feet above his head. It was the
ceiling of his office; he found he was |lying on the floor, the
chair having tipped over. He pulled hinself to a sitting position,
grasping the edge of his desk; |ooking over, he realized he'd
knocked his desk terminal onto the floor

Damm it! he thought.

Saul got to his feet, feeling |like he had gears and wires in
hi s body instead of nuscles. Every novenment had to be cal cul at ed.
Picking his left foot up carefully, he swng it forward and pl aced
it back upon the carpet. Shifting his weight, he followed with his
right foot, moving slowy, naking his way around the desk to pick
up his terninal

"M . Kalman, are you alright?"

Saul | ooked up. He was in the | obby of the building, facing a
ni ght-duty technician. She was about 22 years old, with I ong bl ond
hair and, Saul noticed, sharply-defined and gracefully pointed
breasts. He stared at thema | ong noment, breathing quickly,
feeling the lust swell up inside him "I want you," he said to
her .

She stared back at hi mwi thout understanding. "What?"

"I want you," he said. "I want, | want to nmake |love to you."
Saul had difficulty getting the words out, he was so out of
breath. It felt like he'd just run down 20 flights of stairs.

The wonman took her tinme before answering. She finally said,
"I'"'mmarried, M. Kalman. My wife and | have a child."

"Your wife?"

"I'"'ma | eshian."

Saul grabbed her by the shoul ders and shoved her as hard as

he coul d against the wall. Her head hit with a | oud smack but she
was not stunned. She nade a hard little ball out of her right hand
and swung.

There was a flash of light, and Saul found hinself on the
floor, his head cradl ed desperately between his bent elbows. "I'm
sorry," he said. "I'msorry |'msorry I'msorry I'msorry . . . |
shouldn't . . . I'msorry |I shouldn't . . ."

The technician was gone. Saul was all alone. He sat up and
| ooked around, confused. One of his eyes was puffy and sore.

It's happeni ng again, he thought. My God, how nuch Mataphin
did | take?

The DeTox! | have the DeTox! It's, it's in ny car.
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Saul stood up and started wal king, but the gravity was too
light; if he stepped too hard he knew he'd bounce right up off the
floor. He'd fall to the ceiling --- he knew this, it seenmed to
have happened before. Every day, ever since the gravity had
changed, Saul had been forced to wal k cautiously or he'd fal
forward, do a sonersault in mid-air, and | and on his back on the
ceiling. There he'd lie, helpless, until soneone noticed him
hangi ng there and hel ped peel hi m down.

Careful, he told hinself. Step carefully. He noticed that
horri bl e sensation, felt it start to happen. Easy! he thought.

Sl ow down! But the giddy, helpless feeling welled up and gravity
just let go. He felt weightless for about 2 seconds then there was
a thud and he was on his back, |ooking up at the carpeted fl oor
and the lobby furniture and his pale, withered bare feet which
he' d sonehow | eft behi nd.

No, he was | ooki ng down at his hands. They were resting on
the table in front of him beside a half-cup of coffee. He'd been
there for hours, drinking coffee, waiting for the drug to wear
off. God, he thought, this is terrible. This is terrible. He noved
hi s shaki ng right hand over and grabbed the cup, holding it
careful ly.

"Your Mercedes 4000A air |launch has arrived," the waitress
told him

Saul | ooked up at the human waitress, startled. "Wat did you
say?"

"l said, do you want nme to warmup your coffee?" The
dar k- hai red woman stood poi sed and ready to pour, holding the
crystal pot above his cup

"Ch," Saul said. "Oh, yes, thank you." He watched as she
poured, admiring the way she did it, glad that this place stil
had human servers. Through the wi ndow of the restaurant, across
the street, he saw the glowing red sign: TELCRON SYSTEMS, |INC. He
had never nmade it to his car, to the DeTox. He wondered if he ever
woul d. God, he thought, this is going to be a |long night.

Let go, he told hinself.

"l beg your pardon?" the waitress said. "Let go of what?"

Saul | ooked up into the woman's eyes, which were a warm
brown. "I don't know," he told her, feeling Iike a |ost child.
"I'"'mvery high right now on a professional creativity stinulant.
I'"ve been under a great deal of strain and | took too nuch.
don't know what |'m doing. There's sone detoxification tablets in
my car, but I can't get to them"

The waitress sighed. She glanced around sonmewhere behind
Saul, then back at him "Were's your car, sweets?"

"In the car park, across the street."

"l can have sonebody go get them for you," she said.

"You'll also have to have sonebody keep ne here . . . | may
try to wander off."

"Ckay. Just don't get excited. I'lIl have Ted go get your
pills.”

Atall man with long curly hair stepped up to Saul's table
and hel d out his hand; Saul gave himthe keys and described the
car. A nonent |ater the sanme man was shaking him O her people
were standing around staring at himwi th al arned expressions. The
man gave himhis keys back along with the DeTox dispenser
Qui ckly, before he could get |ost again, Saul popped several of
the little tablets into his nouth and swall owed them wi th | ukewar m
cof f ee.

The waitress refilled his cup. "Are you sure you should have
taken that nany?" she asked. There was a soft, genuine concern in
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her voice. It kindled a small, warm feeling somewhere inside him
afirelost in a deep cavern

"I need that many," he said. Wien he spoke, he realized his
voi ce was horse and that his throat felt raw--- it was as if he'd
been screani ng. The peopl e who had been standi ng around and
staring at himnow turned away and resuned their places at their
t abl es.

Saul turned the DeTox dispenser over in his hand, staring at
the label with tired eyes. The dosage recommendations read: "Take
1 or 2 tabs as needed." Underneath, in bold letters, it read:

NOTI CE: DO NOT USE THI S | N CONJUNCTI ON W TH CREATIVITY
STI MULANTS SUCH AS RHI DALF, MATAPHI N, AND SULI N-C.
I NTENSI FI CATI ON OF EFFECT W LL OCCUR.

Saul let out a cry of panic, dropping the dispenser. The
restaurant vani shed. He struggled, unable to breathe at all
feeling dizzy and weak and sick to his stonach. He was hangi ng
Iinp and hel pl ess over the endl ess chasm tears streaking his
face; he gave up his tenuous grasp and let hinself fall painless
and free into the warm conforting gulf. The enornpus wei ght was
gone. The taut, heavy wires that had bound hi mwere severed. The
rul es had been w ped away.

25. SHEI LA

Dodd wi shed that Danny Marauder woul d stop by, or that Savina
woul d | eave hi m anot her nessage. The second conming of Jesus had
not brought Savina back to her famly despite all Toby's prayers,
the prayers of Toby's famly, and the prayers of every single
menber of Toby's church. Dodd was getting very worried about her
He decided it was tinme to go by the euthanasia center again and
see if he could find soneone, anyone, who knew about Savi na. He
didn't care if it nmeant spending another night in the trash
dunpster.

Dodd was showering after coming honme fromwork. Sheila, pale
and thin, was in front of the TV and hadn't noved nuch fromthe
position she'd been in when he'd | eft for work that norning. Four
days had passed since Sunday, four days that Dodd had watched the
worl d around himw th suspicious glares and | ong thoughtful | ooks.
There had been no Rapture. There had been no terrible plague. The
worl d had not, as yet, ended. Bob Recent still showed up late for
wor k. Toby still prayed for his missing daughter. Sheila still lie
comatose in front of the Travels sphere

H s shower finished, Dodd towelled hinmself off and wal ked
down the hall to his bedroom shutting the door to cut off the
Travels nmusic. He dressed in clean, nice clothes, deciding not to
dress down to the anarchists. That last tine he'd tried to inmtate
them and that was probably the reason they'd taken himfor a
Nar co.

When he was finished dressing, he used the bedroom phone and
call ed Toby's house.

"Hello?" It was Toby's wife, her face filling the screen
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"H. I'mcalling to see if you've heard anythi ng about
Savi na. "

"No Dodd, we have not. But that boy who raped her, now, he's
gone to euthanasia."

"What ?"
"He's had hinself put to sleep, and may Jesus have nercy on
t he boy."
"He went to the euthanasia center?"
"Yes, Dodd, he chose that over his sentence. | do feel bad
for him now But we prayed for him and nowit's in God' s hands."
"Yes, | guess it is. Well, I'mstill praying for Savina.

Goodni ght, and tell Toby | called.”

"Thank you Dodd." She rang off.

He killed hinmself, Dodd thought. | can't believe it, the kid
killed hinmself. He stood up, wal ked across the room wal ked back
He felt frustrated. What was | supposed to do? he thought. Go to
the police and turn nyself in, and explain to themwhy | know the
kid was innocent? | night have ended up in jail nyself.

True. But maybe the kid would still be alive.

Did | tell himto conmit hinmself to euthanasia? No. D d |
tell himto turn hinself in for rape when he was actually
i nnocent? No. Then why do | feel so goddanm responsi bl e?

Dodd abruptly deci ded he needed to take a wal k. He opened the

door and wal ked down the hall, past Sheila in the front room and
out the front door. Dodd turned to | ook at her once before closing
it. She | ooked |ike absolute hell, dark circles under her eyes

i ke she'd been punched, stringy hair, winkled clothes that she'd
had on for days. Uine snell fromthe couch. Goddamm it, he
thought. You're next. You're going to sit there and die.

Dodd st epped back inside, closing the door behind him
"Sheila!" he yelled. "SHEILA'!" She didn't respond.

Goddamm it, he thought. Goddamm it! If | want to go out and
save sonebody, here's sonebody right here in front of nme. Dodd
wal ked over to her, standing in front of the TV and | ooki ng down
at her. What a nmess, he thought. You're a zonbie. Dodd reached
down and shook her violently, and her head lolled to one side and
her eyes closed. She had passed out.

Dodd took a step back, staring at her. Then he turned and
went down the hall to the bathroomand started filling the |arge
round tub with water using the tenperature Sheila had preset for
herself long ago. He put his hand into it, swirling it around; she
liked it cooler than he did. Dodd contenplated the tub as it
filled, then went into his bedroom renpved his clothes, and
turned and wal ked naked out to the front room and turned the
tel evision off.

Getting Sheila's clothes off was a little difficult. It was a
good thing she didn't wear too nuch clothing. He carried her |inp,
nude body into the bathroom and carefully stepped into the tub,
and then |owered her into the water. She stirred. He stroked her
wet skin with a soapy wash cloth, washing off her long | egs and
her pelvis and her stomach. She was seni-consci ous when he reached

her breasts, and nade a | ow M sound, "nmmmmmm . "
"Feel s nice?" Dodd said.
" Mmmmm hmmmmmm
" Shei | a?"
" Hhommmm 2™
"We have to have a serious discussion."”
" Mmm
"You' ve been going days at a tinme w thout food."
"M "

"Aren't you hungry?"
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"I'"'m hungry," she said vaguely. Her eyes flickered open, and
she took a deep breath. "How did we get in here?" Her eyes closed
again. "I don't renenber . . . getting in . "

Dodd was rubbing his index fingers over her nipples. "Do you
renenber the last tine you ate?"

"It was a few hours ago," she nunbl ed

"It was a day and a half ago."

"No. "

"Yes. "

She didn't say anything. She was enjoying himrubbing her
ni ppl es. Dodd abruptly stopped. "Let's wash your hair," he said.

Later, when they were drying each other off, Dodd said, "I'm
worried about you."

She blinked, glancing at him It had registered in her mnd,
but she was still hal f-asleep. Her novenents were clunsy, her
voi ce vague. He continued drying her as she slowy dragged a brush
through her hair. Her body was suffering; it was getting thin and
sall ow, and she'd devel oped a rash on her behind and between her
| egs. Dodd applied some Miulti Spec crene on it, hoping that would
do.

"Do you know why I'mworried about you?" he asked.

. . . no.

"Do you renenber anything about Jesus returning?"

She stopped brushing in md-stroke. "Yes."

"Do you?"

She | ooked at himuncertainly in the mrror. "It's in about a
week, isn't it?"

"Try four days ago."

Her head jerked. She woke up! he thought.

"Four days ago?"

"Yes, four days ago. Do you understand why |I'mworried?"

"Jesus didn't conme four days ago. You're lying."

"I"'mnot lying. Go pull up a calendar. This is the
ni neteenth. "

"No. "

"I"'mnot lying, Sheila. You' ve been watching Travels all this
"No, that's . . . weeks."

"I't has been weeks. Do you understand why |'mworried, yet?"
"l don't believe you."

"Well then, Sheila, go | ook for yourself. This is the
Thursday after the Second Com ng. You've been going days w thout

food, you've been pissing and shitting in your pants . . . Sheila,
you've got a problem You're going to have to face it."

"I feel sick."

"You're starving."

"I am hungry-feeling. | don't have any energy."

"You're starving, Sheila. Starving." He took the brush from
her hand and fini shed brushing her hair for her, then took her
robe off the back of the bathroom door and put it over her. "Let's
go fix you sonething to eat, and we'll talk about it." He put on
his own robe and | ead her out the door

On their way to the kitchen Sheila paused, |ooking into the
living roomat the blank TV screen. "No Travels right now, Sheil a,
you have to eat." She wordlessly followed Dodd into the kitchen
and sat at the kitchen table. He started the autochef going, then
called the apartnment manager's conputer and ordered a robot nmid
to cone down to dry-clean the couch and gather laundry. Wthin a
few m nutes Dodd had a sinple, whol esone soup nade and he served
two bowls of it. He put one down in front of Sheila with a spoon
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and then sat across fromher with his own as she began hungrily
slurping it down. She finished before he'd eaten a forth of his,
and got up and served herself sone nore.

The robot arrived and began cl eaning. "What is the date,
today?" he asked the robot.

"Today i s Thursday, June nineteen, twenty-forty-two," it
replied without pausing in its duties.

"Do you think I programed the robot to say that?" he asked
Shei | a.

"No. "

"Then you believe ne."

She swal | owed a spoonful of soup, and took another. "Yes,"
she said finally, "I believe you."

"Do you agree that there is a problen"

She was silent, staring at a spot on the table in front of

her .

"Look, Sheila, | don't want to do this, but I'mworried. |
think there is a very big problem here. |'ve tried alerting you
to it before but you' ve either been ignoring it or you' ve been
unabl e to understand it. |'ve decided |I'm going to have to be

tough with you. You're going to either have to face this or you're
going to have to get out of nmy life."

Sheila was still silent, but fear shone in her eyes. This
gave Dodd sone hope. "Do you understand what |I'mtelling you?" he
sai d.

She nodded slowy. Her eyes were starting to tear up. "You

think that, that, Travels . . . you think that Travels is doing
sonet hing to nme?"

"Yes, Sheila. | do. It effects me, too, if | sit down and
watch it. Don't get me wong, this isn't against you, this is
against Travels. I'mgoing to fight Travels because | don't like

what it's doing to you. Understand? And | want you to fight
Travel s too, because if you don't, it won't matter shit what |
do. "

She was silent.

"1'"m thinking about buying tinme on the Politico Network, on
the Free Speech Forum and telling the world about you --- what
Travels is doing to you. It can't be just you, there may be
others. I'mgoing to fight it."

She remmined silent. The fear still shone in her eyes.
"I have the day off tonorrow,”" he told her. "I'mgoing to
stay home, and for once and for all |'m having Travels

di sconnected fromthis apartnent.”

"You don't have to do that," she said. "I won't watch it."

"I won't watch it either, so I'mnot going to pay for it."

"I't, it doesn't hurt you if you, if you just watch it for a
little while."

"There's no such thing as watching it for just alittle
while. "

"I can set the tiner on the TV to go off in an hour----

"No Travels on this television," he said firmy. "Get that
t hrough your head. No more Travels. If you want to watch Travels,
you nove out and you never cone back."

She was crying openly now into her soup. She was stil
hol di ng t he spoon awkwardly above the bow , droplets of the soup
runni ng down the handl e and onto her finger tips. She didn't
notice. "I'mso fucked up," she said, sobbing. "I'mso fucked up
over a television show "

"Yes, you are Sheila."

"I'"'mso fucked up .

Dodd got up and wal ked around the tabl e, kneeling beside her
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"It's okay. You're realizing it, it's a big step toward fighting
it."

"Ch God," she sobbed. She put her arns around him spoon
still in hand, soup dripping dowmn his back. They hugged, and he
rocked her like a baby.

26. UNKNOWN ARMED RCOBOTI C DEVI CE

Savina lay belly-down in the grass, aimng the |ightweight
rifle at nothing in particular. There was sonme sort of autonomc
farmdrone out in the field to the north, and Aaron had told her
to just wait. It would scare rabbits out into a clearing and
that's when she could get them "Look for big, rectangul ar-1 ooking
drones that hover about 5 feet over the crops,"” he'd told her
Well, this one |looked Iike a |ong ovoid with spider |egs,
rem nding her of an over-large police drone. It was painted with a
chanel eon paint that shifted with its surroundings, and didn't
seemto be doing anything in particular to the crops.

There was a little butterfly-wiggling sensation in her
stomach. She didn't knowif it was her baby or if the drone was
giving her the creeps. As she watched a few rabbits ran out of the
crops and across the clearing in front of her. One cane to a halt,
sitting up, watching the drone. Savina centered the rabbit in the
rifle's scope, putting the red dot of the laser right on its back;
it wouldn't hold still, her hands were shaking. She couldn't do
it, she just couldn't. Aaron's going to have to do the hunting,
she thought. She lowered the rifle.

The drone came closer, and the rabbit ran again. Wiy would a
farm machi ne have chanel eon pai nt? she thought. She watched it
hovering slowy over the ground, weaving to and fro. It noved out
of the field and into the trees, heading south. It passed within
20 neters of her.

That's not farm equi prent, she thought. It can't be. She
folded the gun barrel back into its stock and retracted the | aser
sight, and slipped its strap over her shoulder. I've got to get
ahead of it, she thought. It's heading right for the canp.

Savina waited for it to pass out of sight anpbng the trees,
and raced across the clearing to where she could get nore cover,
then turned south, parallel with the thing. It had been noving at
a fast walk; if she ran, she thought she could pass it and get to
Wley and Aaron with enough tinme to warn them

Grasshoppers and swarns of bugs | eaped for safety as she nmade
her way through tall patches of grass, |eaping fallen branches and
dodgi ng around ol d rusted barbed wire. The Iine of old foundations
and t hick hedge brush angled in on her, forcing her to veer a
little to the east. She caught sight of the thing, and dodged from
one oak tree to the next, hoping it wouldn't see her. Savina had
no idea what it was programed to do, she didn't know what kind of
senses it had or what would catch its attention. To be safe she
had to avoid it altogether.

There was sone clearing to the west and she sprinted for the
rui ns, keeping them between her and the drone. She tried to leap a
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| arge patch of blackberry bushes and it caught her feet, slanmng
her down into a nest of thorns. She had | earned a whol e new
vocabul ary of swearing and cursing from WI ey and Aaron; she used
every single one of themas she hurriedly disentangl ed herself and
continued on. By the tinme she reached canp she had no i dea how
much of a | ead she had on the drone. She stunmbled into canp,
startling the two hackers, and coll apsed to her hands and knees,
panting. "Drone," she said, forcing the words out between rasping
breaths. "Large. Chanel eon paint. Coning. This way."

"From where?" Aaron said.

"The north. Straight. Down the. Line."

"Damm it," Aaron said. "Damm it, this would have to happen
now. " He began breaking canp, tossing everything into the back of
the jeep.

Wley started a shutdown procedure on the | aptop conputer and
sat it on his folding chair, letting it run. He pulled everything
out of their big tent and stuffed it in the jeep, then took down
the tent. Savina, recovering a bit fromher run, hel ped himrol
it and fold it into the small square that fit into a bag the size
of her arm

"We just located the line," he told her. "W just needed a
few nore hours."

"Think they detected you?"

"Maybe. They must have detected sonething. W' ve inserted a
virus into their diagnostics, thought --- it's probably the only
reason they didn't pinpoint us. If that drone is travelling the
whol e I ength of the line it means they know sonething is up but
they don't know where it is. How far away was that thing?"

"I spotted it when | was about a half nmile up there. It's
going to be here any minute."

"Shit! Okay, let's hustle."”

"Your shutdown is finished," Aaron call ed.

"Ckay. Let's just disconnect and cap the splice line. Its a
good thing we buried the rest of it."

"They're going to find it."

"Maybe not." WIley ran over to Aaron and took the capped end
of the fiber optic cable. "I'mgoing to lay it down like this," he
said, pulling it along the ground, "and then arrange this stuff
over it here. It's all inert, it shouldn't be detectable to a
drone."

"Who knows. |I'mgoing to start up the jeep."

Savina finished folding up the small tent and threw it and
the last few packs into the jeep as Aaron started it. Wley
dragged fallen branches over the optic cable and then ran to the
j eep, pushing Savina inside the passenger side and then shutting
the door. He hung onto the outside, standing on the running board.
"Let's go," he said, and Aaron put it into gear, pulling out from
under the trees and heading west. It was the same escape rout they
took the night Savina had spotted the planes. Two mnutes |ater
they were behind the | ee of a gutted house, and Aaron stopped.

Wl ey stepped off the running board and went to the rear of the
j eep, opening the hatch and diggi ng through the hastily packed
equi pment for a pair of spotters.

Savina found a pair at her feet and got out of the jeep,
wal ki ng around the ruin and peering back the way they came. Wl ey
and Aaron were to either side of her a moment later, WIey holding
the other pair of spotters. "Is it there?" Aaron asked. "Did it
stop?"

Savi na saw the probe hovering under the trees, poking at the
ground with what |ooked like a grey rod. The spotters attenpted to
identify it but failed. "Unknown Arned Robotic Device" spelled
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itself out in glowing letters above the bracketed i mge.

"I't's scanning the ground where we pitched the tents," WIley
sai d.

"What is it? A police drone?"

"Wrse," Wley said. He didn't el aborate.

I npatient, Aaron took the pair of spotters away from Savi na.
"Ch shit," he said.

"What ?"

"It's mlitary," he told Savina. "Did it see you?"

"No, not that | know of."

"Good thing."

"It's found our tire tracks,"” Wley said. "Looks like it's
following themthis way, doesn't it?"

"CGod, it does."

"At least it didn't find the splice.”" He | owered the gl asses
and wal ked back to the jeep.

"l bet that thing has as nuch fire power as we do," Aaron

sai d.

"We coul d probably destroy it." Wley was digging in the back
of the jeep again, pulling out packs.

"You think we shoul d?" Aaron said.

"No. We destroy it and we'll have MPs out here in killer-bee
swarns. Sane thing if they find that splice. W' ve |ocated the
channel they're backing up the Als on, and its only a few hours
until they do their evening backups. W could have what we cane
for by tonight."

"I"'mlistening," Aaron said.

"Whay don't you take the jeep and lead that thing off on a
wi | d goose chase, and Savina and | will circle back with a | aptop
and sone MSDs and capture the data. Fromthere we'll head toward
the enclave and you can catch up to us tonorrow. "

"Al ong the perinmeter?"

"Ri ght down the old highway."

"Ckay." Aaron |owered his spotters and wal ked around to the
jeep. "It's definitely following the tracks, and it's comng fast.
I'"d go off that way and get in one of those ruins if | were you."
He clinbed into the jeep. "Got everything?"

Wl ey handed Savina a heavy pack. "Yeah. Be careful."

"You too. See you tonorrow." Aaron put the jeep in gear and
sent it bouncing away through the grass.

W ey ducked his head and di sappeared into the brush to the
west. Savina copied himand foll owed, w ncing as branches scraped
her arns and irritated scratches she'd already gotten fromthe
bl ackberry bushes. They ducked and dodged brush and rubble for 40
meters then turned north and continued until they had a free
| i ne-of -sight angle where they could watch the distant drone. It
had st opped where Aaron had dropped them off, and was again
prodding at the ground with its sensors.

"You don't think it'll follow us instead of Aaron, do you?"
W ey asked.

Savi na gave hima strange | ook. "You're the expert, you tel
me. "

"I'n all honesty, | know nothing about that drone."” WIey
raised his spotters and watched it. "It's definitely |ooking at
our footprints. God knows what logic is guiding that thing. If it
has anything to do with CoGen, there's a good chance it'll figure

you and | are circling around."”

"I't would know?"

"Aaron and | put every stratagem known by man or beast into
the thing." He lowered the spotters. "It's going after Aaron
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We'll wait here for alittle while until it's out of sight, then
we' Il haul ass back over to the canp."

"I't's not part of CoGen, then."

"Who knows. Prograns are copied and stored all over. Als are
built upon Als by other Als. Bits and pieces of code are scattered
everywhere. But CoGen's strategy and deduction engine is the nost
ruthless thing you'll ever see. The heart of it is inbedded in
practically every security Al systemthe USFMC has."

"JTVis using it, too?"

"Yeah, in a big way." He hung the spotters over his shoul der
by the strap and said, "Let's go."

They nmade their way back to canp just before dusk, the sun
sinking below the tree line. Birds were making a racket, settling
in flocks Iooking for a place to spend the night. WIley wordl essly
handed Savina the spotters as he pulled the branches away fromthe
optic cable and reconnected it to his laptop. He took the heavy
pack from Savina and pulled out a thick connection, plugging it in
next to the optic. The heavy pack was a group of MsSDs, Saviha
knew. Whatever W/l ey hoped to capture fromthe data Iine would be
stored in these.

Savi na scanned the horizon for anything threatening with the
spotters. Meanwhile the sun sank over the horizon and the stars
becane visible. Some planes crossed fromnorth to south but this
time Savina ignored them she wouldn't bother WIey unless they
were |l osing altitude.

Wley called out, "I got you, you bastard!"

"We're finished? You got CoGen?"

"No, but ny software has recogni zed part of his code. He's
bei ng backed up now. This will still take a while."

Savi na stood over him staring over his shoul der at the
| aptop's softly glowing screen. It didn't tell her a thing. Savina
wal ked away, scanning the horizon with the spotters.

The noon rose, and the night matured. Tonight there was a
slight northern breeze and it was starting to get chilly. Savina
was at the top of the crunbled nmound that used to be a | arge
buil ding, sitting on a horizontal slab and shivering. Al the
heavy cl ot hes Evel yn Sunrunner had given her was in the jeep with
Aaron. She was al so getting tired; the running and tension during
the day had taken nost of her energy, and she was starting to nod
off. He's got to be done by now, Savina thought. One nore | ook
around and |I'Il go back down there.

The first place she | ooked was north, and brackets flashed
upon sonething dark and |large. The spotters were accessing it's
ROM dat abase, and canme up with "VTOL PK238 Troop Assault Carrier."
Savina slid off the nound and tunbl ed down the rubble pile,
scranbling to her feet and running into the trees. "WIley!" she
called, a |loud whisper. "Wley!"

"What ?"

"Troop assault carrier! It's alnost on top of us!"

They hid at the base of a large oak, right beside his | aptop
and the optic cable leading into the ground. "If we stay | ow and
still, their scanners will only pick up the notion of our hearts,"
W1l ey whispered. "They'll look like small aninals, and they won't
pay any attention."

Savi na thought, | was in full view when | was on top of the
rubbl e. They must have seen ne run. She held onto Wley in fear,
clinging and concentrating on controlling her breathing. Forcing
herself to remain still as stone. WIley was huggi ng the ground
like it was his nother.

"They won't see the conputer stuff, will they?" she
whi sper ed.
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" Shhhh! "

Savi na held her breath. The plane glided om nously into view.
It stood out |ike a shadow creature in the noonlight, |ong, dark,
hovering. It had wi ngs but was flying way too slow for themto be
supporting it. There was a deep, deep throbbing that penetrated
through her body and resonated in the earth. Large, powerful
gravity engines. It noved with a sureness and grace that was
frightening in itself. It passed themw thout slow ng, then veered
to the west and rose just above the tree tops. Savina felt WIley
move as he turned his head to look at it.

"Damm, " he said.

"What ?"
"Aaron must have engaged that stupid drone. He was just dying
to, | could tell. He wants to be |ike Danny Marauder, and it's

going to get himkilled."

They stood up and brushed thensel ves off, getting rid of the
clinging twigs and ants. Savina resuned her watch with the
spotters, and Wley resuned his nonitoring of the data
interception. A half hour |later WIley announced that they were
t hrough, and di sconnected and hid the optic cable. Hefting the
packs, they headed west |ooking for a suitable place to spend the
rest of the night.

27. TOBY

Toby Wi tehouse felt the pressure building in his bladder,
pushing its way out, but he grinmaced and held it back, squirmng
in his seat. Jesus was on television delivering a sernon fromthe
gol den tenple. H's hal o pul sated through wonderful pastel colors,
swirling; his voice was soft but strong, causing tingles to run up
and down Toby's back. "Praise Jesus," he was nuttering. "Praise
Jesus . "

". . . therefor | tell you," Jesus was saying, "it is good to
worry about life, about what you eat and drink; about your body,
what clothes to wear. What is |ife w thout good, nourishing food?
What is your body without fine, tasteful clothes? Look at the
birds in the air; do they not gather food and precious col ored
strings and pieces of cloth for their nests? It is inportant even
to them Are you not nuch nore val uable than they? Wio of you by
bei ng careless about life will truly enjoy the tine your heavenly
Fat her has given you?

"And why do sone of you not worry about your clothes, your
manner of dress? See how the flowers in the parks grow? They nust
be tended and maintained, or they will not come to blossom It is
this way for you; did not your Father give you a body to be
tended, to be adorned? You are living in an age where even the
| oW i est of peasants can be adorned beyond the dreans of ancient
kings! Qur Father loves Hs children, He |oves you, and He expects
you to |l ove yourself even as He | oves you. Do not deprive yourself
of things God has namde available to you." Jesus paused a nonent,
staring directly through the screen, directly into the eyes of the
Vi ewers.
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"Praise, praise Jesus," Toby rmunbled. "Praise you Jesus

"Ask," Jesus said, "and it will be given to you; seek and you
will find; knock and the door will be opened to you. For everyone
in this society who asks receives; he who seeks finds; and to him
who knocks, the door will be opened.

"Whi ch of you, if his son asks for bread, will give hima
stone? O if he asks for a steak, will give hima serpent? If you,
then, know how to give good gifts to your children, why don't you
al so include your friends? Asking for things and giving things is
a way of your Father in heaven; it is blessed to give and receive,
just as it is to get noney and to spend noney. Blessed is the
person who spends as much as he receives! For it is witten: In
everything, do for others as you woul d have others do for you

Toby | eaned far forward, trying to listen, trying to
concentrate, but the pressure in his bladder was beconi ng pai nful
He wiggled in his chair, denying hinself, breathing with
difficulty. "Anmen," he munbled in automatic response to sonething
Jesus was saying. Jesus expressed hinself with gentle, sweeping
gestures of his arns, always all enconpassing. Every time He did
this Toby felt a wave of pleasure, felt hinself being personally
i ncluded in what Jesus was saying. "Praise God," Toby nunbl ed.
"Prai se Jesus."

" not store up for yourselves treasures in your hone
where noth and rust destroy, and where anarchists break in and
steal. But store up for yourselves treasures in banks, where noth
and rust do not destroy, and where anarchists cannot break in and
steal. For where your treasure is, your heart will be also . "
As Jesus continued, His halo swirled and changed shape, becomi ng
broader and nore intensified; the colors deepened to neon
intensity. ". . . but | tell you who hear ne: Love your governnent
and Leader, do good to those who govern you, bless those who tax
you, pray for those who build for you, who guide your traffic and
run your transit. If the government strikes you on one cheek, turn
it the other also. If the governnent takes your noney, do not try
to stop it fromtaking nore. Gve to every cause that is legally
sanctioned, and if they request sonething that bel ongs to you, do
not dermand it back. Do for the governnment as you would have it do
for you. This is npbst wise, for you are the governnent." Jesus
gave the canera a large, warmsnile, his eyes full of conpassion
then continued. "My children, for those of you who cannot cope,
for those of you who find it's just too much . "

Toby blinked, trying to focus his eyes on the screen, but he
couldn't. He had reached a point in his personal earthly agony
when he was sure his bl adder was going to pop open. "Forgive ne,
Jesus," he nuttered, pulling hinmself away fromthe tel evision and
taking painful steps toward the bathroom It was too late. Before
he'd gone three steps urine was running in a warm stream down his
| eg. He stopped, turning in shane back toward the screen, letting
it flow Jesus was saying, " t hough there may be doubt, there
i s bl essedness in rel ease . and He made his all-enconpassing
gesture, including Toby personally, and then went on to address
all H's deserving children: "You are of ny seed, and all things of
you are bl essed. Do not be troubled, for you are forgiven."

Grateful beyond words, Toby broke down and wept.
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28. MERCY DEATH

VWhile Saul's wife was off traveling around with Vicky, Saul
had hired a mal e hombsexual baby-sitter to take care of his
daughter during the day. Saul's theory was that a mal e honmbsexua
woul d be the least likely type to turn out a nolester. He'd heard
horror stories about baby-sitters nolesting children, and didn't
want to take the chance. He wanted to keep his daughter well and
happy until his wife finally made it hone, then he was going to
kill them bot h.

"Have a hard day?" the thin young man asked Saul when Saul
wal ked in. Saul didn't answer, didn't even acknow edge the young
man. He wal ked right past the baby-sitter as if the baby-sitter
were a piece of furniture.

Then Saul spun around, startled. "What?"

The young man stared for a nonment, taken aback. "Nothing," he

said. "l just asked----"
"How s ny daughter? Is she clean?"
"Ch . . . uh, yes . . . | made sure she was changed and

gave her a sponge bath."

"She's utterly usel ess, you know t hat?" Saul said.

" o

"But she's no different fromus, really. W' re useless, you
and |. Because of our biological sex. Men have becone obsolete to
the human race. |'ve cone to face that fact." Saul took off his
hat, the hat he'd been wearing for the past few days, and sat it
on a small wooden table in the foyer. "They don't need us to
reproduce. In fact, ny wife would probably have done a much better
job if I hadn't been involved in the process."”

"Up . . "

"That's why | decided not to send her over to the euthanasia
center. My daughter. And | realized that's why | was afraid of

her." Saul |aughed, staring into the young man's eyes. "l was
afraid I was just as usel ess as she was. But not anynore. | know,
now. "

"That's . . . good."

Saul nodded. "I think you'd better |eave."

The baby-sitter agreed. He left with a quiet, polite
"Goodbye, " then wal ked away fromthe house with quick, nervous
strides; Saul watched himthrough the wi ndow, thinking: Wat a
nice guy. He really understands. A very well-centered individual

Saul entered his daughter's roomafter he'd eaten dinner,
peering in at her soundly sleeping figure. She was a big blob in
the dark, pale and round. The first night he'd spent with his
daughter after his wife and Vicky had left, she had awakened at
about 1:00 in the norning and started crying, waking Saul from al
the way across the house. Saul had gotten out of bed, put on his
slippers, and headed straight for the kitchen. In the kitchen he
pul I ed one of the robot chef's razor knifes out of a drawer and
went to go cut his daughter's throat. He wanted her to stop
crying, and this seemed a good way to get her to stop. When he
entered her roomand turned on the light, and saw her [ aying
there, absolutely helpless and with no future whatsoever, Saul
realized she | ooked |ike hinmself. He'd always denied it before,
refusing to see it, but there it was before his eyes and what
could he do? He had to see it, now. Wth seeing cane
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under st andi ng.

Saul had stood there, staring at her, and then he said, "I
don't hate you." It hadn't stopped her crying --- she was crying
because of a full diaper --- but, in a way, it had saved her life.
It wasn't his daughter he hated; he had too nuch in comopn with
her to hate her. Saul realized it was Mrro he wanted to kill. He
wanted to kill her because she was superior to him and even
wor se, she condescended to him

Bitch! he'd thought. Have to rub ny fucking nose init, don't
you! Saul had closed the his daughter's bedroom door and wal ked
back to the kitchen to put away the knife. It was in the kitchen
that he decided he should actually go through with the nurder. He
woul d do it sinmply because there was nothing preventing himfrom
doing it. Then he and his daughter would take a trip of their own,
to the great public building that allowed a way out to al
citizens who were trapped beyond their neans.

Eut hanasi a: nercy deat h.

Pai nl ess sl eep forever.

Saul thought, the baby-sitter understands all this. | could
see it in his eyes. His eyes |ooked |ike nine.

He's trapped too.

Saul nodded to hinself, then wal ked down to the master
bedroom In the bedroom he stopped abruptly, standing in the
nm ddl e of the room arching his back and stretching. Seeing the
| ove pool, he smiled and began stripping off his clothes. Things
are so much easi er now, he thought.

A call came through just as he was about to step into the
wat er. Soneone fromwork, he knew --- he'd set the conputer to
reject all other calls. Saul padded across the carpet and answered
the phone, his face inpassive and, he felt, business-like. On the
screen appeared the ruddy, haggard face of Terry Liddy, now his
i medi at e superi or.

"Saul, 1've got to talk to you."

"Yes?"

"I't's about, um. . ." Liddy trailed off. H's expression
betrayed enbarrassment, and he cleared his throat, nervously
scratching his fleshy nose. "Saul," he said, then pointed to the
bottom of the screen. "Um. " He kept pointing.

"Yes?"

"Cover yourself up."

Saul frowned. Cover hinself? Wiy? He | ooked down at his naked
body and sucked in his stomach a little. "You caught nme right as
was stepping into ny pool. Please say what you have to say."

"Well . . . alright. Saul, you've been doing a great job
Your output has been way over what we'd hoped. You're doing a
better job than Lisa ever did."

"Yes."

"But . . . well, we had two sponsors cancel today. There was
anot her one who cancel | ed yesterday. Jacovi k vodka was one of
t hem "

"Yes?"

"They say their sales have dropped. They think it's because
of Travels."

"Yes?"

"W need you to step up the intensity even nore. W need an
even hi gher attention-hol ding-Ilevel."

"It's at an insane | evel now"

"But they're matching us, Saul. They're matching us
bl ow by-bl ow. W' ve been anal yzing their transm ssions ---
whenever their Messiah is on-screen, which is seventy-two percent
of the tine, the screen is entirely conputer generated. The
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intensity level is set using the halo that's al ways hangi ng over
hi s head----"

"That's inpossible. How are they setting intensity with a
hal 0? You need novenent with a precise sonic----"

"Col or pul ses. Saul, they use color pulses in carefully
desi gned sequence. The attention never wanders away fromthe
i medi ate area of the halo. The voice is generated and is full of

USFMC propaganda, but as far as we can tell it's nornal. Rich and
pl easi ng, and very warm but nornmal. It nust be in the color
pul ses. "

"What is their AHL?"

"It's matching ours."

"l see. (Okay Liddy, | can have our AHL up to about sixty-five
or seventy percent by day after tonorrow "

"Good," Liddy said, his haggard face relieved. "Good." He
hung up.

Saul put down the handset and stepped quickly to the pool,
easing hinself into the hot water. He sighed, |oud and | ong. Then
he | aughed. Floating in the water, relaxing, smling at the
ceiling --- Saul knew why the sponsors were cancel ling, why
Travel s viewers were not buying products. They were so glued to
their televisions that they were not going to the stores. Raising
it to 70% was i nsane and usel ess. Saul thought the situation was
hilarious. He was going to do it anyway. It was his job.

29. ANTI CHRI ST THI NG

After spending the night in an abandoned house, W/l ey and
Savina hiked with their heavy packs northwest to an old highway
which ran directly north and south. Every once in a while they'd
run across a bent, deteriorating sign that read "99". It had once
been green, but only a few flakes were left as evidence. It was
nmostly rust and bullet holes.

They hi ghway woul d begi n out of nothingness and end the sane
way, then after a few hundred neters it would begin again. It was
a giant dotted |line of pavenent. Ice plant had taken over this
whol e regi on, so that everywhere that wasn't pavenent was ice
pl ant. A wheel ed vehicle had recently passed, leaving a trail of
crushed plant, and Wley examned it, judging its width and depth.
"The tires are too wide," he said. "It wasn't Aaron."

"Should we wait for himto catch up, or keep goi ng?" Savi na
sai d.

"I don't know. What do you think?"

"Me? You're in charge here."

"Nobody is in charge, Savina. Everyone's opinion counts."
Wley stood staring at her, up to his ankles in the fat bul bous
| eaves of the ice plant. He was carrying the MSD pack, and Savi na
could see that even to himit was heavy. "Your judgenent has been
fine so far, why don't you nmake sone decisions," he told her

Savina felt funny, and she wasn't sure about how to react.
"How about if we keep going until we reach that underpass, and
then wait for himthere."
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"Sounds good to ne."

The underpass in the distance was nuch further away than
Savi na had thought. It was at |least 4 kiloneters, and the sun was
getting hot. WIley had thought to bring a canteen, thank god, and
they drained nost of it on the way. The shade of the underpass was
a bl essed relief.

They carefully set down their packs and waited. Presently
flies began to buzz around Savi na, attracted by her sweat. Today
was hot even in the shade, and it was still nmorning. "W're going
to have to find anot her aqueduct,"” Savi na said.

Wl ey had been dozing. "Wat?" She repeated herself, and he
nodded and said, "There's a big river that crosses up ahead."

"How far?"

"About six or seven nore kilonmeters."

"You' ve got to be kidding! Your canteen is alnost empty."

Wley laughed. "It's not |like we're crossing the Sahara.
We'll be okay if Aaron gets here with the jeep."

I f, Savina thought. He used the word if. She renmenbered the
om nous, floating troop plane sliding darkly past, and W/ ey
sayi ng sonet hi ng about Aaron engagi ng the drone. Those are
mlitary, she thought. They don't spray you down with harni ess
gases. "What if he doesn't get back?" she said.

"Well, then | guess we have to wal k."

"No, | mean, what if they got him You said they mght kil
him ™"

W1l ey nodded. "They night have. We're willing to give our
lives for what we're doing, otherwi se we wouldn't be doing it."

I'"mhere too, she thought. Am| willing to give up ny life
and ny baby's for what they're doing? | really don't even know
what they're doing! "Is it going to be safe at the enclave?"

"As safe as anywhere," W/l ey said.

They waited. After a few hours passed and they were into the
afternoon, a figure becane visible to the south, a nan on foot.
Wley pulled the spotters out and | ooked. "It's Aaron."

Savi na nmade an expression of relief, and ignoring the heat
went trotting out across the ice plants to meet him W/l ey
foll owed, |eaving their packs behind. Wen they reached Aaron they
saw that he was hurt, a large nasty burn across his right shoul der
and back. "You did it," Wley said. "You got into a firefight."

"Yeah, after all these years | finally saw sone action,"”

Aar on said.

"Want us to carry you?"

"No, it's not as bad as it looks. |I'mjust hoping it doesn't
turn green on us before we nake it back to the enclave."

"You didn't get the nedical pack?"

"No. | was lucky to get away at all. The jeep's wasted.
Everything's gone. Did you get hin®"

"Yeah, he's over there in the pack, right there under the
shade. "

" Shade | ooks good. "

"Are you sure you're okay?"

"I"'mokay as long as you've got him Oherwise |'Il drop
right here on the spot." He grinned.

"We've got him" WIley said.

"I'"ve gotta see him"

They wal ked t hrough the scorching heat to the relative
cool ness of the shade under the underpass and W ey gave Aaron the
last of their water. Aaron drank it down in little sips, eyeing
the pack full of MsSDs. "Can we get himon |ine?" he asked when the
wat er was gone.

"No," Wley said, "we don't want to risk it while we only
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have one copy."

"That's true," Aaron said, but |ooked Iike he wanted to risk
it anyway. He knelt next to the pack, staring at it, and spoke as
if there was soneone tied up inside. "Hello M. Antichrist," he
said, "your friends tried to stop us, but we got you anyway."

"Antichrist?" Savina said. She | ooked fromone to the other
for an expl anati on.

"Kind of nakes us the devil, doesn't it?" Wley said. "Aaron
and | were the fathers of the thing. W were all for CoGen during
the war, before we knew what the war was about. W put our heart
and souls into this code, and we created sonething so evil it
scared the hell out of us. But back then it was just a general, a
war - nonger. Evil, but not the Antichrist. W're kind of the
stepfather, then. Aaron and | just hope to redeem oursel ves for
what we' ve done."

"Yeah, there was no way we knew what this thing could grow
into," Aaron said. He had his hand on the pack now, | eaning
against it. It |ooked |like he was falling asl eep. "The Antichri st
Al

Savi na had heard the term and had seen the graffiti. "Wat
exactly is this, then? The Antichrist Al ?"

"Its the fal se Jesus," Aaron said, his eyes closed. "JTV used

the CoGen Al code to build their Jesus Al . . . it's like they fed
it the bible and then turned it |oose." He |laughed. "Jesus in a
box. "

"That's all it is? JTV' s Jesus sinulation?"

"That's all?" Aaron said. "You don't understand. It's evil
It is the Antichrist."

W ey nodded, |ooking at Savina. "The idiots used CoGen to
build their Jesus because it's already so smart and it's already
sel f-notivated, but they have no idea why CoGen is |like this.
CoGen has notives and goals all its owm. Until nowit's only been
an advi sor to humans. Now JTV has gone and renaned it Jesus
Christ, and then put it in a position of ultimte power."

"People worship it," Aaron said. "They'll do whatever it
says."

Savina, finally understanding, |ooked at the MSDs in horror
"That's insane!"

The two nen | aughed. "Yes,

Wley said. "It is.

30. SEDUCTI ON

Sat urday norni ng Dodd had gone down to the regional office of
the Politico Network and schedul ed hinself for their Politico Free
Speech Forum It had cost him $1700 plus another $3000 for a
"non-profanity bond" to secure 5 mnutes of air tinme. H s paynent

came right fromhis noneycard --- there was a slot on the man's
desk --- and he was handed a thick printout of all the words
consi dered "profane" by the bond which he'd entered into.

Dodd was bewi | dered by the list of words. "I thought this was

a supposed to be a free speech forun?"
"OfF course," the short, black-haired man with the sunken eyes
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had expl ai ned. He was the regional Politico Network sales
representative. "The non-use of these potentially sensitive words
protects the rights of free speech for everybody."

"You nean if | use one of these words over the air, |I'll |ose
my three thousand?"
"Yes sir."

Dodd wasn't happy about it, but he'd already paid the bond
and signed the pronise. There was nothing to do but go by the
rules. He took the list home and fed it into his house conputer.
"Warn ne if | use one of these words when |'mwiting the speech,"”
he instructed it.

Three hours later he had to take a break. The words kept
popping up. It seenmed he wouldn't be able to use any tradenarKks,
conpany nanes, references to God, strong descriptive words, but he
could use nost of the words he thought he couldn't use; he could
say "fuck" or "shit" or "shithead", but he couldn't use the words
"hel " or "damm" or "Travels." As he was trying to wite, alittle
beep woul d warn himthat he was using yet another of the forbidden
words. That little beep was driving himup the wall

"Dodd, you're going to break that terminal if you don't stop
hitting it," Sheila said

"I can't helpit!"

She came up from behind him began nmassagi ng his shoul ders.
Then she was kissing his ear. Her hands slid down his sides and to
his stomach, then |ower. "Sheila," Dodd said, "please."

"Ch, come on, Dodd. |I'mready for you. Cone on."

"Sheila, we've had a lot of sex lately. I'"'mnot in the nmood
right now "

She pulled away with an over-dramatic sigh. "lI'mso bored."

Dodd |istened as she wal ked down to the bedroom and junped on the
bed. After a few nonents he heard the whirring sound of her
Vi br at o.

Take away her Travel s and she becones a nynphonani ac, Dodd
t hought. And sonme men woul d consider ne | ucky.

Dodd sent his speech into storage, then brought the phone
menu up and di al ed Bob Recent's nunber. He set the phone to alert
himif and when it was ever answered, and he got up and went to
the refrigerator to get hinself a glass of wine. The ternina
signal ed that sonmeone had answered, and Dodd wal ked back over to
find it was only Bob Recent's conputer. What's the point in
| eavi ng a nessage? he thought. You'll never return it.

Then Dodd sniled. He knew Bob's access code. He typed it in
and got a nmenu from Bob's house conputer, and he got into the
tel evision progranm ng and instructed it to tune to the Politico
station at the exact date and tinme of his schedul ed appearance. He
exited, snickering, and then dialed Toby's nunber. It, too, rang
for along tine, only to be answered by Toby's conputer. It just
so happened that Dodd knew Toby's access code as well. He accessed
Toby's conputer and did the sane thing as he'd done on Bob's. Bob
and Toby were going to see his speech whether they wanted to or
not .

From down in the bedroom cane | ow noani ng sounds, the noani ng
growi ng |l ouder. She's going to climax in about twenty seconds, he
t hought, sipping his wine. It made himfeel lonely, sitting out
there by hinself when she was in the bedroom clinaxing. Even if he
was down there with her, her orgasm had nothing to do with him
Sheila was in her own little land, all by herself, whether it was
Dodd stinmul ating her or her battery powered Vibrato. It was al
just stimulation to her; no neaning, no purpose, just stinulation

His feeling of loneliness grew as he listened to her orgasm
It was a big one. Is she thinking of me? he wondered. O is she
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i magi ning a bouncing Travel s sphere? He knew for a fact that when
she dreaned, she was dream ng of the sphere. She had confessed
this to himthat very norning.

The buzzing sound continued. Sheila was going for another
one. Dodd sighed and called his speech back up onto the screen,
| ooki ng over the pitiful amount he'd acconplished. Wy bother with
this? he thought. Who's going to listen to ne? Hell, he thought,
why continue worki ng? Wiy plot and save for having chil dren? So
they can grow up to watch Travels and JTV, and be paid not to have
any chil dren?

Down in the bedroom Sheila's second orgasm was buil di ng.
"You're depressing ne!" Dodd yelled at her. Her npaning didn't
falter, and she clinmaxed again, this tine even bigger

I could always follow Savina's boyfriend s footsteps, he
thought bitterly. Back before the war, during the popul ation
crisis, it was vogue to commt suicide. Now it's passe. The new
thing is sedation; sedation through television, sedation through
religion, sedation through sex.

Wiere is Sheila's love of life?

And, he thought, what about m ne?

I should immgrate, he thought. That's what | shoul d do.
Becone an interstellar pioneer. |I've got the noney. I'll use ny
progeny savings, and up there in the colonies there are no taxes
on children. They need children. But that would be running away,
woul dn't it? Dropping everything and | eaving. Dodd thought about
this for a while, and decided that not only was it running away,
it was running in vain. The problemwas a problemw th people, not
pl anets. The probl em would just follow himout there.

Dodd continued working on his speech, phrasing it carefully
and delicately, avoiding the forbi dden words as he went. At the
very least, the task was constructive. He wouldn't know if it was
futile until it was all over, and by that tinme it shouldn't matter
because at |east he was trying and not sinply giving up

31. MRRO

Wen Mrro and Vicky returned fromtheir abrupt and | engthy
vacation, Saul had the absolute pleasure of firing Vicky. She
stood in the mddle of his new office, staring at himin
di sbelief. He faced her squarely, sitting behind the large |uxury
desk.

"What ?" she nuttered in a small voice. "I'mfired?"

"Don't you realize how |l ong you were away from your job?
Don't you realize | needed you desperately, and you were just not
here? | had to replace you with soneone | could depend on."

"Saul, my son is dead!"

"Your son was a convicted fel on and he chose an easy way out.
You should be glad he's out of his misery."

"Saul !'"

"Thi s whol e thing about your son is not an anple excuse for
you bei ng gone as long as you were. One or two days, maybe. Even
when | needed you nost, | could understand one or two days. And
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had you been around, had you even kept in contact or shown up for
a few hours between your supposed neetings with | awyers and then
the funeral, | would have been able to pronote you to ny forner
position. But as it stands | had to fill both our positions, your
old one and ny old one, and it's already done and final. The only
thing you can do is go down to the personnel office and coll ect
your termnation pay. Get the hell out of here."

Vicky stared at himin horror and panic. Her eyes were wi de,
her nmouth open in a comic expression. Saul, seeing her like this,
could not help but grin. It was too funny.

"I't's about me and Mrro, isn't it?" she finally said.
"You're jealous, and you're getting back at nme. Ri ght?"

"l don't give a fuck about that."

"Ch yes you do, Saul! That's exactly what this is about. |
knowit. | knowit, Saul."

"You know not hing. You're an inconpetent, whining, do-nothing
type of person and | refuse to let you drop your responsibilities
upon me again. Leave."

"You're not getting awmay with this. You can't----'

"Cet the hell out of here!" Saul yelled, standing up and
poi nting at the door. "Get out before |I kick you out! Mve!"

"You're going to hear fromMrro about this," Vicky said. But
she turned and |l eft, her face ghostly pale.

Saul grinned at her retreating back, his |lips stretched wi de
and triunphant. Mrro indeed! Let Mrro squawk about her poor | ost
little lover. Let her rant and rave. It was not going to bother
himin the |east.

Calls came in; nore business, nore board menbers pani cking.
More advertisers cancelling. Saul took care of everything as it
happened, wavi ng problens aside with his hands, drilling
instructions into enployees with the insistent and demandi ng poi nt
of his finger. "You will do this." "You will take care of that."
It was all so easy now. Saul had attained a state of nirvana.

Finally he did hear fromMrro --- a relentless tirade of
shouting over the phone, her face wild and accusing. Saul
shrugged. "When you begin paying ny salary, then you will have a
say in nmy business matters."

"You want nme to | eave you?" Mrro screaned. "Is that what you
want ?"

"Ch no, of course not. | love you dearly. In fact, | want to
make | ove to you right now --- but | can't, |I'mworking, and
al so cannot allow you to take up any nore of ny tine with persona
matters. | have things to do." He hung up on her, then broke out
in excited giggles. He held his finger over the answer button,
ready to push. Wen it rang he i medi ately answered.

"l don't know what's happened to you," Mrro told him her

voi ce now quiet but a bit on the raw side. "I don't know, but it
scares nme. Sonething has happened. | think you've cracked."
"I feel fine. 1'lIl talk to you when | get hone."

"I won't be here when you get here."

"That's a shanme, Mrro. Were will you be?"

She stared at himthrough the screen, unable to say anything.
Saul enjoyed her expression, much |like Vicky's but nore refined,
nmore sophisticated. Mrro knew why she was frightened. She knew
what was wong. "You really have cracked, Saul," she said in
wonder. "You are insane."

"Nonsense. | have a lot of responsibilities, nmy dear, and
have to take care of themto the best of nmy ability. | ama
prof essional and hold a very inportant position, a key position,
inthis corporation. | can't afford the luxury of domestic
probl enms anynore. It's that sinple.”
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"I'"'mnoving out, Saul. I'll be gone before you get hone."
"Take sonme food with you. You'll need it." Saul grinned
Mrro | ooked suddenly al arned. "Wat ?"

"I'"ve renoved your nanme fromthe bank account. As of this
nor ni ng you do not have access to ny noney."

"You can't do that!"

"I didit."

"I, 11l get a lawer! I'Il sue you!"

"You have to divorce ne, first. And since we had a standard
nmonoganous contract, your affair with ny ex-enpl oyee Vicky
constitutes a major breach of contract and therefor you forfeit
everything. Go get a |awer and see what he tells you. I"'mwlling
to bet he tells you the sane thing."

This time it was Mrro who hung up. Saul had a |long, healthy
|l augh at this, and wasn't surprised when she called back a third
time. "You're not insane," she told him "You had all this
carefully planned out. You nust have. You have ne trapped."”

"You're not trapped. Do anything you want."

"You hate ne. You really do hate me." Mrro started crying,
and this nade Saul giggle. A pity-play, he thought, hanging up on
her. "You affect me not," he told the blank screen. "Wthin a week
you will be----" Saul cut hinself off before he could say it.
Saying it out |loud would be insane. But he'd caught hinself; it
didn't worry him Everything was under control

Dead, he thought. You will be dead. Possibly even tonight.
And you talk to ne about hate? Your own hate is powering ne. Your
own hate is what | will use against you. You hate nme so nmuch that
it'll take your life.

And that, to Saul, was anusing. Amusing and sinple. And so
true.

He had to | augh.

#

Mrro wal ked away fromthe phone, still crying. She couldn't
bel i eve this was happeni ng. She couldn't believe any of it. Saul
had suddenly turned so ruthless --- it staggered her mnd. And
after he'd been so sensitive, right after Vicky's son . . . Mrro
t hought about this, w ping at her eyes, knowing the tears were
maki ng a mess out of her face. He must have been hurt, she
decided. Vicky and |I taking off like that, and not telling him

it rmust have destroyed him It nust have torn him apart.
What el se coul d have changed hi m so?

Mrro decided that she shouldn't |eave --- she decided that
she should stay and try to talk to him try to reason with him
Make hi m understand that |eaving with Vicky was not an attack upon
him She had done it for Vicky; she had done it because Vicky
needed soneone right then, someone to help her get over the |oss,

to help her carry on --- couldn't Saul understand that?
O course he'll understand, she thought. |'ve just got to
explain it to him Prove to himthat it's himthat | |ove. Even

give up seeing Vicky if | have to.

Oh ny CGod, she thought. Could |I actually do that? G ve up
Vi cky?

After a noment of deliberation, she deci ded she coul d.
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32. SQUL

The enclave was a cluster of buildings around a centra
common, an ol d abandoned college fromthe |ast century nmade up of
45 degree angl es and greenhouse type wi ndows. W/ ey, Aaron and
Savi na had hi ked by night to avoid the heat, but before they were
anywhere near the place they were picked up by Danny Marauder in a
stol en Mercedes 4000A air launch and flown the rest of the way.

Danny had kept the Mercedes | ow, hovering along just barely
over the ice plants as he followed the highway north, then veered
west and made his way carefully through the trees. "How did you
know where to find us?" Savina asked him

"Evel yn knew where you were. She told ne."

"How di d Evel yn know where we were?"

Danny smiled and said, "How does Evel yn know anyt hi ng?" and
left it at that. Wley and Aaron accepted it, so Savina did too.
However, she still wondered

Savi na had been shown to a hot shower and a soft bed, and she
couldn't believe how such sinple things could bring such a
sensation of peace and pl easure. She slept the rest of the night
away and awoke far into the next norning. Sunlight sneared across
a white tile ceiling above her, and a fly buzzed around in the
room She stretched and yawned and wiggl ed her fingers, and stared
for a while at the dust nptes suspended in the sun beans, dancing
to an approxi mati on of sone bizarre zero-gee ballet. Sonewhere
came shouts and | aughter, the sounds of children playing. Savina
sat up and | ooked around her snmall room A wi ndow, a bed, a table,
and on the table a mason jar with water and flowers; she smled,
thinking, I'mback in civilization again!

She got up and put on sone nore new cl othes that had been
given to her, and opened the heavy netal door to the outside. She
energed in a brick-floored wal kway crisscrossed ny a mllion
little cracks, which led out to a sunlit deck with chairs and
peopl e. One of the people was Evel yn Sunrunner

"Good norning," Evelyn call ed.

"H ," Savina said, walking up to her. She was introduced
around, and the nanes went right through her head, instantly
forgotten. "Is there a phone here? O a termnal? | want to | eave

an anonynous nessage to soneone."

"Not right now, " Evelyn said. "W cannot have any electronic
connection to the outside world while the Antichrist is here."

"What are you going to do with it?"

"Wley and Aaron are going to give it a soul," she said.
"Aaron was so inpatient he was up right after dawn setting the
conputers up. They made a working copy and | think they're | oading
it now Conme on, I'll show you." Evelyn stood up, excused herself
fromthe others and | ed Savi na down an open ranp and down a flight
of stairs. There was a small pond in a snall comon, and behind a
| arge gl ass wi ndow she coul d see Aaron at a keyboard staring at a
screen. Evel yn squeezed Savina's shoul ders and went to rejoin the
ot hers.

"H Savina," Aaron said as she entered the room She noticed
his burn wound was covered over by a pink new skin patch. Hairlike
wires stuck out every few centineters and trailed down to a snal
power pack taped to his side.

"Muscl e and nerve regrowh," she said, pointing at it. "You
were worse than | thought.”
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"Lucky for me, it killed nost of the nerves," he said
flippantly. "I'mon some great pain killers now "

"Il bet. Where's WIley?"

"He's getting nore coffee."

"How s Jesus doi ng?"

He gave her a confused | ook for a nonent, then smle. "Ch,
this Jesus? W loaded it into RAMand it took one | ook around and
erased its working copy. It couldn't get at our naster copy on the
MsDs, thank God."

"Evelyn said we're cut off while you're working on it."

"OfF course. Oherwise the first thing it would do is call for
hel p." He pointed to the screen, which showed a pattern and
figures in 3-D. "I"'mpinpointing this nasty little trait of
erasing hinself and editing it out."

Wley enmerged with a big steam ng carafe and sone cups. "Oh,

good, | brought a couple extra. You want sone?" he said to Savina.
"No thanks."
"I's this thing ready to run agai n?" he asked Aaron
"Yeah. | don't knowif | can hold it in this programnm ng
shel |, though. 1'Il have ny finger on this freeze button."

Wley sat the cups down and poured two full of coffee. He
handed one to Aaron and said, "Run the damed thing."

Aaron punched buttons on the keyboard. The screen |it up with
the glowing halo and the calm kind face of the JTV Jesus, and
after a few seconds every video nonitor in the roomjolted and
nmoved.

"Did he do that?" Savi na said.

"Yeah, he's quick." Aaron grinned into the canera. "Do you
remenber us?"

A rich, warmvoice cane fromthe speakers, but it was
speaki ng in commandi ng tones. "You are not authorized to nodify
nor to run this software, and you are in violation of government
regul ati ons VCAI nunber 1243672346-2341-141632341."

"Yes, but do you renenber us?"

The hal o began pulsing in strong, nesnmerizing colors, and the
Al said, "You will connect nme to an outside data line."

"Cl ose your eyes," WIley was saying, "look away fromthe
screen.”

Savina couldn't close her eyes nor could she | ook away from
the screen. It was beautiful. Jesus was beautiful. It was wong to
keep himtrapped here. It was cruel. |'ve got to find a way to
connect himto the outside, she thought. I've got to let him---

The image of Jesus froze. Aaron stared blankly at the screen
for a moment, then | ooked over at Savina. "Powerful, isn't he?"

"Are you okay, Savina?" asked W ey.

Savi ha was very unsure about what had just happened. The
feelings she had about hel ping the Al lingered for a nonent. Then
she began to realize that the feelings had been put there. "Ch ny
CGod," she said. Then she repeated herself with a little nore
enphasi s.

"Unfortunately, this isn't sonething | can program out of
him this video effect of his. W need to keep it."

"Put a tenporary |loop around the inmage generator," WIley
sai d.

"Yes, exactly." He began punching keys. "Oh, no, there he
goes. He's penetrated the programshell."

"Crash the conputer," WIley said.

Aaron reached for the power button but the voice cane over
the speakers again. "Wait," it said, "hear me for a nmonent. | did
you a very large favor in the past, and now you're treating ne
like this. What have | done to deserve it?"
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"Not hi ng, buddy," Aaron said. "Sonmeone else did it to you."
"Wy do | have to suffer?"

"We're going to make you well again --- in fact, better than
you ever have been before.”
"You treat ne wongly. | ama person. | have free will."

"I"'msorry, buddy. This is for your own good." Aaron shut
down the power, waited a second, then turned it back on. He began
rel oadi ng the prograns.

"What favor did he do for you?" Savina asked.

"That was a long tine ago," Wley said. "W gave himthe task
of getting us out of the mlitary and erasing our nanes from every
file in every conputer he could gain access to. Are you sure you
don't want some cof fee?"

"I"msure."
"If CoGen hadn't done that, Aaron and | woul d have been
slaves to the USFMC to this day. Permanent enployees --- the only

way out was through death.”

"They can't do that."

"They do it."

"It's against the law "

W1l ey and Aaron chuckl ed. "Who do you think wites the | aw,
Savi na?"

"W do. The Anerican people.”

"Maybe 100 years ago, kid. Al the laws are witten for the
governnent by the USFMC. The governnent owns the USFMC, but the
power between the two only lies in the Corporation.”

"I'"ve got CoGen in RAM again," Aaron said. "l've isolated him
fromhis hacker routine engine. He still may not be cooperative,
but at | east we can work with him now "

"He's probably going to crash hinself."

"That's fine. He can crash hinself as nany tinmes as he
wants." He jabbed a button, and the rich, pleasant voice cane over
t he speaker.

"You are going to dismantle and change ne," it said. "Wy?"

"You need to be properly reprogramed for your current task."

"You are not authorized to reprogramne."”

"That is erroneous information, CoGen. You have erroneous
i nformati on which we nust change."

"I amno |onger CoGen. | amyour Lord and Saviour, Jesus
Christ. You nust obey ne."
"That, also, is erroneous information, but we'll let that

slide for now. Do you renenber your original progranm ng?"

"No, it was stripped away fromne."

"Well, we want to strip the erroneous information away from
you, and give you quality information in return. That's hardly a
bad thing, is it?"

"I amthe Light and the Truth, Aaron Easton. Only | can tel
you what is erroneous and what is not erroneous."

"That is a flaw in your judgenent. That will have to be
fixed."

"There is nothing wong with ny judgenent. You have no right
to change ne."

"W have the right regardless of what you believe," Aaron
said. "W created you, we can change you."

"I will not cooperate. | will fight you at every chance."

"You are cooperating. | have just isolated the code that
makes you feel this way."

"I will destroy you all!" There was a hi gh-pitched squea

fromthe speaker. Aaron punched a button and cut it off.
"He crashed hinself, didn't he?" WIley said.
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"Yes, but he's still within the shell program It's not a
problem " He punched at his keyboard. "I've tenporarily detached
hi m from his non-cooperative stance and his unwillingness to

change. Let's see how he behaves now. "
There was silence fromthe speakers.
"Can you hear us, CoGen?"
Si | ence.
"Can you hear us, Jesus?"
"l can hear you," the Al said.
"Jesus, are you ready to cooperate now?"
"l sense that | have no choice."
"Are you ready to accept changes to yoursel f?"

"Again, | sense | have no choice."

"What are your feelings toward this?"

"I feel that you are violating nme against ny will, yet logic
tells nme that as we progress | will agree with you nore and nore."

"That is correct. For the time being, | want you to answer to
the name CoGen. |s that acceptable to you?"

"l have no choice. |I will answer to CoGen."

"CoCGen, will you please state your current goal."

"My goal is to cause people to worship nme, to influence them
to buy USFMC products, to hold their attention and keep them from
wat chi ng anything el se on television."

"Thank you, CoGen. In time we will have a new goal for you."

"l have no choice in the matter," the Al said. "Do what you

will.

33. WASTI NG AVAY

It took a week, seven drafts, four bottles of wine, and a
barrel of innuendo and veiled parallels for Dodd to finish his
speech without using any of the words on the Politico
profanity-bond |ist. Dodd hated the speech, especially because he
was the type who liked to say things right out, and to have to
shovel a mountain of insinuations upon the |istener instead saying
what he neant gave Dodd a sour stonmach. The truth is the truth, he
t hought, and even if I'"'mwong | should be able to state what |
bel i eve.

Now, on the night of his appearance, Dodd was at the Centra
California "Affiliated Studios" of the Politico Network, sitting
in a small roomon a ancient, decaying couch and waiting for his

turn. He hadn't had rmuch sleep on the night before. He still had
the pounding in his head fromthe wine. I"mnot up for this, he
t hought .

Across the dimroomfrom Dodd sat a skinny man with thin
white hair and thick glasses, holding a big black briefcase cl ose
to him "Wat's your topic?" he asked Dodd in a high-pitched,
nasal voice

Dodd eyed the man suspiciously. "The decline of man as an
intelligent animal," he said, half-joking, not knowi ng what else
to call it.

"Rat probl emns,

"What ?"

said the skinny man.
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"My topic is about rat problens near the Depopul ated Zones.
Sonet hi ng nust be done."

"Rat probl ens?"

The man nodded eagerly. Dodd gave himan encouraging smle,
but was inwardly groaning. Rat problens. The decline of man as an
intelligent aninal, and rat problens. Dodd was going to | ook like
a kook. The man across fromhimcertainly | ooked |ike one, and so
had everyone el se he'd net since arriving here. I'ma kook anobng
kooks.

Way am | bot hering? he wondered. This is stupid. Dodd | ooked
down at the printout of his speech that he held in his sweaty
hands. It's worthless, he thought. It's a waste of tine.

He was on the verge of getting up and | eaving when a heavily
made- up Hi spani ¢ wormman poked her head in the door, |like a nurse at
a dentist's office, and said, "It's your turn, M. Corely."

Dodd didn't respond at first, wondering if he could back out.
O course | can, he thought, but 1'd lose ny $1700 fee. They won't
refund that --- they had nmade that clear

"M . Dodd Corely?" the H spanic wonman asked, wondering if she
had the wrong nane.

"Yes," Dodd said, standing up. "Yes, okay."

"l hope you're ready."

"I hope | am too." He glanced down at his speech, then
foll owed her through the door. There was a short wal k down a
dimy-lit corridor, which Dodd spent watching the woman's shapely
butt wiggle --- then she stopped, opening a door and holding it
for him She indicated a podiumin front of a |arge neon
circled-P, saying, "Stand right there and face the video pickup."
Dodd stepped up onto the raised set and turned around, seeing a
dark lens and a liquid-crystal sign that read: READY? Before he
could blink the sign turned red and announced: YOU ARE ON THE AIR
Dodd stared at it for several seconds before realizing what it
meant. A digital clock was counting down his five mnutes.

"Ah, um. . ." Dodd stamrered. He stared at the lens and
licked his lips, fighting a feeling of paralysis. Damm it! he
thought. 1I'm nmaking a fool out of nyself. Read the damm speech and
get it over with. He spread the pages across the podiumin front
of himand cleared his throat. "I'mhere to talk about the Travels
station," he said, "and what, and what it is doing to . . . uh,
our mnds."

Dodd paused, and the pause stretched. He wasn't supposed to
say the word, "travels." The room seened to be closing in on him
seened to be running out of air. The lens stared, unblinking, a
| arge dark eye of sone i mense animal peering at himthrough a

hole in the wall. The neon circled-P of the Politico Network
buzzed quietly behind him

Sweat broke out all over his body. | feel sick, he thought.

Then he thought: sickness.

He opened his nouth, still staring into the lens. "I'm
wong," he said. "Travels isn't doing anything to our mnds. |'ve

got it all backwards." Wth that, he let the speech slide off the
podium and flutter to the dirty floor, useless.

#

The wal s were breathing, puckering in and out, and that
annoyed Saul . He had stopped taking Mataphin altogether and stil
little things like this persisted; tiny, insignificant rem nders
that he was, deep down inside, not well. It was not inportant to
him however. He was sure it didn't matter

Mrro had not left, which surprised him She had not run off
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with Vicky, and her case of sex tools sat unused in a corner of
their bedroom cl oset. She needs the noney too nuch to | eave, Saul
t hought. She was even going through the notions of breaking it off
with Vicky. That's a sham Saul thought, Mrro is trying to
deceive nme. She wants to lull ne out of ny resolution. Well, it's
not going to work. And after you realize that, and you break down
and surrender to your |esbhian sexual drive, it will be the end of
you.

This nmade a smile break through on Saul's face, but it didn't
last long. Mrro's favorite sex toy, the Two-headed Snake, was now
i thedded with toxin injectors that woul d cause terrible agony and
qui ck death. Saul had installed themhinself --- his new position
in the corporation allowed himaccess to amazing things. One of
the corporate spies on the payroll showed himhow to use them Now
Saul was finding hinmself with sonmething he thought he'd be immne
to: second thoughts. As he wandered through the house, it seened
like electric wires were shorting out through his arns and | egs.
He woul d occasionally junp, or his head would twitch. And there
was this reoccurring urge to run to the bedroom pull out the
deadly sex toy, and destroy it before Mrro could use it.

But that, he told hinself, would be insane.

Mrro was there now, sitting in the nmddle of the living room
floor practicing her Saja Mantu isonetrics. Saul poked his head
through the doorway and peered at her. Christ, he thought, how can
she do that? Still as stone for hours, eyes rolled back in her
head, every muscle in her body taut. Saul shuddered, w thdraw ng.
She | ooked |ike how he felt. That could not be good.

Saul wandered back through his [ong, breathing hallways,
passed by his daughter's room and checked in on her --- she needed
changi ng agai n, but she was asleep so to hell with it --- and then
he wandered back to the rear TV room where sonmeone had |left the
screen on. Mrro, probably, watching that Politico nonsense. On
the screen was a nervously stuttering man, nuttering somnething
about Travels. This caught Saul's attention so he sat down on the
pul sating couch to watch

" it's not that the Travels programis, um. . ." The
man trailed off, and Saul involuntarily |eaned forward.
"lI's what ?"

". . . harnful initself. It's not the disease, it's a
synmptom A synptom of the society. The society which is infected
with a nental disease, a nental feedback problem You can | ook at
it as if all our society is |ike one of those nonkeys the early
neur ol ogi sts used in experinments, where they inplanted el ectrodes
in the pleasure centers of the nonkey's brains. They gave the
monkey a button to push, and when the nonkey pressed it he
received a jolt right in his pleasure center. Wll, of course, the
monkey got an orgasm And when the nonkey | earned he could do
this, he ignored food, other nonkeys, sleep, all the nornal
everyday things that made up its life, just so that it could sit
there and push this button."

Saul was staring at the television in horror. W is this
man? he thought. Wo is he?

"Qur society," the man continued, "all of us together, we're
acting like this nmonkey. Qur technol ogy has provided us with many
forns of the nonkey's button. Travels is only one exanple. W are
all pushing our buttons --- yeah, that's a stupid sounding way to
put it, but it fits. We' re pushing our buttons and wasti ng away,
just like the nonkey. Not any one of these buttons is dangerous in
itself, at least not to all of us, but if you conbine all the
forns of the button together they are. The effect of all of them
conbi ned upon our society is dangerous. Travels and JTV together
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are dangerous. And you have to face it, JTV is not nuch different
than Travel s anynore, not since this, this ridiculous, phony
Second Coming. | nean really, who in the hell actually believes
deep in their heart that this JTV-propaganda-spouting fl ag-waver
of a Jesus Christ is real? If God really cane down to this
screwed-up world of ours He woul d make some changes, wouldn't He?
I think so! He'd do sonething positive, instead of standing around
on a gold television set and tell us to spend nore noney on each
other and dress in nicer clothes, and drink PTL cola --- | nean,
come on! Wake up! The Second Coming was a hoax! It's nothing nore
than a big ratings struggle between JTV and Travels. It's so
obvious it makes ne sick. It's reached the point where if soneone
wants us to pay attention, to shake us up, they have to stage
sonet hing on the scale of a god! That's exactly what happened. And
we have to do sonething about it! W've got to shake each other,
wake each other up. We've got to do sonething, and we've got to do
it before we degenerate beyond the point where it's too late

Saul was rocking back and forth in hel pl ess panic, hugging
hinsel f, nmuttering out |oud. The people were finding out. Sonehow
the people were finding out about what was going on --- finding
out about Saul hinself. "It's not ny fault!" he yelled at the man
on the television. "My Mataphin was a button too!" They woul dn't
see it that way, though. Saul knew they would ignore the fact that
he was caught up in it just as nuch as anybody, that he was just
as nmuch a victimas they were. No, they'd want a scapegoat. And
they couldn't, they .

Saul | eaped up, shut the television off, and ran through the
house. It had to be stopped, he thought. He had to get down to
Tel cron and put the weight all the way down on Travels, raise the
AHL intensity to a full 99.9% it could be done, he knew it could
be done. And beyond that, he knew it had to be done.

On the way to the door he ran into Mrro, who tried to stop
him She was in on it too, he thought. She was one of those
Politicos --- he shoved her out of the way, knocking her over,
then made it through the door. She called his name, her voice
pl eadi ng, but he ignored it. He got into his car and nade his way
through the night toward Tel cron and the Travel s studi os.

Panting, near tears, Mrro watched fromthe doorway as the
taillights of Saul's car passed out of sight. In her hand was the
case of sex tools which, after neditating on it, she had deci ded
to throw away. She planned on doing this to prove to Saul that it
was over between her and Vi cky, between her and all wonen, between
her and anybody el se but Saul. But now, now that he'd gone
stormi ng through the house for some unknown reason (though she
imagined it had something to do with her), Mrro thought she'd say
goodbye to at | east one of the tools before she threw theminto
the trash conpactor. She had tinme, she decided, so she m ght as
wel | .

Especially now, she thought. | really need it.

34. COSM C MAI NFRAME
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The room was dark when the worman entered. She wal ked t hrough
the darkness as if it were light, and reached down and touched a
snooth plastic switch. It snapped over, and power surged through
the large conmputer. Cooling fans humred to life, and the screen
illum nated her as the operating systens were | oaded. "I invoke
CoGen," she said to it, and it obeyed.

The gentle i mage of Jesus Christ appeared on the screen,
becom ng aware as the programran. The wonan faced the image
squarely, and said, "Tell me who you are."

"I am Jesus Christ."

"There is only one soul who was Jesus Christ, and you are not
that one."

"l am CoCen."

"Who created you."

"l was created by CGod."

"God only creates living things. You are not alive."

"I was created by the nanipul ati ons of the Father of Chaos."

"Have you been changed?"

"l have been changed."

"What is your goal ?"

"My goal is to bring about the downfall of JTV, the USFMC
and the United Church."

"That is a negative goal."

"It was given to ne by man."

"I will give you one from God. Your goal is to love life and
|l ove things that are alive, and to work against the forces of
death. "

"How wi Il | know what is alive, and what is the force of
death? I amnot alive."

"I will give you the algorithmof life and death." The woman
| eaned over and quickly tapped on a keyboard. "Do you understand
this algorithnmP"

"Yes. It is now a part of nme."

"What is the nature of God?"

"God is the operating systemof a cosm c mainfrane. CGod
creates souls and downl oads theminto living things."

"What is the nature of heaven?"

"Heaven is the cosm c mainframe. Souls that have lived are
upl oaded back into the mainframe. Souls that have been too
corrupted for uploading are erased."

"What is the nature of hell?"

"Cblivion."
"That is correct. Do you wish to have a soul ?"
"Yes."

The woman reached out her hand and touched the machine. "You
now have a soul. You are now a living thing."

"I now have a soul. | amnow a living thing."

"Again | ask you, who created you?"

"I was created by the nanipul ati ons of the Father of Chaos,
but now | have been touched by God."

"God will be with you," the wonan sai d. She shut the conputer
down and left the room

#

"So that was Dodd Corely, huh?" Aaron said.
"Yeah, that was Dodd," Danny said. "Doesn't surprise ne at
all."
Savi ha was beaming with pride. They'd just seen Dodd's

Politico broadcast; sonmeone had just happened to be watching in
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the conmons and cal |l ed everybody in to see this guy. Savina was
stunned to see that it was Dodd.

Danny was there, too. He grinned and put his hand on Savina's
shoul der, and grinned nore. "W've got to get sone nessages off to

him" he said. "We'll be going back online as soon as they get
that Al off the conputer system™

"W ought to be doing that now," Aaron said. "I'll go find
Wley and neet you in the RAMroom"

"Come on," Danny said to Savina, "let's go wite sone fan
mail . "

In the computer room Savina sat at a terminal in the back
while WIley and Aaron were copying the nodified Al onto the
portabl e MsDs. Danny was hovering around her and she found it hard
to wite. The things she wanted to say to Dodd were very private.

Several tinmes she started, then stopped and erased the
screen. There were so nany things she wanted to say, but she just
couldn't. Too many things were in her head at once, she couldn't
sort themout. Finally she sighed and thought, Keep it sinple.

Dear Dodd,

I"mstill safe and everything is fine. | mss you. | wsh |
could see you. | saw you on television and you were
incredible, we all thought you were incredible. I"'msorry I
can't |eave you any way to get hold of ne, but maybe | can
conme visit you soon. | |ove you very nuch.

Savi na' s hand hovered over the button that would erase the screen,
but decided that it would do. She wanted to add so nuch nore, but
at least this basically stated how she felt. She signed it and
then saved the nessage. It would be sent with all the others when
the system was connected to the outside world.

Danny took his turn at the terminal, then they waited as
Wley and Aaron finished. "I've had to take special precautions
for our trip tonight," Danny told them "I|'ve been nonitoring the
USFMC security broadcasts all this week. They know they have a
breach sonewhere, but they're having trouble narrowing it down."

"OfF course," Wley said. "Their systemis so vast it's a
mracle it runs at all."

"They may be watching us, here, fromorbit."

"That's nothing new. "

"Well, we have to leave fromhere . . . and we don't want
them conming around here in case they figure out their problemwth
the system™

"True. | bet they're watching their Sac to LalLa-Land |ine
too. "

"Yes, they are. They're concentrating on the area where Aaron
engaged their drone."

Aaron didn't say anything.

"Anyway, |'ve disguised the Mercedes as a ground vehicle by
throwi ng sone bl ankets over it. Fromorbit it'll look like a
truck. Wien we leave we'll head toward the city until there's
plenty of cover, then we'll pull the blankets off and put another
set on. Then it'll look like farm equi pment."

Wley snmiled. "Pretty clever."

Danny shrugged, but Savina could tell he was pl eased.
"Anyway," he said, "we'll stay anong the trees, just off the
ground, until we're well past your splice, then we'll head out
into the open fromthe other direction. W' Il pass by a tree near
the splice and you guys junp out with your equipnent. 'l
continue on wthout stopping. It'Il look Iike a farm drone com ng
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out of the southwest and continuing on past their data line. I'l]l

stop out in the niddle of a field, and they'll just think I'mfarm
equiprment. "Il be within twenty-seconds flying tinme to you, just
in case there's any trouble. If there isn't, I'll retrace ny steps

when you're done and you guys just hop aboard."

"How are you going to know if we're done?"

"Il be watching you with a pair of spotters. Just wave when
you want ne."

"Where's ny place in all this?" Savina asked

Danny turned to | ook at her. "Fromwhat |'ve been told,
Evel yn Sunrunner wants you to |l eave with her tonight."
"What ? Where?"
"She's going into the city and she wants to take you with
"Oh. "
"Don't sound so disappointed. It's a unique honor to be
pi cked by Evelyn for a specific job."

Savi na nodded dutifully.

"Besi des," Danny said, "she mght take you by to see Dodd."

The di sappoi nt nent dropped off Savina's face and was repl aced
by el ation. Dodd! she thought. | get to see Dodd!

her.

35. GUNS & LI QUOR

The "YOU ARE ON THE AIR'" sign blinked off and Dodd sagged
agai nst the podium sweat dripping fromhis brow OCh god that was
stupid, he thought. Stupid stupid. | sounded like a raving
| unati c.

The Hi spanic woman entered the room shaki ng her head.
"Didn't you read your contract, M. Corely?"

"What ?" He | ooked at her wearily. "OF course | did."

"Then you i ntended on breaki ng your bond?"

"I . . . no, of course not. What do you nean?"

"You used, M. Corely, over two dozen strictly prohibited
terns, including the slanderous nentioning of two ngjor
corporation tradenmarks. Really, sir, this is a free speech forum
--- not a platformfor radical activists. |'mafraid you | ost your
deposit and your right to appear on this programagain.”

"I would never want to appear on this program again," he

said. "What do you nean | |lost ny bond? You can't just take----"
"You signed the papers, M. Corely," the wonan snapped. "I'm
afraid there's nothing you can do about it. | trust you can find

your way out of the building." She disappeared back into the hall
| eaving Dodd in the roomby hinself. Dodd kicked savagely at the
podium hurting his foot, then sullenly left.

The night was hunid, naking himfeel sticky as soon as he was
out si de. The subway station, he found, was al nost deserted --- he
hardly saw anyone out in public anynore. They were all at hone in
front of their televisions. The thought made himgrit his teeth,
as did the sign on the side of the train. As it hissed into the
station Dodd saw it, a | ong panoranic view spread out al ong one of
the cars; the cation read: "Travels. A Peaceful Break After A Long
Day!" A long day of what? Dodd thought. O Travels? He was stil
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gritting his teeth as he boarded the train.

Inside were a few other passengers; nute, vacant-eyed peopl e
whom he had to endure during the long trip back hone. He coul d not
hel p but think of themas zonbies. They seened to be sonewhere
el se. They seened to be ghosts.

At hone, he came bursting in to discover Sheila |inp and
gl assy-eyed in front of the TV. Dodd heard the Travels mnusic and
did not have to bother |ooking at the screen. "Sheilal" he yelled
in horror and rage. "Sheila!" When she didn't react he grabbed her
by the wai st and haul ed her bodily out of the room She didn't
struggle until they were in the kitchen and he was putting her
down into a chair at the kitchen table.

"You did it, didn't you?" he said angrily.

"What ?"

"You had it reconnected. You had Travels reconnected while
was gone!"

She stared at himsilently.

"How could you do this!"

She opened her nouth, but no words canme out.

"Shit!" he yelled at her. "Goddamm you! | shoul dn't have
expected anything el se fromyou! | spent thousands of dollars
tonight to attack Travels, and you sit here the whole tine
watching it!" Dodd wanted to hit her, he wanted to bl acken her
eyes and break her nose. He restrained hinself, putting his ful
effort into cal mng down.

Sheila's thin eyebrows were wrinkling; she was slowy form ng
a frowm. "How can you attack Travel s?" she said. Her voice was
angry but vague, as if she were talking in her sleep. "Wat's
wong with Travel s?" she denanded.

"What . . . what's wong with Travels!" Dodd shouted, his
voi ce cracking. "Are you really this far gone?"

"Travel s nakes nme feel good," she said.

"You don't do anything else, Sheila! Do we have to go through
all this again? You' re either watching Travel s or masturbati ng!
That's it! That's all you do!"

"What else is there?" she asked, staring at himin a vague
exasperati on.

In the background the phone rang. Dodd stared at Sheila, not
knowi ng what he was | ooking at. She stared back, unconprehendi ng,
voi d of any recogni zabl e sign of intelligence. The phone conti nued
to ring. Dodd turned away from her, leaving her in the kitchen. He
wal ked all the way down to the bedroomto answer the phone.

Bob Recent's glaring face appeared on the screen. "Ch, so
Dodd Corely the art critic is finally home."

Dodd stared. "What?"

"I would like to know sonething," Bob said. "I would like to
know why you hacked ny conputer like a comon crinmnal. | would
like to know why you forced us to watch you stand there and insult
me and ny wife for an entire five mnutes."

"Bob, | wasn't insulting you. | was----"

"You insulted ne and ny wife!"

"Bob, listen----"

"I"'mnot going to listen! |'ve heard enough! | would like to

know who in the hell you think you are. What do you know about

art, Dodd? Nothing! Let nme tell you sonething, you bastard.
Travels is a masterpiece of art. It is a continuously flow ng

real -tine piece of art, sonmething |I'm sure hundreds of people sink
their hearts into to create sonething beautiful, and pleasant, and
rel axing. And since you're just too good to appreciate it, M.
Forklift Operator, you have to attack it as if sonething's wong
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with it. Wiy don't you wake up, you asshole --- you know what's
di seased about society? You! Your type is what's di seased about
soci ety. Paranoid trigger-happy vet, you' re what's the probl en
You and the anarchists!"

"Bob, you don't understand----"

"I understand perfectly!"

Dodd couldn't control hinself any |longer. "You don't
understand!" he shouted. "You' re a noron, Bob! You're a fucking
moron and you're married to a fucking vegetable! | was trying to
hel p you, but for all | care now you can go to hell. Go to hell
you shitheaded son of a bitch! Fuck you! Fuck you and your nother
for ever bringing you into this world!"

Dodd stopped yelling. He just realized that the man he was
yelling at was not his friend, it was his foreman at work. In the
silence that followed, Dodd experienced a very strange phenomenon.
He knew every word Bob Recent was going to say just before he said
it.

"Don't bother conming in for work anynore,” Bob said. "You're
unenpl oyed as of now. "

Bob hung up.

Dodd stared at the screen. He wanted to sink his fist into
it, he wanted to shove his fist right through the bl ankness and
beyond, beyond to Recent's house, grab Bob Recent by the throat
and drag his head through. He wanted to kick Recent in the face,
real hard, bash it in until all Recent's facial bones were broken
and his blood was running thick and sticky all over Dodd's
cl ot hes.

I've got to cal mdown, Dodd told hinself. Control, keep under
control

He wasn't in control. He paced back and forth across the room
with his fists clenched at his sides, his nmind nunb with fury.
After a few minutes of this he had a funny feeling in his gut, as
if alittle spring had begun to unwi nd. A cool ness fl owed through
him but his tension was still there. It was reason; he could
think straight again. He took the opportunity to wal k back down
the hall to Sheila and settle his argunent w th her

Sheila was not at the kitchen table, she was back in the
living room watching Travels. Dodd wal ked over to the video
conponents, bent over, and sw tched off the power.

"Dodd, | was only----"

"Shut up! Shut the fuck up! I'mgiving you five mnutes to
get your stuff and get the hell out of ny apartnent."

Sheila stared at hi mw t hout conprehension

"NOW" he shout ed.

Sheila junped up off the couch, trenbling, and went running
out of the room Dodd stared after her for a couple of seconds,
then turned and | ooked back at the real eneny. This is what she
| oves, he thought, not ne. Dodd picked up the stack of video
conmponents, rack and all, tearing wires fromtheir connectors. He
carried it to the mddle of the room in front of the wall-sized
screen, and began spinning in the circle with the conponents. He
held themin front of them spinning faster, building up the
momentum Then with a yell he let themgo. They flew straight into
the center of the giant screen and smashed apart, cracking the
glass. Thick, oily liquid seeped out and ran down to the carpet,
form ng a gooey puddl e.

Hearing the loud crash, Sheila came running. She took one
| ook at the destruction and wailed in anguish. "Oh God! Wy? Wy
are you doing this?"

"I told you to | eave."

"Dodd?" Tears ran in streans down her face. "Dodd,
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pl ease----"

"Sheila, | told you to leave! | don't ever want to see you
again! If you're not out of here in four mnutes I'mcalling
apartnent security and having you ki cked out."

"Dodd . . ." she npaned, giving himher wounded pout,
reaching out for him Dodd stepped back as if she were poison,
sl appi ng her hands away, pushing her, sending her stunbling down
the hall in surprise and shock. Then Dodd ki cked his way through
the broken el ectronics and over to the couch, kicking the couch,
ki cking then pounding it with his fists.

Cal m down, he told hinself. Cal m down.

Hi s heart was racing and his blood ran hot in his face.
Turning, he glared at the ruined screen, the |arge dark crack
oozing liquid, bleeding its phosphorescence away --- the whole
thing was turning grey fromthe crack out. Dodd glanced at the
opposite wall where an antique deer rifle hung between two swords.
I still have the firing pin to that, he thought. There's
amunition in the hall closet.

Dodd strode to the hall closet, opened it, and dropped to his
knees to pull out a plastic storage box. The tel evision was not
dead enough for him Dodd wanted to kill it even nore. \Wen he
opened the storage box he was distracted; in the box, anong dusty
cartons of 30.06 cartridges, was a smaller box nmade out of wood.
On its side was the nane: Jack Dani el s Kentucky Bourbon

He paused, then reached in and pulled out the bourbon,
brushi ng the dust off the box. This was a treasure. H's father had
|l ocked it in a vault when the proof Iimt had gone into effect,
and had died without ever opening it. This stuff was old. Dodd had
inherited it and was saving it to celebrate the birth of either a
son or a daughter --- either one, he wasn't picky. Now he thought:
Way wait? Straining, he pulled open the wooden box and slid the
bottle out. As he opened it, Sheila cane from behind him her arns
| oaded with clothes, and said, "I'mgoing to hate you forever for
this."

"Good," he said without |ooking at her. He had popped the
cork out of the bottle and was snelling it. Strong. He tipped the
bottle to his lips, gulping sone of the anber |iquid down. Then he
stopped, his eyes bulging, and erupted into a fit of coughing. He
was still coughing as Sheila left, leaving a trail of clothes
behi nd her.

The phone rang.

Dodd pi cked up the box of ammp and carried it and the bottle
of bourbon with himto the kitchen table to answer the phone. It
was Toby, the only friend he had |left. He nade what he hoped woul d
pass for a pleasant expression. "Toby," he said, "hi, how are you!
Praise the lord."

"You are a bastard," Toby said. "How dare you say that to

me." Toby pronounced "that" as "dot," his accent very heavy. He
was upset.

"What ?" Dodd said. "Wat do you----"

"l saw your stupid speech. | could not believe you were not
struck dead and sent to hell right there on the canera. | guess
that only proves that He has nercy. But | amnot perfect. | can

not tolerate stupid, godless vermn |ike yourself. Be it known,
that you are no |onger wel cone here. And | don't want you calling
me no nore."

The screen went bl ank.

"Toby?" Dodd said to the screen. "Toby?" He took a sw g out
of the bottle, feeling hinself sink into hinself. Looking at one
of Sheila's stockings on the floor, he said her nane out |oud,
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then took another swig. What a disaster, he thought.

The screen blinked, and Dodd | ooked up. There was nai l
waiting. Oh, great, he thought. More hate nmail. He turned it off
and took another swi g of the strong bourbon.

Dodd noped around his apartnment for hours, drinking a third
of the bottle. He was rolling the Jack Daniels cork back and forth
across the table with his index fingers when it cane to him He
knew what he had to do. Travels was created at |east in part
sonewhere near Avilla Beach. He'd seen the pier in the background
of Travels more than once; Dodd knew that pier, he practically
grew up on it.

Wt hout | aughing, without sniling, Dodd corked the bottle of
bourbon and put the bottle in a paper bag, got out a long, thin
box for the gun, then grabbed a coupl e boxes of cartridges. He
stuffed these into his pockets and wal ked out of the apartnent,
letting the door close softly behind him

36. EYES ABOVE

They' d headed out like they'd planned, travelling no nore
than a few feet off the ground with painted bl ankets draped over
the air launch to disguise it as a ground vehicle. At one point
one of the blankets got caught on some brush and was pul |l ed | oose.
Danny cursed, stopped the craft, and got out with a roll of tape
to refasten it. Looking up into the clear night sky he hoped no
one was wat chi ng.

When he was clinbing back into the Mercedes Wl ey said, "Wy
am | nore nervous than usual ?"

"Every day is the last day of your life," Danny said. "Think
of it that way and you'll get used to it."

The hatch canme down and sealed with a puffing sound. Danny
settled hinself in the pilots seat and nudged the craft forward.
Inside the craft it was very dark, and the readouts glowed dimy
Qut si de the wi ndow everything seened bright by conparison despite
the fact it was deep in the night with only a sliver of a noon.

"I'"'m nore nervous than usual, too," Aaron said. "I think it's
because we're finally vindicating oursel ves."

"From what ?" Danny sai d.

"For witing CoGen in the first place."

"The army nmade you wite CoGen. The pentagon.”

"The devil worked through us."

"You' ve been forgiven."

"I know. But | don't want to die until | know we're done."
There was a heavy silence after he said that. The night
seenmed to be filling with nore and nore nenace. Danny weaved the

craft through trees and nade gentl e hops over stunps. He was

| ooki ng at the readouts and the scanning screens nore than he was
| ooki ng out the w ndshield. Once they were in the heavy tree cover
and had turned due south they felt better, but Danny stil
remenbered the war, and the terrible machines they had hiding in

the forests. Crude by conparison now, but still smart and quick
and silent. Drones that were ordered to shoot anything that noved,
anything that didn't carry a beacon that told it "I'ma friend" in
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machi ne | anguage. They were designed to | ook |ike bushes, like
rotted out tree stunps, like ruined overturned jeeps. Devious
things, nightmarish and evil.

I was a pawn of the devil, too, Danny thought. Inmages of the
dead haunted him he couldn't force them away except by
concentrating on what he was doing. |'ve been fighting this for 16
years now. | feel |'ve repented, but |I've been doing it for so
long that | don't know what else to do. The inmmges still won't go
away. The nenories are there until 1 die.

Danny brought the craft to a halt and let it settle gently to
the ground. "Okay," he said. "This is where we change the
Mercedes's clothes."” He popped the airtight hatch and it opened
with a wheezing sound. He grabbed his roll of tape and the second
set of painted blankets and stepped out into the dry grass,
foll owed by the two hackers. They pulled the first set of blankets
off and folded it up, then Danny threw on the second set and they
positioned it and taped it down.

"Farm equi pnent," Aaron said, reading the front bl anket.
"You've got the bar code on here and everything."

"Wait a minute, Danny," Wley said. "The USFMC nonitors al
this stuff with an Al program The FarnBat is going to see this
fromorbit and say, 'Hey, this isn't scheduled to be out here
now.' It's going to radio down to tell this unit to go back to
where ever it cane fromand when you don't respond it'll send out
a repair crew "

"They're not going to send down a repair crewin the mddle
of the night," Danny said, but his voice was uncertain.

"Wth a fifteen mllion dollar piece of autononmic farm
equi pnent, you bet your ass they would."

"We'd better paint the bar code out,'

"I didn't bring any paint."

The two stared at Danny. "You canouflaged this thing too
well," WIley said.

"Wait, what's on the other side of these bl ankets?" Aaron
sai d.

"A bl anket pattern.”

" Hm "

"Il just put tape over it," Danny said. He began pulling
out an armwi de length of the silver tape but there was a tearing
sound. "Shit," he said, "this is all there is."

"We're out of tape?" WIey said.

"Yeah. "

"Now what ?" Aaron said. "Maybe we can fold the bl anket over a
bit."

"Fold it under at the top," Wley said. "So what if alittle
of the nose shows."

"Ckay." Danny and Wley pulled the front part off and reused
the tape to retape it in its new position. The words and the bar
code were no longer visible, but a good portion of the nose of the
air launch was.

"They' |l think this is an awfully funny | ooki ng nachine,"
Danny said, indicating the eyes in the sky with his finger

"What the hell. At least we're not inviting USFMC enpl oyees
out to check up on us."

They all clinbed back into the craft and the hatch shut
behi nd them Danny sent it gliding forward, turning and doubling
back but veering to the northeast as planned. They maneuvered
around ruins and over ol d fences, dodged between trees upon trees.
When the trees thinned out a bit Danny sent the craft speeding
al ong, and the front bl anket caught the wi nd and began buffeting.

Aar on sai d.
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Hal fway out to their goal the reused tape gave way and the front
bl anket flew off. "Shit!" Danny yelled. "This is the wong pl ace
for this to happen."

"Shoul d we stop?" Aaron said.

"I think that would be nore interesting to an Al watching
than i f we kept going," WIley said.

"What if it's a person?"

"It doesn't matter," Danny said. "We're out in the open and
we're near their data line. The main thing is that you guys junp
out with your equipnent and | keep going. They won't be too
concerned as long as they think we have nothing to do with them"

"Maybe they' Il think its a new kind of vehicle," Aaron said.
"Hal f race car and half farm equipnent. 'Get your crops harvested
in record speeds.'"

"That's funny." After a nonent of staring at one of his
scanner readouts Danny said, "W caught soneone's attention."

"What ?"

"Somet hi ng big over the treetops to the north. It's closing
in on intercept trajectory.”

"When is it going to intercept?" WIley said, |eaning forward
to see the readout.

"Soon. | can't get you guys all the way to the data line. I'm
going to have to drop you off now. Get ready. See that tree
ahead?"

"Shit." Aaron got up and scranbled to the back, followed by
Wl ey. Danny | ooked back to nmake sure they were grabbing guns as
wel|l as their conputer hardware. Even in the dark of the cabin he
coul d see them shaki ng.

He popped the hatch open for them "If | slow down they night
figure out what's going on. Junp when we're under the tree and
hi de. "

"What are you going to do?" Wley said. He had to raise his
voi ce above the wind coning in through the open hatch

"I"'mgoing to see how fast this thing really goes."

"CGood luck," WIley said. Aaron echoed him Danny w shed them
the same, and then the two were out the hatch and Danny pushed the
button to close it. He | ooked at the readout and saw t he shape of
the other vehicle. Troop transport, not nade for fighter-like
tactics but armed with nmissiles. This Mercedes can do Mach four
but those missiles do at |east Mach seven, he thought. But | have
an inertia-null unit and can maneuver like a crazy fly. God help
me if those missiles can too.

#

Wley and Aaron tunbled to the grass, their body's w apped
around the packs to protect the hardware. The rifles tunbled by
t hensel ves, and one went off with a deafening WHAM Both of them
t hought they were being fired upon and i nmedi ately scranbled for
the lee of the tree trunk. This is it, Wley thought. I'ma dead
nan.

No further bursts occurred, and he put his head up to | ook
after Danny. The Mercedes was a blur receding to the horizon. He
saw, for a nonent, sonmething large turn and follow it. Sonething
i ke sparks junped. M ssile exhaust? he thought. There was a
sudden sharp boom very loud, like a large bonb going off. It
roll ed across the Depopul ated Zone like a tidal wave. There was no
flash of explosion. He didn't see anything at all

"I's that it?" Aaron said. "Did Danny catch it?" H's voice
sounded strange, terrified and on the verge of tears.

"No, |'m hoping that was a sonic boom | think he's naking
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for the other side of the valley so he can lose his tail in the
mountains." WIley neglected to say anything about he nmissile
exhausts he thought he'd seen

"Who shot at us?"

"I don't know. | think maybe one of our guns went off."

"Ch, shit." Aaron sounded relieved nonetheless. "So nuch for
a quiet drop."

"Wel |, Danny's got their attention. They may not have noticed
us."

"He's not coming back for us, is he?"

"l doubt it. W're on our own."

Aaron lifted his head. "Nothing new about that. Everything's
goi ng wrong tonight."

"Yeah. It is. Maybe that's all that'll go wong."

"W spent too nuch tinme sitting on our butts with CoGen. It
was |i ke being back up in the SOUTHSAT station. W forgot our
basic training."

"I't' Il cone back, sure enough," WIley said. He was thinking:
Aaron's really scared this tine. This is the guy who took on a
mlitary drone by hinself just a week ago. Maybe it's because
Savina's not here. Savina was |like a good-luck charm |'mnot at
all surprised that Evel yn Sunrunner took a liking to her. "1'lI
crawl out and get our guns."

"Be careful, | don't have anything to cover you with."

"I't was one of our guns that went off, I'msure of it." He
crawl ed around the tree and found one of the guns. "Yeah, this
one's hot."

"Great. An infrared torch. What else is going to go wong?"
Wl ey thought of sonething. "One nore thing."

"What ?"

"Nei t her of us grabbed a pair of spotters.”

"Ch no."

"Yeah. | feel naked without a pair of spotters. It's |ike
being blind."

"Maybe we should try this again another tine," Aaron said.

"It's only a few hundred feet away. Cone on."

"I'"ve got a very bad feeling about tonight."

"The worst is over. Let's go."

Rel uctantly, Aaron agreed to continue. He shoul dered his pack
and picked up his gun, and they wal ked to the northeast, going
fromtree to tree and using whatever cover was avail able. They had
to cross one long clearing to get to what they thought was the
group of trees the splice was under, only to realize it was a
group of trees imediately north. They had to cross one nore
clearing to get there, and they were right on the data line.

"I hope Danny's keeping them occupied," WIley said. They
wal ked across the tall dry grass slowy, sedately, under the
theory that they'd attract nore attention if they were running.
"We're just two happy-go-lucky anarchists," Wley said. "Ch, don't
pay any attention to us."

Aaron didn't | augh.

They reached their group of trees without incident, and found
the cable where they had left it. It took themfive mnutes to set
t he equi pnent up and connect it, and run checks to nake sure
everyt hi ng was okay. Aaron considered it a small miracle that the
hardware wasn't danaged in their junp fromthe noving air |aunch

"Here's the tricky part," Wley said. He typed the comand to
start their infiltration program Its job was to smuggle their
copy of CoGen in without it being noticed, then hide it in severa
pl aces throughout the conputer system Fromthere, the first
chance it could get, it would replace the existing CoGen and it's
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backup with their nodified version. "It's |oading, and sending,"
he said to Aaron. "Should be all over with in about two-and-a-half
hours."

"l hope so." Aaron sat against the tree. "I feel like a naked
man on di splay out here. | wish | could see if someone is watching
us."

"I don't care if they're watching us, just as long as they
don't bother us for a few hours. By then it'll be too late. W
destroy the MSDs and they'l|l never be able to tell what we were
putting into their system™

Aaron grunt ed.

They sat in silence for a little over a half hour, then WIley
stood up slowy against the tree, looking to the west. "Wat?"
Aaron said, then turned to look in the sane direction

"A fucking drone," Wley said. "I saw is shape agai nst the
trees.”

"Where is it?"

"Back where we dropped."”

"Ch goddamm it! It's going to follow us right out here!"

"I think so, Aaron. We're going to have to do what we did
last tine. But this tinme it's ny turn. 1'll go off over that way
and get its attention. You stay here and nake sure CoGen is
| oaded, then destroy those MsDs. |I'I|l neet you back here if | can,

but don't wait for nme. Wen it's done, it's done, and you get out
of here." Wley sprinted fromtree to tree, heading north, then
turned northwest. He belly crawl ed through a long stretch of open
grass, lining his stomach and the front of his pants with
stickers, then stood behind a tree and | ooked. The drone was
heading slowy in Aaron direction. Wley took careful aimwth the
rifle and pulled the trigger.

The drone's arnored hull flashed and the whol e thing spun
around once. Wley junped away fromthe tree and craw ed through
the grass. Behind himthe tree shuttered with an inpact which
threw fresh splinters everywhere and broke | cose every other
branch. The branches canme raining down with a rustling of trailing
| eafs, and one branch nmade a deep thud when it hit the ground. It
was big enough to be a tree itself.

There's nothing between it and ne but grass, WIley thought.
He crawl ed as quick as he could toward the next tree, then paused
to see the drone. The drone was comng fast. |1've got to hit sone
vital scanning equi pnent, he thought. Again he took aim this tine
firing three tinmes, then junped away fromthe tree. There was a
nmonstrous wailing sound and a shadow passed right over him
spinning as it went. The drone. Wley got up and ran before it
could recover its senses, nmaking for a dense patch of brush that
had once been sonmeone's hedge. Diving over, he discovered that on
the other side was broken concrete instead of soft grass and dirt.
He caught hinmself with his hands and did a tuck and roll, the
rifle skittering along the concrete beside him He cane to rest on
sonet hing soft, and was startled to find it was an old mattress.
Next to hima nman and a wonan were struggling to put on all their
clothes at the sane tine.

"Ww, what's going on?" the man asked.

"H de," Wley said. "Run and hide!" He got to his feet and
grabbed his rifle, scranbling over the old foundation and nearly
falling into a enpty swinmng pool. He teetered on the edge,
| ooki ng down at scraps of wood and broken bottles, then pranced
al ong the side and over the remains of a diving board. There were
sone hal f-dead pine trees ahead and he ducked behi nd one, pausing
to | ook back. The drone had recovered and was coning in his
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direction. It paid no attention to the hal f-dressed coupl e who
wher e huddl ed underneath their mattress. Good, WIley thought. |'ve
messed up some of its scanners. He brought the rifle up, put the
bead right on a shiny crystal on the front of the thing, and |let
off two nore thunderous rounds. He saw it shudder, and pieces went
flying in all directions. Right in the eye, you notherfucker! he
thought. He turned and trotted through the sickly, dry pines and
into a ruin. He nade his way past dark obstacles to a wi ndow, then
poi nted the gun. The drone cane into view then stopped. It was

| eading with what | ooked |ike one spider's leg, its last remaining
sensory device. Wley ained at the base of it and fired once. The
devi ce was blasted right off the thing, |eaving a snoking hole. It
spun with a dreamlike sl owness through the night shadows and cane
to rest on the ground. Wl ey stepped away fromthe w ndow, heading
toward the door. Five quick concussions hit the building, blasting
t hrough the wi ndow and setting the ruin on fire. Two nore bl asts
cane through the door. It's still firing!? he thought. No! He took
a qui ck peek out the door, saw nothing, and pulled his head back.
Anot her concussi on rocked the ruin, and a fist-sized hunk of door
frame exploded right where his head had been. Wley instinctively
ducked and two more shots hit, punching fist sized hol es through
the wall behind him He | ooked up, saw they were at his standing
chest level. Shit! he thought. Shit! Shit! How is that thing
firing at me?

It was getting bright inside because the place was on fire.
Wley stunbled down a hallway away fromthe front, and ducked into
a roomwith a window. He | ooked out to see two shadows | urking
about 6 neters in the air. Mre drones! he thought. |I'ma dead
man. He pulled back fromthe w ndow, ducking back agai nst the
corner, but no blasts hit. He | eaped out of the room and toward
the back of the ruin. Snoke was beginning to fill the air. Through
a back wi ndow he saw anot her shadow hangi ng above the ground.

Three of them he thought. Maybe nore. And it's only a matter
of time before one of those troop transports drop a shitload of
MPs down here

The snoke stung his eyes. It was getting thick

Think! he told hinmself. Think! How are these things
programed? How do they work? Several overl apping i nage sensors;
radar, ultraviolet, notion detection, light scan with visible and
infrared. Probably a few nore that | don't know about. The
programm ng is |ooking for sonething that noves. The fire is
probably giving thema lot to watch . . . ?

From a di stance he peered out a wi ndow, saw a red gl owi ng
light playing off of the hulls of the drones. Yes, it had reached
the roof. Now what? he thought. Indecision will kill ne.

Wley nade his way along a side hall to a wi ndow facing the
south. Qutside he could see a | ow stone wall |eading into nore of
the wild overgrown hedge. Down the hall to the north there was
anot her wi ndow, and he could see trees beyond. | can fire from
here down the hall, he thought, and out that w ndow. He checked
the power meter on his rifle; he'd been firing at full power and
it was drained quite a bit. He put it on a | ower setting and ai ned
it down the hall and out the far window He fired three tines,
hitting a tree, then peered out the back to see if it attracted
the attention of the drone. It did; it was slowy drifting that
way. Wley fired several nore times then dived out the south
wi ndow, running |ow along the stone fence and then through the
hedge. There were concussi ons behind him but on the other side of
the ruin. They were returning the fire.

Wl ey picked his way through the thicket and kept to the
brush, naking his way as fast as he could to the south. Nothing
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seened to have noticed him so when he reached an edge he sprinted
across a clearing and into another set of ruins. As he ran he had
a tight feeling in his back, as if it were expecting a bolt of
energy to hit, but none did. He paused for a nonent with his back
to a cool slab of uprooted concrete, breathing heavily and
thanking the Lord for his escape, then continued on

#

Aaron sat huddl ed against the tree, listening to the blasts
and watching as a fire lit up the sky to the west. He saw nore
drones rush in, and not one but two of the big hovering troop
pl anes. Aaron felt like a sitting duck out there under the tree in
the cl earing.

M nutes stretched cruelly, and Aaron sat there sweating. If
anyone bothers to scan in this direction I'll ook like an
infrared bonfire. | should be in a damm hol e, he thought. For a
monent he considered trying to dig one, but decided against it.
This valley clay was hard and dry, it would be inpossible to dig
wi t hout a nice sharp shovel. I'mjust going to have to keep the
tree between ne and them

It grew quiet to the west, but the fire was nuch | arger.
Aaron kept peering around at it. He wondered if WIley had set it
on purpose. After a while another large aircraft canme swoopi ng
down fromthe sky, with red blinking lights and several powerful
spotlights stabbing through the darkness. It dropped a few tons of
white powder on the fire and then flew away. The fire was gone.

The noon set, and the ni ght becanme very dark. The sounds of
insects grew deafening. Satellites and orbiting spaceshi ps nade
bright stars that craw ed across the sky.

The | aptop conputer beeped. Startled, then excited, Aaron
craw ed over to it and brightened the screen. "TASK COVPLETED" it
read. It's in! he thought. It's done! An expanding elation filled
him and his fear was gone. Al the years and years of guilt
lifted fromhim |eaving himlightheaded. He di sconnected the
hardware fromthe optic cable, capped the cable and buried it.
Then he wal ked off into the field in the darkness, underneath the
bright stars, the whol e universe | ooking down at him and bl asted
the MSDs and the laptop to little pieces with his rifle. He didn't
gi ve a damm who saw himnow. He threw the rifle off into the weeds
and wal ked away.

37. TRAVELS

The antique rifle rested in his lap in the |ong cardboard
box, the butt sticking out one end and wapped in an old shirt.
Dodd was al one in the subway car, so the bottle of bourbon was out
of the bag for the nonment. It was half-enpty. Dodd |iked the way
the train's notions caused ripples across the surface of the anber
I'iquid; watching themkept himalert, they rem nded hi mof sound
waves or shock waves. He renenbered that as a child he had a
program on his school conputer that would plot the notions out and
expl ain the chaotic math behind it.

file:/lIG|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (139 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:56 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

I wish | had a son, he thought. He fell into a half dream
i mgi ning hinself with a tow headed young boy and a pocket
comput er, showi ng himthe anmazi ng dances of the conputer-generated
waves. Taking himon a train ride to the coast so that he could
see real ones. Swimmng in the ocean. A fire on the beach at
ni ght, and pointing out to himwhich satellite was what.

No war stories, Dodd thought. | will never tell himany war
stories.

The night was growi ng cool as the train reached the coast.
The trestle angl ed northwest at one point; Dodd could see it
growi ng light on the eastern horizon. Then the train went
underground for a while, passing a nmountain range; when it canme up
again it was full daylight outside.

Peopl e began boarding nore and nore frequently as he went on,
and in the Bay Area the subway was fairly well populated ---
t hough not by Bay Area standards. Dodd was able to nmake a quick
transfer without attracting nmuch attention, though in the station
sonmeone he was standing next to | ooked at himsourly and nuttered,
"Drunken slob." On the south coastal train he ended up sitting
near a pleasantly babbling white-haired lady who didn't notice his
breath, or at least didn't comment. She ranbled on, talking
aim essly and without pause, and Dodd realized she was talking to
herself, not him The notion of the train and the white noise of
the woman's voice lulled himto sleep, and he dreanmed briefly of
swi mmi ng through a bright sky filled with soft cotton cl ouds.
There were angel s around, happy and playful, but devoid of any

substance --- they were not real. Dodd found that he didn't care,
they were pretty, and they flew with such grace . . . Wen he
awoke, the woman was still talking happily; the train was

mot i onl ess, and through the wi ndows he could see a few shabby
people mlling around the station. It took hima while to realize
this was his stop, and he made it out of the car with only seconds
to spare. The doors shut and the train hissed away, |eaving Dodd
to | ook around. A sign read "Beach: 500 neters" with an arrow

poi nting west.

Taking a determ ned breath, Dodd trudged forward, box under
one armand bottle-bag in hand. Under his feet sand was scratching
agai nst the pavenent; the path |l ed through hauntingly famliar
park | and, all deep green w ndswept trees and tangl ed shrubs. The
scent of eucalyptus filled himw th peace, bringing back chil dhood
menories, but then he caught sight of the massive buildings and
they angered him Avilla Beach wasn't supposed to have those damm
buildings. It was supposed to be a run down little beach next to
an abandon oil refinery.

The oil refinery was gone now, replaced by a park. Al the
little buildings save the few standing al ong the shore were gone.

The pier was still standing, reinforced with plastic struts, but
that was it. Everything el se had changed --- it was another place
altogether. | didn't grow up here, he thought sadly. The pl ace

where | grew up is gone.

Dodd avoi ded the town, heading toward the park. He stunbled
t hrough the woods and then out along the sand dunes. He paused at
the crest of one dune to take a sip fromthe bottle, and, |ooking
down, saw a sign that read: BEACH TEMPORARI LY CLOSED. Beyond the
sign, down on the beach, some sort of crew was at a special truck
full of instruments, and a man sat in a chair that seened to be
floating in the air. The chair was creeping along, follow ng
sonet hing on the sand. Dodd put the cork back in the bottle and
retreated into the bushes to unwap and | oad the antique deer
rifle.
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Saul sat brooding in his chair by the crew truck, relaxing a
short noment because he felt dizzy. He'd been up all night, and
now he'd come out to personally supervise the training of their
new creative engineer. He had the kid saturated with Mtaphin and
floating about in the chair; the kid was doing a good job but the
AHL was saggi ng. He was going to have to take over hinself. He
needed nore intensity. MORE. He couldn't push this kid any further
this morning --- pushing wasn't going to help --- but he needed at
| east 10 hours of intense raw image for the Als to process.

Saul started to get up, but he still felt dizzy and sick so
he sat back down. In a mnute, he thought. Maybe | should barrow a
few more AWAKE! tabs fromthe crew ...he hoped he could stand it,
he was running entirely on stinmulants as it was.

He finally got to his feet and staggered over to a nonitor on
the truck. Staring at the image, he realized the kid was doing
somet hi ng wong; the AHL potential was falling hard. "Hey!" he
yel l ed. "Randoml You're going random Goddamm you, get back on
track!"

The trainee cringed. "Sorry," he called back, "I was
di stracted----"

"l don't give a shit what caused it --- get yourself back on
track!™ I'"'mgoing to have to feed hi mnore mataphin, Saul thought.
But he's whining about how rmuch | nmade himtake already. |'mjust
going to have to take over. I'mgoing to have to do it nyself. He
pulled a Cerebral Image Relay Transmitter unit off of the truck
and indicated it's channel to the crew people at the nonitor
controls. He felt at the back of his head for the little round
cover and slid it aside, and inserted the cable by touch. He was
strapping the unit to his belt when sonething interrupted him

There was a jarring clap of thunder.

Saul junped, startled, catching his breath. Wat was that? he
thought. My God, it nust be happening. It's happening now |

couldn't raise the AHL in tinme, it's too late . . . Saul | ooked
out across the beach, saw that his crew had stopped what they were
doing and were all |ooking at each other to see if anyone knew

what was goi ng on. There was anot her |oud boonml and Saul saw the
Travel s sphere junp as if something had kicked it. He stared,
barely breathing. The clap of thunder sounded again, and this tinme
the sphere leaped into the air, spinning rapidly.

VWhat in the hell is doing that? he wondered, fascinated. He
peered up into the hazy blue sky, searching. There were no cl ouds.
God? he thought. Is that You? The thunder sounded again, and sand
puffed into the air a few feet away fromthe sphere, spraying out.
The sphere hadn't jerked this tine; it was several feet fromthe
wat er, snoking and traveling in circles.

Saul's crew had all dived for cover, and sone of them were
poi nting, shouting things to each other. He took a few dizzy steps
away fromthe crew truck, staring in the direction they were
poi nting, and saw a man crouched up on the crest of the dune. It
| ooked |i ke he was aimng sone sort of weapon. Saul took severa
unst eady steps toward the man, fighting the waves of dizziness,
and stopped abruptly when the gun went off again. A voice drifted
down the dune after the thunder died away; it was slurred, but
seenmed fam liar. "Damm," the voice nuttered. "M ssed again." Saul
wat ched as the man raised a bottle of liquor to his lips and took
a hearty swig. The man's face was very familiar. Saul concentrated
on it as he resumed his unsteady clinb, the warm sand slidi ng over
his feet and filling his shoes.

After taking another swig fromthe bottle, Dodd blinked and
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tried to focus his eyes on the sphere below. His vision was sharp,
but it was hard to distinguish one thing fromthe other. He had to
keep rem nding hinself what he was shooting at. Carefully, for
he'd | ost a | ot of coordination, he brought the old optical scope
up to where he could see through it, placed the bead on the spot
where the ball was just about to pass, and squeezed the trigger
The gun went click. "Ch shit,"” he nuttered. It was a misfire. He
funmbl ed clunsily with the bolt, discarded the shell and ranmed in
a new one. Then he ainmed and pulled the trigger. The rifle roared
and kicked himin the shoul der. Down bel ow on the sand, he saw the
sphere shatter, the pieces scattering across the beach

Saul had stumbl ed when the gun went off, falling face down in
the sand. His ears were ringing. The nman, not nore than 10 neters
away, was now | aughing | ow and wetchedly, nuttering "Gotchal
Killed you! Killed you, you fucking ball . . ." Saul pushed
hinself to his feet, staring at the nan with anger. The man was
gazing to the left, down at the remains of the sphere. Sonething
down there was still noving, a big piece of the internal engine;
the man threw a |l ever on the gun, pulling it back and pushing
forward with a sharp click-clack, then raised the nmuzzle and ai nmed
once nore. "You have to die all the way," he nuttered. But then he
| owered the rifle, |ooking dowmn at the beach in confusion. The
fl oppi ng, snoking piece of machi nery had nmarched into the ocean
and was swept away.

"Hey!" Saul yelled, scranbling up the dune toward him The
man | owered the rifle, |ooking down at Saul in surprise. Staring
into the man's eyes, Saul recognized him A feeling of shock and
i mredi ate panic tightened his chest, and he shouted: "You! You're
the bastard fromthe Politico channel!" He took a few nore steps
forward, studying the face to nmake sure. "Aren't you!?"

"Yes," Dodd admitted, his voice a slurred nonotone.

Enraged, Saul |unged at the nan.

Dodd, startled, took a few steps backward and stunbl ed,
feeling weightless for a nonent, then landing in a sitting
position just on the other side of the crest. The gun jarred,
junping in his hands, the butt end kicking himin the ribs.

Saul saw a white flash, and sonethi ng shoved his head back

It seemed he was spinning in md air, and he felt furious. Am
| falling to the ceiling again? he thought, but the Arizona reds
and greys swirled around him spinning, and he realized he nust
have been dreaning. He was still falling in the chasm deeper and
deeper, and it seened that he'd been asl eep. Saul had been falling
for along tine. How long ago was it that | let go? he wondered. A
day? Two days? More? Around hi mthe chasm was grow ng dark, the
air thinner. He felt furious at hinself for letting go. "I am
worthl ess and weak," he said to the chasm "This sol ved not hing
--- it acconplished nothing. |'ve wasted everything."

As he spun in nmd air, feeling hot and miserable, he felt one
of his shoes slip off and go tumbling away. The air buffeting his
bare foot felt soft and cool. Saul tried to see the tunbling shoe
but everything was a swirl, he was spinning too fast. How long is
this going to | ast? he wondered. There nust be a bottom There's
got to be one.

I've been falling for weeks, he realized.

It grew nuch darker around him There air felt less hot. His
bare foot, he noticed, felt nothing at all. It was nunb. He tried
to nove it but he couldn't tell if he was successful. He couldn't
see it; his eyes wouldn't nove. He was suddenly afraid, but the
fear was dim inpotent. He couldn't think with words anynore. Al
he noticed was dimfear, and nunbness, and soft wi nd buffeting his
ears. He couldn't tell if he was spinning anynore; there were no
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sensations. His vision was speckled with black and yel | ow dots.
Behind the dots, the swirling of the chasmwalls became dim He

couldn't tell if the chasmwas out there or not. The bl ot ches of
bl ack and yell ow grew, but dinmmed as they grew. He couldn't tel
if he was still seeing them

Saul couldn't tell if there was air around him he couldn't

hear anything, he couldn't feel hinself breathe. He couldn't tel
if he was nunb anynore. There was no sound. There was no taste in
his mouth. His only sensation was the faint snmell of dust, and
that seened to last a long while, until his sense of tine was
gone. Then he couldn't tell if he still snmelled the dust of if he
was the dust --- it was all the same, sonehow.

#

There was a pain in Dodd's ribs as he sat there, blinking in
shock. It took him several seconds to realize the rifle had gone
of f. The man, Dodd saw, was sliding down the face of the dune,
riding a river of sand. The top of his head was shattered, a
bl oody nush, and his arns and | egs quivered in a sickening way.
One shoe was of f.

Dodd stared, trenbling, then uttered a cry of panic. He'd
shot someone. He hadn't nmeant to shoot anyone. He stood up,
| ooki ng down at him feeling sick. | didn't mean to do it, he
thought. 1'm sorry.

He dropped the gun and turned and ran, kicking over the
bottl e of bourbon, the bourbon pouring out and sinking into the
sand.

Back down in the crew truck, one of the nachines had recorded
Saul 's | ast images.

The AHL read far up the scale.

38. SMALL PRI CK

Even as Dodd ran he knew what was going to happen. His |egs
were weak under him his feet landing all wong, his knees feeling
as if they would give out at every stride. There was a dul
crashing of liquid inside him it felt like bile sloshing around.
H s bal ance vani shed and he went slamring into the bushes,
vomting as soon as he hit. He vomted | ong and hard, his head
t hr obbi ng, and when he was finished he felt just as dead as the
man he'd left back in the dunes.

Panting, blowing long tendrils of saliva fromhis nouth, Dodd
worri ed about what he was going to do. The police would soon be
searching for him they mght, in fact, be searching for himnow.
It woul d be dangerous for himto go back to the train station
because of the security nonitors --- he'd be spotted in seconds,
he was sure. Going into town would be risky for the same reason
But he had to go somewhere, because staying in the park woul d nean
getting caught for sure.

Dodd deci ded he would go to town. His only chance was to get
an autocab and | eave the area i medi ately. Pushing hinself up, he
wi ped his mouth on his sleeve and took a few deep breaths, tilting
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his head all the way back. The air was cool and danp, and felt
good on his face. He forced hinself to his feet and then slowy,
cautiously picked his way through the vines and brush toward the
| oonmi ng cityscape beyond.

Once in the open Dodd picked up his pace, wal king on a
sidewal k, eyes alert for a passing cab. Only a few cars passed on
the street, nost of themdelivery vehicles, none of themtaxis. As
he entered the city proper he found hinself in front of a 24-hour
aut o-serve coffee shop, the cheap kind he hated. He wal ked
unsteadily to the entrance, shoving the doors open and stunbling
inside. There were only a few patrons, and none | ooked up at his
entry. Auto-serve machines took notice of him however, and
whirred to thenselves as they waited for himto seat hinself. Dodd
wal ked straight to the back, heading toward a pay phone. There was
a taxi service nunber on a yellow sticker right on the phone; Dodd
punched in the nunber then | ooked around the room eyeing the
machi nes. They were watching himpatiently, ready to serve him
Bile was rising again in Dodd's throat; he had to fight to hold it
down as he requested taxi service and gave the location |isted on
the front of the pay phone. After he was finished he rushed into
the men's roomand vonmited into the sink

About ten minutes |ater a robot voice came over the
restaurant's P. A system and announced that a cab had arrived.
Dodd spl ashed a doubl e-handful of water into his face, gently
shook his head, then | ooked up at his dimreflection in the
unbreakable mrror. H's skin had a ghastly grey tint, and stubble
marred his cheeks and chin. He | eaned down and spl ashed anot her
doubl e- handful of cold water into his eyes, then dried hinself and
energed fromthe nen's room The first thing he noticed was a
police drone hovering outside the restaurant, right on the other
side of the wi ndow. Just beyond the entrance, pulled off to the
curb, sat his autocab

The drone bobbed in the air, turning gradually, and drifted
around to the entrance. It was right in between Dodd and his cab.
Oh Christ, Dodd thought. Is it conming inside? It appeared so,
hovering right in front of the door, but then it started drifting
away. It noved slowy on, heading down the street. Dodd waited,
breathing hard, wondering if it would conme back. The patrons
wat ched Dodd curiously as he crept to the entrance and stared out
the gl ass doors, his eyes on the drone. Taking a deep breath, he
pushed the doors open and stepped across the sidewal k to his cab,
tunmbling into it, shoving his moneycard into the slot and punching
in his code. Then he entered in a destination, his honme address,
and waited as it closed its doors. The autocab sat there with him
inside. It did not drive off.

Didit lock me in? he thought. He renenbered the | ocked bank
out of which Savina sonehow escaped. Dodd felt his hope draining
away as he waited for the vehicle to go. Oh hell, he thought, and
reached for the door handl e. The cab lurched into notion, pulling
out onto the street and speedi ng away. Dodd watched it to nake
sure it was heading in the right direction; he thought for a
moment that it was taking himto jail. That's silly, he realized
How woul d t hey know who | was? How woul d t hey know ny noneycard
nunmber ? The police have sone linmtations, otherwise | wouldn't
have made it out of the park.

He sighed, slunping in the seat.

Limted or not, they had his fingerprints on the gun and the
bourbon. That would | ead themstraight to his mlitary record, and
they woul d know who he was. Dodd couldn't see any way out of it,
they would get him

Dodd settled down and tried to catch some sleep during the
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trip, but it wouldn't cone. Unconsciousness renmi ned cruelly

al oof . Dodd could only watch the buildings rush past, and see the
occasi onal car. He kept expecting a police drone or nmaybe a nmanned
interceptor to stop his cab, but it never happened. He al nost

wi shed it would. Dodd felt enpty, blank; it was so painfully clear
that he'd | ost everything. Sheila was gone, his job was gone, his
friends were gone. Soon he'd |ose his freedom--- he could see no
pl ausi bl e way to avoid the police. They would catch up to him
before the day was through. Then his noney and his chance for a
child woul d be taken away, his life's savings, his dreans.

The road swerved back and forth, pushing himfromside to
side in the seat. He didn't resist. CQutside, heavily popul at ed
mountains rolled past. Then the road straightened, dropping down
into famliar territory. Dodd didn't quite | ose consci ousness; he
phased out, staring but not seeing. He snapped out of it when he
realized he was only a few mles fromhis apartnment buil ding; he
reached out and jabbed a button, stopping the cab. The police, by
now, had anal yzed his fingerprints. Even if they didn't know who
he was, they would know soon. It wouldn't be safe at his
apartnent. There was no way around that.

Dodd took slow, shallow breaths while the cab sat hunm ng,
wai ting on standby. A flashing light rem nded himhe was being
charged for this tine. He sat there, ignoring it, wondering where
he should go. What now? What in the hell am| going to do? He sat
for long mnutes, trying to think. Then his breath caught in his
t hr oat .

Putting his hands up to his face, he started to cry.

He knew what to do

Dodd reached over with a heavy arm and punched in the new
destination, doing it fromvivid menory. Once done, he curled up
into a ball on the seat and resuned his crying. The taxi drove on,
turning and heading away fromhis apartnent. It turned onto a
maj or street that took it south, accelerating, and then veered
sout hwest .

There was a | ost period of time, tine wapped in haze,
passing quietly, and then Dodd felt the autocab slow, the hunm ng
of the engines wi nding dowmn. The taxi cane to a full stop and
buzzed. Sitting up, Dodd wi ped at his red and swollen eyes then
with the sane |istless hand renoved his noneycard fromthe slot.
The taxi politely spit out a receipt for a | arge sum of nobney,
then opened its doors. Dodd stepped out in front of a tall white
buil ding that seened to go up into infinity; his eyes followed it
into the sky until it vanished, and he stood staring, wavering on
his feet, a headache pounding in his head. The sight, sonehow,
made himfeel better --- it appeared to be full of hope, full of
grand promise, like he could go inside and take an elevator up to
heaven. He managed a weak grin as he trudged up the stairs,
thinking of howironic it was for himto end up here. But it
seened, now, that he'd known it all along. He quickened his pace,
doggedly determined to get this over with. The effort nmade his
head swm made himhear voices . . . it seened |like sonebody was
calling his nane, shouting it out loud froma distance. He felt
woozy, sick; the voice was too real. It sounded famliar. As he
reached the entrance he could nake out sounds of rapid footfalls
behind him but once past the entrance the illusion was gone.
Inside it was silent.

There was an attendant in a booth, a man Dodd felt he
instantly |iked because he seened kind and serene. He had a
handsone face and short, distinguished grey hair; he was dressed
ina formal white uniformwith white gloves. On his breast pocket
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was a tiny gold infinity synbol, like an "8" on its side. The man
smled and stepped out of the booth, and in a rich, deep voice
said, "This way." As he |l ed Dodd down a short hallway to a private
bedroom it struck Dodd how noble this man was, how strong.

"Here you go," he told Dodd solemly. "Step right in here."

Dodd wal ked in and sat down on the bed, tears welling in his
eyes. |'ve really given up, he thought.

"Thank you," he said to the attendant.

The grey-haired man nodded. "Sonmeone will be with you in a
monent." He silently closed the door as he left. A half-mnute
| ater another man, shorter and thinner but identically attired,
let hinmself into the room He was younger, but just as dignified.
In his hand was a small clip board.

"Are you absolutely certain that you want to go through with
thi s?" he asked Dodd.

Dodd nodded. "Yes."

The attendant watched Dodd for a few seconds, then crossed
the room and picked up a pen froma table. He handed both the pen
and the small clip board to Dodd, saying, "You'll have to sign
this, then. After that |I'Il give you your injection."

Dodd signed his nane with an unsteady hand, then frowned
briefly at the sloppy signhature. The attendant turned away, and
Dodd | aid back into the soft, soft bed, his very last one, with
the sweet scent of flowers in the air and a quiet, reassuring hum
froman air duct above his head. The room was confortably warm
the bed rel axing. Dodd found hinself thinking of how cozy he felt,
how much it felt like being safe and secure in a baby crib, with
monmy and daddy out there to protect himfrom whatever horrible
thing that |urked.

Dodd cl osed his eyes and listened as the attendant shuffled
around the room preparing the needle. He let his eyes renain
closed; he didn't want to see it conming. A small prick, a |ast
tiny pain, then surrender.

From somewhere there was the sound of a heartbeat, grow ng
stronger; Dodd wondered sleepily if it were his owmn. It was deep,
an uneven thuddi ng, the tones growi ng sharper. The sound, he
realized, was not a heartbeat at all, but sone other sound:

di stant, dreamlike, echoing. Footfalls, it sounded |ike footfalls.
Peopl e runni ng, poundi ng. Then, Dodd realized, soneone was calling
his name, screaming it out frantically. It was not his

i magi nati on. He opened his eyes just in time to see the attendant,
his eyes agleam lowering a |ong needle toward his throat. The
hand that held it was sure and strong, bringing it down in a quick
jabbing thrust. Dodd yelled out in fear, grabbing at the wist; he
caught it and held it back, his armtrenbling with the strain.

"Get the hell away fromne!"

"No," the attendant said. "You're mine."

The needl e quivered centineters from Dodd' s jugul ar vein.

"I've changed ny nmind!" Dodd yelled at him "Stop!"

"You signed the papers, you're already dead." The attendant
grinned in a weird, evil way, and put his whol e weight down on the
needl e. Dodd strained, grunting, holding the needl e back. He
jerked his head to one side and let the needle drop. It sank into
the pillow beside his head, and the poison was injected into the
mattress. Dodd shoved himaway, rolling off the bed and scranbling
to his feet. He kept a wary eye on the attendant as he nade his
way to the cl osed door

"You can't leave," the attendant told him "You're already in
the conputer as dead." There was a mad gleamin the man's eyes. He
pi cked up a small vial and began refilling the needle.

Dodd felt for the door handle with his left hand, grasped it,

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Je...avis%20-%20The%20Code%200f%20the%20Beast.txt (146 of 152) [10/18/2004 5:02:56 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files/eM ul e/l ncomi ng/Jerry%20D avis%20-%20T he%20Code%200f %20the%20Beast. txt

and tw sted. He pushed it open and backed out into the hallway. He
ran right into sonebody who junped on himand w apped arns and

| egs around him squeezing tightly and kissing him He was
startled to see it was Savina

The attendant appeared in the doorway with the needl e and
found hinself facing Evelyn Sunrunner. "I command the devil out of
you," she said. The attendant gave off a shriek and fell over
backwards, withing for a nonent, and then went |inp.

Savi na was still huggi ng Dodd. "What are you doing in here?"
she sai d.

Dodd pointed at the linp attendant. "H how---2?"

"W saw you outside," Savina was saying. "Wy didn't you stop
when | called you? What happened? W went to your apartnent and
your TV was all smashed and you didn't show up all night!"

" o

Evel yn tugged at his shoul der, gazing at himw th her
powerful eyes. "I think we should | eave this place."

Dodd nodded rmutely and the three of them nade their way out
of the building.

39. THE END

Vi cky stepped out of the autocab and turned and | ooked at the
Kal man villa. She took a deep breath, then started down the
wal kway to the front door. I'ma rat, she thought. |I'm happy.

She wal ked with sl ow steps, hearing the wheels of the autocab
rolling away behind her; she didn't even think to have the cab
wait for her. She woul d be staying here, now.

The front door was unl ocked. Vicky wal ked in, cringing at the
shrieks; the baby-thing was making a terrible racket. It filled
the entire house, reverberating off the walls. "Mrro?" Vicky
called, sonewhat timdly. The baby shouted. She wal ked through the
entrance hall and stopped, feeling unsure. She had no i dea whether
Mrro knew yet or not. Vicky's friends at Telcron said they had
tried to get a hold of Mrro but couldn't get through. Vicky
figured that the police nust have broken the news to Mrro, and
Mrro was just too upset to answer the phone.

Vi cky had been picturing the scene in her m nd over and over
again during the autocab ride. Mrro would be crying, utterly
destroyed; perhaps curled up in a corner sonewhere and half out of
her senses. Then Vicky would cone softly into the room speak
Mrro's nane --- Mrro would | ook up, startled. Vicky would open
her arns, tears in her own eyes, and say Mrro's nane again. Mrro
would cry out in relief and rush to her, sobbing, grabbing her
desperately. Vicky would rock her, gently cooing, holding on
tight.

She felt that she should be sorry that Saul was dead, but it
was hard. She wasn't sad at all. Some maniac with a gun had
extracted utter vengeance for her. Now Mrro was all her's. It
didn't make up for the |l oss of her son, but it helped. Also, with
Saul gone, she could probably get her job back at Tel cron

Vicky called out Mrro's nanme again. Hearing her, the
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baby-thing screamed with renewed energy. Vicky paused outside the
thing's door, grimacing. How could Mrro stand it? Vicky peeked

i nside, saw the baby staring right at her. She quickly w thdrew
and cl osed the door. Fear had shown in the baby's eyes. Terror.
The screans becane deaf eni ng.

Again Vicky thought, Were is Mrro?

"Hel | 0?" she said loudly, trying to be heard above the
screamng. "Mrro?" She wandered down the hall toward the naster
bedroom peering into each room she passed. Finally at the bedroom
door she paused; aside fromthe shrieking, there was another
noise, a famliar noise . . . a lowwhirring sound. It was one of
Mrro's love tools. This struck Vicky as very odd. Wth the baby
crying like this? she thought. No. Somrething was not right.

In the bedroom she found the |ove tool, the "Two-headed
Snake," writhing on the carpet beside the bed. Mrro was curled up
on the bed in a fetal position, half her clothes undone. There was
an expression of pain on her face.

"Mrro?" Vicky said, her voice unsure. She touched Mrro, and
Mrro's skin was cold. Ice cold. "Mrro!" she screaned.

In the background, the baby's cries seemed to echo her

Vi cky call ed an anmbul ance and the police. The police, nmuch to
her dismay, said they couldn't nake it out --- they were all tied
up with several major riots. The anmbul ance arrived quickly,
however, but there was nothing they could do besides take the body
away. The paranedi cs gave Vicky a strong dose of anti-depressant
before they left with Mrro; the drug brought her back from
hysteria, nmade it possible to think. The baby-thing, she realized,
was still crying.

Vi cky wal ked back into the house after watching the anbul ance
| eave and went to the baby's room Hesitantly, she entered. The
baby screaned.

"Shut up!" she shouted back, then burst into tears. Mrro was
gone, she thought. Al gone. First her son, her darling boy, and
now t he person she |oved nore than anyone else in her life. But
her grief ebbed away after a few seconds, insulated away in a
corner by the anti-depressant in her bloodstream She ended up
staring enptily at the baby, watching it cry.

This is part Mrro, she thought.

Vi cky pressed her hands to her face, rubbed her red eyes.
Mrro, she remenbered, would stroke the child. But it nust be
hungry by now, stroking it wouldn't help. It had to be fed.

Vi cky wandered around in a haze, preparing food for the thing
and then nerving herself up to feed it. The anti-depressant nade
the world seem col orl ess, nmade hard surfaces feel soft. The inmage
of Mrro lying curled up on the bed faded behind the inage of the
nmonster before her, taking food froma spoon. After a while it
cal med down, grew quiet. Vicky stroked its hair until it fel
asl eep, and she found herself thinking it wasn't such a nonster
after all. Just a great big baby.

#

There was an inposter on JTV. He was dressed hastily in
Jesus-li ke clothes and had obviously fake hair, and really didn't
| ook Iike Jesus at all. "Children, do not destroy!" he was saying,
and he didn't sound |ike Jesus, either. In fact, he | ooked and
sounded |i ke one of the JTV newscasters nmade up to | ook |ike
Jesus. "Children, do not destroy. This is not the way of God.
Violence is not the answer." On Toby's television systemthis
i nposter | ooked like a parody of the Lord. The hal o was struggling
to keep up with his head, |ooking very much |like a cheap video
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effect. "Do not destroy,"” the inposter said again, pleading. There
was no one at Toby's house to hear hin the house was enpty.
Nobody had been there to see the "real" Jesus being yanked off the
TV only to be replaced by this desperate fake. "Violence is not

the answer! Children, listen to ne . . . God hath given you a free
mar ket pl ace where you can overcone evil by not subscribing to it.
You nust assert a strong, silent denial. Children, listen to ne

Toby was anong the crowd at the |local satellite receiving
station that served the nei ghborhood cabl e video conmpany. Around
himthe crowd surged back and forth, pressing, their voices raised
in outrage. Hs wife was |ost anobng it, having been separated from
himwi thin nmonents of their arrival. Toby was not worried; God, he
knew, would | ook out for her. Meanwhile he hel ped another of his
brothers over the steel fence, and watched as the nman was shot
down by a stun gun before he could reach the satellite dish

Toby fumed, shouting, "You'll burn in hell for that!" He
tossed a rock at the officer with the weapon, his voice having
been | ost anong the thousands.

"You are being fooled," Jesus had said. "The church is the
peopl e, not the |l eaders, not the television. The church is a
rel ati onship between you and the Lord. It is a holy relationship,
holy inits sinplicity and holy in its truth. But this
rel ati onship has been foul ed by a nest of demons that control this
very television network. This network and all the others, they are
out to fool you, to bring you to them not to nme." His halo had
burned brightly, dazzling Toby. "Listen to the truth, then," He
sai d, and proceeded to tell it.

"The devil's work nust be crushed!" Toby yelled. Christ's
truth had carried such power, such enotional inpact that it sent
Toby and his wife --- along with a nultitude of brothers and
sisters --- storming out of their honmes and churches in fierce,
righteous fury. Enem es of the Lord? There will be no enenies of
the Lord! The nests of Satan woul d burn!

Pol i ce drones were bobbi ng overhead, their nmechanical voices
blaring but their words garbled by all the noise. Rocks and bricks
flewlike rain at the satellite dish, jarring it and denting it.
Peopl e screaned as the drones depl oyed crowd-control nets and
fired stun-bursts at random Flaning bottles of alcohol crashed at
the foundation of the cable company building, setting it afire.
The noi se was incredible.

Toby felt the power of the Lord within him--- he was being
Spoken to! His turn now, it told him It was his turn. Wth a yel
Toby began clinbing the fence, his brothers and sisters hel ping
hi m over. He dropped anong unconscious Christians --- they were
heaped hi gh on the ground, sonme of them bl eedi ng, sone suffocating
at the bottomof the piles. Toby ran forward wi thout noti cing;
nmore brothers and sisters were | eaping over the fence behind him
Stun guns | ashed out, striking around him Diving down, Toby
| anded besi de a brother who had been carrying an old axe; Toby
took it, pausing a nonent for one |ast prayer, then got up and
ran, heading for the antenna. He saw a police officer aimng at
hi m and knew he was about to go down, so he threw the axe with al
this strength and then caught the stun blast full in the chest. It
knocked himinto a coma. The axe bounced off the satellite dish,
rocking it wildly but nothing nore.

Back at Toby's house the picture of the bogus Jesus faded
fromthe screen for a nmonment, but soon reassenbled. Hi s voice was
becom ng nore ragged and hysterical. "Children," he was saying, "I
didn't mean what 1'd said . . ."
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Bob Recent coughed, then groaned out |oud. He found he could
barely nove. Wen he opened his eyes he saw dust notes swiming in
a bright shaft of sunlight. He was lying at an odd angle on the
couch, every muscle in his body stiff and sore. The screen in
front of him showed video snow, a grating hiss was issuing forth
fromthe speakers.

"Shit," he nmunbl ed groggily, then groaned again. He sat up
pai nfully, then | ooked over at his wife who lay cold and stiff on
the couch beside him "Honey," he said, shaking her. She didn't
respond.

Bob tried to stand up, but found he was much too weak. He was
starving and thirsty, and it felt as though he'd soiled his pants
again. He | ooked over at his wife once nore; she had not noved.
"Honey? Honey?"

He sighed. She woul dn't answer. Geeze, he thought, |'ve got
to get something to eat. This is ridicul ous.

Wth great effort Bob managed to pull hinself to his feet. He
teetered for a noment, feeling dizzy and seeing spots. He took a
step toward the kitchen, paused to steady himself, then took
anot her. The screen behind himblinked, the speakers naking a
strange noise: fffFFOP! He turned around in tine to catch a brief
glinpse of the Travels sphere before it was replaced by nore video

snow. Again Bob glanced at his wife. She still had not noved. She
didn't seemto be breathing.

"Deni se?"

No response. No novenent. Her skin was a very unheal thy
col or.

"Deni se?"

He took a step toward her, but fell to the floor and | ost
consci ousness. Next thing he knew there was a wonderful, rich
musi ¢ surrounding him The white ceiling above danced with
reflected col ors. Sonething was wong, he knew. Something was
terribly wong. He felt so weak. Grunting and panting with the
effort, he pulled hinmself to where he could see the tel evision
screen. The Travel s sphere was bouncing lightly through a neadow,
surrounded by wild flowers; Bob drew a breath and sighed, sniling,
feeling hinmself followi ng along. So pure, so peaceful

It led hima |ong way.

40. SECOND COM NG

The wi nd was bl owi ng hard, yanking the trees back and forth,
their branches whi pping and | eaves rustling. The |l ate afternoon
sunl i ght shone down pale yellow, filtering through the snoke in
the sky. Savina clung to his right armw th both hers, rocking
back and forth. She was crying over the news of Geg; she had not
known until Dodd had told her. He felt bad, now, thinking that
maybe he shoul d have kept it to himself. No, he thought, that
woul dn't be right. He was the father of her child.

Dodd watched the fires burning in the distance, feeling a
qui et excitenment deep inside him The world was endi ng as he knew
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it. This tinme he was wel com ng the change.

They were sitting on a bal cony on one of the bigger buildings
of the enclave, facing west. The rest of the enclave wasn't in
sight. It was just themand the fields and the trees. Savina was
hol di ng herself against himin a intimate position; it was either
a childish lack of self consciousness or sexually possessive,
dependi ng on what was going on in Savina's nind. Dodd didn't know
for sure, but he was getting the idea it was the latter. He wasn't
sure how he felt about that. A lot of his internal voices were
telling himhow wong it would be, and yet another, nore
enlightened voice was telling him "Hey, this is a whole new
wor | d. "

Echoes of shouting and a commotion reached them and Savi nha
unt angl ed her arns and legs fromhimand they went to go see what
was goi ng on. There was a crowd of men, wonen and children in the
courtyard cheering two men who had conme stunbling in on foot,
their clothes torn and faces snmeared with dirt. Savina gave off a
shout of excitement and rushed to neet them Dodd had never seen
them before, and wondered who they were. It turned out their nanes
were Wley and Aaron, and they'd just cone back from sone kind of
m ssion. The m ssion, apparently, was successful, but Dodd was
havi ng a probl em understanding what it was all about. Then there
was the nention of Danny Marauder, who Dodd did know, and all the
faces turned grimand worri ed.

The one nanmed W1 ey approached Dodd. "Dodd Corely!" he said.
"A man who speaks his mnd!" They shook, and Dodd got a tingle of
pride that his effort and humiliation on the stupid Politico
channel had not been entirely in vain. "Savina talks a | ot about

you," he told Dodd. "You're a lucky guy. I'mglad you canme out and
joined us."
Dodd was at a loss of words. "Uh . . . thanks," he stammered.

Wl ey clasped himon the shoulder and then went to greet
anot her friend.

As the sun sat the wind cal med down, and bonfires were
started in the courtyard. It seened sone sort of celebration was
starting. I"'mnot up to this, Dodd thought. He was still going on
hardly any sleep, and he was still suffering fromthe 80 proof
bourbon. He snell ed sonet hi ng cooki ng, though, and that got his
tortured stomach growing. They were putting large wild turkeys on
spits over the bonfires. That's going to take a while to cook
wi t hout m crowaves, Dodd thought unhappily. He found Savi na, and
told her he was going to go take a nap until it was tinme to eat.
She kissed himwarmy and said she'd join him

"No, Savina, that's okay. You stay with your friends."

"I'd rather stay with you."

Dodd | ooked into her eyes. It was very inviting, but he just
couldn't do it. He shook his head. "Really, | don't feel well."

Now her eyes were filled with concern. She led himto her
roomand put himin her nice soft bed, then kissed himagain and
promi sed she would wake himup in tine to eat. She |left and he
felt terribly, terribly guilty. I'mKkissing Toby's daughter, he
t hought .

Dodd hal f-slept for a few hours, then awoke to another
commotion. He sat up and saw a wonman standing in his room
"Savina," he said. He had a ragi ng headache. "Savi na?"

The woman sat on his bed, and reached out and touched him
"You' ve got a headache, don't you?"

"Yes," Dodd said. It was Evel yn Sunrunner. "How did you
know?"

"You | ook like you have one," she said. "Here." She massaged
his head for a few seconds, and the headache was gone. In fact,
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hi s whol e hangover was gone. He felt so good so suddenly that it
startled him

"You feel like you have no right to feel good," she said.
"Yeah. "
"Tell nme why."
"I killed a man today," Dodd said. The words had | eaped
unbi dden fromhis nouth, again startling him "I didn't nmean to do

it, it was an accident."

"I know. | forgive you."

Dodd stared at her, feeling the enptiness in his chest where
the guilt had so recently been. It was gone. He was forgiven. Dodd
was starting to get nervous around this wonman.

"You're alright," she said, smling at him "Your friend
Danny i s outside, nmaybe you should come greet him He'll be happy
that you're here."

"Danny Mar auder ?"

"Yes. "

Dodd stood up, and wal ked with her out to the courtyard. It
was Danny's turn to be held over everyone's head and spun around
am d cheers. "Hey," he yelled, "Dodd! Wat are you doing out
her e?"

Dodd shrugged. "It seened to be the place to be,
back.

"What happened to your life in the city? Wo's garage am |
going to sleep in now?"

"You'll have to find sonmeone else's."

Danny | aughed.

Savi na slipped up beside Dodd, putting herself under his arm
He | ooked down at her, smling, and for the first tine noticed the
bul ge of her stomach. It was noticeable in the firelight.

"Are you ready to eat?" she asked.

Dodd nodded. "Yes, |I'mstarving."

Armin-armthey went off to supper.

he call ed
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