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Two red lights blinked on in the bedroom There was a tiny
but audi bl e "beep" and a countdown began deep in the basenent of
the stone mansion. In the bedroom a white-haired white-skinned
woman stirred in her sleep

She was having a ni ght mare.

The countdown in the basement arrived at zero. The two red
lights wi nked green. A signal was sent to the interface in woman's
head and an el ectro-chem cal switch was shut off. The nightmare
di sappeared and the wonman's body went |inp.

Anot her signal was sent, another microscopic switch thrown.
The inplanted interface began a systematic stinulation of her
brain. Information poured out, sharp and cl ear images, nenories,
attitudes, transmitted fromthe interface to the basenent. A copy
of everything that nade this woman "Erin Lind" was stripped away
and put into a box for safe-keeping.

The process finished, and Erin resumed nornmal sleep

The ni ghtmare, which had been a reoccurring one for the |ast
few weeks, began again.

Hours | ater her bedroom curtains pulled thensel ves aside to
I et in sharp norning sunlight, and Iight Poonjaz nusic began
drifting out of the walls. TIM Erin's executive Al, sent a signa
through her interface and she woke up. Erin opened her eyes and
| ooked around the white room The dreamwas still lingering in her
m nd, vivid, and she shuddered and sat up in the web. It |owered
her so that her feet touched the ground, and after a nmonent she
stepped out of it.

When she was out in the hall, heading toward the bathroom
her husband's voice drifted up to her fromdownstairs. "Ch, you're

up! "

"Yes," she said.

"How are you feeling this norning?"

"Sick."

"Sick?!"

"Yes." She rushed into the bathroom and cl osed and | ocked

the door behind her. She sat heavily on the commode, hol ding her
hands to her face.

She deliberated for a long while, trying to becone rational
She just couldn't do it, she needed hel p. She needed the gui dence
of the Oicle. TIM she thought, connect ne.

<Wuld you like me to keep track of the charges?> TI M asked,
a thought-voice in her head.

Yes, she told him Cut us off when we reach four thousand.

<Wor ki ng on connections ... connections made. Go ahead. >

Erin cl osed her eyes and found herself in a white marble
chapel full of misty air. A w ndow high above the altar let in a
brilliant Iight, which shined down upon the steps where she stood.
She faced the light, and said, "I amstill having that dream"

A deep, powerful voice replied. "Is this the dream where
your husband kills you during a fishing trip?"

"Yes."

"How many tinmes have you had this dream now?"

"Alot. | don't know how nany exactly."

"May | review your menories?"

"Yes."

The Oracl e paused, and the |ight streaning through the
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wi ndow becane blinding. Erin felt warm relaxed. She had
completely forgotten that she was sitting on the conmbpde in one of
her upstairs bathroonms. Wen The Oracl e spoke again the voice was
not as loud, it was nmore personal and fatherly. "Are you going on
this fishing trip with himtoday?"

"I don't want to."

"The fear you have is irrational, and stens fromthe guilt
you feel for cutting your husband off fromyour company."

"I do feel guilty."

"It was a wise choice, Erin, and my advice is for you to
stand firmon your decision. It is possible he married you for
personal gain, we have tal ked about that before. But beside that,
he has cost you nobney on his ventures. You're conpany has | ost
sonme credibility directly because of his actions. He is prone to
scandal s. Your actions have been nore than fair, you should fee
no guilt.”

"Thank you."

"l see no inplied threat, however, from your husband."

"Are you sure?"

"Nothing is absolutely 'sure.' However, the probability is
small and | see no inplied threat fromyour nmenories. This fishing
trip is a perfect opportunity to overcone this nightnmare."

"I don't knowif I can go through with it."

"l urge you to go. Go, have a pleasant tine. Chances are you
wi Il never have that nightmare again."

"Well, isn't there another way? | nmean, can't you . . ." She
stopped talking as the light was cut off and the chapel around her
faded to bl ack. She opened her eyes and found herself in the
bat hr oom

Four -t housand al ready? she thought.

<Yes,> TIMtold her. <Connection termni nated.>

There was a knock at the door. Her husband's voice drifted
in. "You're sick?" he said.

Erin hesitated. "I feel a little sick, yes."

"Does that nean you don't want to go out on the boat?"

"Ity 1t .. . 1"l go out on the boat."

"Are you sure, sugar? You don't have to. You shouldn't go if
you' re not feeling well."

Erin didn't say anything.

"You want nme to get the automed ready?"

"No, I"'mnot that sick. | just feel a little queasy."

"Maybe you'll feel better after you've eaten sonething."

"Yes, | think that'll do it." Her hands to her face, she bit
her right index finger. She shivered, the roomwas cold. "I'Il be

out in a mnute."

"Want anyt hi ng special for breakfast?"

"No. | don't care."

"How about sone nild chibique, a bit of line and some strip
st eaks?"

"l don't care. Sounds good."

"Ckay." His footsteps told her he was headi ng away.

"Duane?" she call ed.

Hi s footsteps cane back. "Yes, sugar?"

"Why are you being so nice to ne?"

"Because | |ove you."

It didn't sound sincere. Erin thought that it had never
sounded sincere. But, maybe it was. Maybe |I'm putting the

insincerity into it? she thought. God knows | |oved him Do
still?

She said, "Thank you, sweetheart."

"No problem™
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Hi s footsteps receded down the hall, down the steps, and
away into the |ower portions of the mansion. Hi s wthdrawal made
her feel very alone. I'mjust a small freak of a woman, she

t hought. He has been the only one who's cared for ne. She stood up
and | ooked at her white face in the mrror, her bul ging blue eyes
surrounded by winkles, her thin white hair. She | ooked hi deous to
herself. A pale freak in a world where everyone was tan,

dar k- hai red and heal t hy.

Erin fixed herself up and dressed, then glided down the
stairs and into the dining area. The servant renotes were putting
out the silver plates of the fresh, aromatic chibique, a pile of
soy-bacon strips, and | arge gl asses of malted vill omead. Duane was
squeezing a | enon wedge over the chibique. "Good norning, honey,
you | ook wonderful ."

"Thank you Duane. This snells good."

"Pushed the buttons nysel f."

"Thank you." Erin stared at the breakfast with no desire to

eat. "It looks like you're starting to adjust to not working."
"Hel I, honey, when have | ever worked? | can do without
busi ness deals. You were right all along. If | want to work the
nets, | can use ny own noney."
"You don't hate me?"
"No! | don't hate you. It's a silly little matter, anyway, |
don't see why we got all worked up about it."
It's just nme, she told herself. | feel so guilty about

cutting himoff fromwhat he |loves. He ought to hate ne. He really
shoul d. That's why his voice sounds so insincere to ne, it's
because nmy subconscious hates ne for doing it to him That's why
I'"ve been having all those terrible nightmares. Right, TIM That's
what The Oracl e said.

<That is what he was inplying,> TIMtold her. <Wuld you
like to review the recent conversations?>

What she really wanted to do is have another session with
The Oracle. It was the ultimate Al, the ultinmate psychol ogi st, the
ultimate confessional. It was just that it was so dann expensi ve.
No, she thought. Not now. | can't go off into a trance at the
breakfast table. She nmade a valiant attenpt at smling at Duane.
"Do you think . . ."

"What ?" he said.

"Do you think we could do sonething besides fish while we're
out on the boat?"

"Sonet hi ng besides fish?" He said it like it was
i nconcei vabl e.

"I't's been over two nonths."

"Two nonths since . . . oh, yeah. | guess it has, hasn't it?
Well." He smiled. The smle seenmed genui ne enough. "Well," was al
he sai d.

It was a sunny, cloudless day in the islands. Duane had the
boat's top retracted and a breeze bl ew warm and fresh across
Erin's skin. She was reclined across a cushion at the back,
feeling lazy and at ease. Her fear was gone. The Oracle had been
absol utely right.

They had ki ssed and petted while the boat drifted up the
Dine river fromtheir dock. The love is still there, she thought.
He was up front talking to the Nav Al about the best fishing spots
this season, and she was just lying in the sun, relaxed, waiting
for himto cone back. Nobody el se seened to be on the water today;
she didn't feel nodest, no one would see.

The sunlight flashed agai nst her closed eyelids as they
crossed the shadows of passing trees. The gravity engi nes humed;

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Davis%20-%20Strong%20Metallic%20Arm.txt (3 of 17) [10/15/2004 10:16:31 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Davi s%20-%20Strong%20M etal li c%620A rm.txt

she kept her tongue between her teeth to keep them from vibrating
agai nst each other. She felt a strange notion and she opened her
eyes. The boat was slowing, lowering itself into the water

She could hear it now, the great churning of waters. This
was where the East and West forks of the Dinme river met. She
| ooked over the side as the boat touched the water and fl oat ed.

Bl ue and green waters nixed in torrid upheaval s and vi ol ent
whi rl pools. The river was wi de here. Seven kil oneters.

The boat turned. "We're going out toward the mddle,"
Duane's voi ce cane from somewhere up front, out of sight. "The
bi ggest fish are out in the niddle."

dd, she thought. He had al ways said the best fishing was
near to the shore.

Duane nmade his way back with rods in his hands. "Are you
ready for this?"

"We're going to the niddle?"

"Yes."

"The only big fish out there would be a cleotis; they eat
tiny insects. You can't catch themw th hooks."

He was smiling.

Erin took a close | ook at the rods he was hol di ng and
realized they weren't rods at all. They were expensive, progranred
fish guns with intelligent harpoons. "Were's the sportsmanship in
t hat ?" she sai d.

Duane | aughed. "To hell with sportsmanship. | want a big
fish."

Erin didn't like the way he'd said that. Her fear was comi ng
back. He's tal king about fish, she told herself. Fish. Regardless,
she found herself in her own nightmare, all the terror was com ng
to her, all the horrible helplessness. She sat rigidly in front of
him unable to nove

There was a signal fromher interface, and she heard the
calm clear thought-voice of her executive Al. <It's nine o' clock
Wul d you like to hear the norning report?>

Yes, she thought. Yes, it'll calmnme down.

TIM summari zed the day's gl obal business since the report
| ast night. Her |abor service, which provided 32% of the robotic
rental and leasing of all of Terranova colony, was still healthy
and thriving. Echoes of her husband's | ast scandal still had
stocks down 9% but the conpany was riding it out. A hacker had
tried to enter her system but TIMhad turned himaway. Five new
nmodel s of industrial robot were announced by Terranova Machinery.
O her news . . . Erin went into unnecessary details to delay her
return to the real world. Then busi ness was concl uded, and she
focused her eyes to find Duane staring at her

"I can tell when you're interfacing," he said. "Your eyes
get glassy, |ike when you're drunk."

"I just received the norning report."

"I know, it's nine."

"TI M sai d anot her hacker's been trying to get into ny
system "

"I't wasn't ne."

"What ?"

"I't wasn't ne."

"l wasn't accusing you." Her voice rose. "Wy did you think
I was accusi ng you?"

"You' re al ways accusing ne."

Erin thought this over. She had accused hima lot recently,
and she was right every tinme. My god, she thought, he's hacking ny
system "Wy are you hacki ng nmy systen"

" See?"
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"Duane, ny systemis ny livelihood and ny life."

"I have a present for you," he said.

"I don't care. Duane, what are you trying to get out of ny
systen? If you want information just ask me for it."

Duane had turned and was digging in a pack for sonething. He
found sonething small and produced it, showing it to her. "You
know what this is?"

She | ooked at it briefly. A small black crystal of sone
sort, it looked like cheap jewelry. He peel ed sonething off the
back, reached forward and, before she could stop him placed it
agai nst her skin between her breasts.

"It's pretty," he said. "Do you like it?"

She pulled at it; it wouldn't cone off. "Duane, what is
t hi s?"

"A pretty jewel."

"It isnot. It's ugly and it's stuck to ne. Duane . . ."

"It's okay, it'll come off if you soak it in water for a
while. Don't you like it?"

"No, | don't . . . | don't wear this kind of jewelry. Duane,
what is going on? Tell nme, please, |I'mgetting frightened."

"Well, | can tell you now That is a tachyon signa

bl ocker. "

She stared at himin shock.

"l don't want you talking to your executive for a while, so
I waited until after your report. Now | have about 8 hours of your
undi vi ded attention."

"I don't think this is funny. | want this thing off ne now "

The boat sl owed and stopped. They had reached the m ddl e of
the river, a good 3.5 kiloneters fromland in either direction
Duane picked up the fishing guns fromthe deck beside him

"You know, " he said, "that crystal really does | ook nice on
you. | nean, it's really set off. Sonmething so black and shiny
agai nst your white skin. |'ve always found you beautiful, Erin,
I've never had to fake that."

"F-fake . . . what do you nean?"

"It's not inportant now. Hey, do you feel like a sw nP"

Erin shrank back. Her dreanl It was her dreaml "Don't touch
me," she said to himin a | ow, shaking voice. "I've already sent

for the police, your signal blocker isn't working."

"That's a lie."

"You don't know that!"

"l know you, sugar." He grinned.

Erin was desperately calling out for TIM but the interface
signal was conpl etely bl ocked.

"This is your pole," he said, indicating one of the fishing
guns. He turned and casually fired it out over the water. The
har poon shot out in a great arc, trailing strong, dangerously thin
monofilament. He held it out for her, and said, "Here."

She made no nove to take it.

He shrugged, and put it in a holder. Then he turned and
fired off his. "This is a special lure," he said. "It's custom
made. "

Erin gave up trying to call for TIM In desperation she set
her interface to record.

"Don't you want to fish?" he asked.

Very slowy, fighting for control, she said, "I want you to
take ne honme, now. "

"But we haven't caught anything yet."

She began crying. This was terrible --- it was really
happening. "You're going to kill me," she said.
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Duane sighed. "Yes, | am You're right."

"Ch God," she said, sobbing. She was crying and shaking in
terror.

"Come on, Erin. What is death, anyhow? We're ready for it
W can survive it. Wat's there to be afraid of ?"

"Why are you doing this?" she screaned at him her voice
cracking. Tears streamed and her nose was running.

"I mean, all that'll happen is you'll get into a new,
younger body," he said. "You'll only be away fromthe business for
a few days."

"I don't want to die!" she cried.

"Come on, Erin. Get into the water, let's get this over
with, "

"I don't want to drown!"

"You won't drown, | promise. |'ve nmade sure it'll be
absol utely painless. You see, this is going to be a fishing
accident. You're going to fall overboard while we're fishing. MW

lure is going to mstake you for a fish. The lure will hit you in
the head, boom that's it. You'll feel nothing. The signal block
will conme off in the water, and they'll find your body. You wake

up in a new body. Ta-da! Everything's better."

Erin dove to the right of him trying to get past to the
front of the boat. He grabbed her, his arns around her stonach,
and lifted her over his head. She struggled in blind terror,
ki cki ng, squirming. She hit himsomewhere that stunned him He
dropped her to the deck and staggered backward, groaning. Erin hit
the deck hard, |anding on her wists, and one twi sted back with a
si ckening crack. Pain shot up her armlike fire.

She rol |l ed over onto her back, holding her injured wi st
agai nst her chest. Erin had never broken a bone before, she was
shocked by how much pain was involved. She accessed her interface,
chose body controls, and began raising her pain threshol d.

Duane recovered, and cane toward her

"No!" she screaned.

"Conme on, you bitch!" He bent down to pick her up

Erin placed both feet against his chest and shoved with her
| egs. He flew backwards, a surprised |ook on his face, hit the
edge of the starboard deck and tunbl ed over into the water. There
was a |large splash, and Erin saw water droplets spray up in a
fountain and conme rai ning down. She thought inmediately of the
lure, and that it would get him Panting, she crawled to the
starboard side on knees and el bows and | ooked over

He was swinming in place, |ooking up at her

"Way did you do it!" she screaned at him "Wy?!"

"It'Il get nme, now "
"Ch, CGod," she said. "Wy?"
"l suppose | deserve it. | deserve to die."
She was crying. She couldn't believe this it was all so
i nsane. She didn't want himto die. "Wiy did you want to kill ne?"
"I don't want to kill you."

"You don't, you why did you do this? You broke my wist!"

"I"'msorry." He |looked up at her with his wi de brown eyes.

Erin extended her good hand out to him "Hurry," she said.

He grabbed her arm put his feet against the boat and pull ed
her headlong into the water. The col dness of sudden i nmersion
shocked her, her body going stiff as she sank. Currents pulled her
fromside to side, tw sting her around. She opened her eyes,
sought the surface. Long, pastel green and blue streaks of I|ight
surround an area of black. In her panic she couldn't make any
sense of what she was seeing.

It was the bottomof the boat. It was sliding away, the

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Davis%20-%20Strong%20Metallic%20Arm.txt (6 of 17) [10/15/2004 10:16:31 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Davi s%20-%20Strong%20M etal li c%620A rm.txt

currents carrying her along faster than above. Erin fought the
shock off, forced herself to swimeven as terrible shivers |like
drafts of ice ran down her arnms and sides. The water was nurKky,
then clear, then murky again, and a translucent thing cane into
view, a thing like a twisted, spinning icicle. Awhirlpool. Erin
broke surface right beside it, and it pulled her around. She
sucked in air with a gasp, paddling with one arm and ki cki ng. The
boat was twenty yards away. Duane was clinbing over the railing,
dri ppi ng water.

She screaned out his nane, her voice filled with all the
pai n, shock and di smay she was feeling, and watched as he turned
and | ooked at her, wet hair half over his eyes, his face stoic,
expressionl ess. She had to keep turning her head to see him the
whirl pool pulling her in a circle. He picked up his fishing gun
and put it inits holder, tightening the clanp. Then he sat with
his back to her, |ooking down at his feet.

She ki cked her legs and thrusted with her good arm getting
away fromthe whirlpool, heading further downstreamand a little
toward the shore. Erin had no idea howlong the filanment |ine was
for the lure. If she could get out of its reach she m ght | ast
| ong enough for the signal blocker to conme unglued. A quick signa
to TIMwould bring rescue.

The water becane a thing repul sive to her, a pool of nenace.
The lure could be anywhere, but no matter where it was she knew it
was headi ng toward her. She got away from one whirl pool to be
sucked i nto another passing vortex, this one in a swift finger of
current that took her farther away fromthe boat. The boat kept
turning, the holder lifting and naneuvering the fishing gun to
keep the line fromtangling with the boat or wapping around
Duane. From gl ancing back at the hol der she could tell where the
filament was leading. It seened to always be pointing at her

She heard a hi gh-pitched whine and a sharp squirt, sonething
| eapt out of the water and past her head, m ssing her. The
filament | anded on her shoulder and slid against it, slicing into
her flesh. She pushed it away from her, but the lure came | ooping
back, junping again and narromy mssing. It was deliberately
aimng for her head, tuned into her cephalic waves. Duane wasn't
worri ed about her recording, the lure was progranmred to hone in on
her interface.

Erin pushed agai nst the sharp filanent but it was grow ng
tight, a | oop around her neck. She flailed in the water, |o00sing
her mnd to the terror, and her foot caught the filanent as the
lure cane around again. The filanment cut into her shoe, pulling
the lure short as it swng around. Sonething hit her in the chest,
so hard it took her breath away. It was |ike soneone swing a | arge
metal hammer right into her. She felt weak and sick. The water
around her grew cloudy and dark wi th bl ood.

At the signal of an inpact, the fishing gun on the boat
began automatically reeling in the line. It pulled the | oop around
Erin taut, pulling the line right through her. Erin felt distant
tuggi ng, and then an explosion of white as her spinal colum
severed. As her body was being pulled toward the boat, her head
sunk slowy into the darkness of the river. Her interface, passing
out of range of the signal bl ocker, began sending the death call

#
Slowmy rising in volume, but still just barely audible,
al pha-state cycle nmusic swirled around Erin . . . piano notes

hitting in precise, beautiful harnmony across the sad bursts of the
saxophone. Erin sat up, staring at the blank, snooth, creme-white
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of a wall. She didn't wonder where she was, she already knew. The
| ast thing she renenbered was going to sleep the night before. Her
current thought, the thought that was in her mnd as she becane
aware, was her ahnya-ha; the |last conscious thought she had before
deat h.

He killed ne. That was it, repeated twice. It was encoded in
her death call, the call that caused this "backup" of her nind to
be | oaded into her master conputer. She knew the room she was in,
it was a programcalled Ofice. Ofice was designed to all owed her
mnd to operate with a phantom body in a phantom space inside her
comput er.

"TIM?" Her voice seenmed flat; there was no echoi ng of her
voice fromthe walls. "TIM what happened?”

"l have revi ewed recorded nmenori es and have decided to
shield you fromthemto prevent traumg," TIMsaid, a voice from

the ceiling. It made Erin feel like she was in a tiny box in TIMs
hands, and TIMwas staring down at her in pity. "I have evidence
that you were mnurdered."

"Murdered. "

"You were nurdered by your husband while you were out
fishing."

"I . . . | thought that was a dream.

"I't didn't happen like it did in your dream However, there
are nore inportant things we nust discuss without delay. First,
before any decision is nade, you nust keep in mnd that you are
legally an Al programas |long as you're out of a body."

"I 'am. . . artificial?"

"The | aw deens you so. You are a programwth no | ega
rights. This is what is preventing me fromturning in your
recorded nenories to the police. Since | aman Al, it will be
di scounted. You will be deened an Al until you are |oaded into a
body grown from your own DNA. "

"But that's all taken care of."

"Unfortunately there is a problem A wonman has broken
through your security and is attenpting to di sassenble the naster
conmputer we are in at this very nonent. By her actions | have
deduced she intends renoving the Mass Storage Devi ce where your
Backup is located." TIM produced a scanned i nmage of her on the
wal | . She was a dark-haired woman with a wide, flat face and
shoul der s

"I can't call the police?"

"An Al cannot file a conplaint against a person. You are on
your own. The danger is this: the womman will be di sconnecting the
MSD cont ai ni ng your Backup at any nonent. O her than the copy of
you that is running right nowin the conputer's nenory, there is
no other Backup. It is not safe for you to remain in this
computer."

Erin understood. |If the wonman took the Mass Storage Device
and cleared the conputer's nenory, there would no | onger be an
Erin Lind. She woul d have been nurdered twi ce in one day.

"Can't we try to call the police?"

"You don't have the tine even if you had the rights. If we
begin now, | may be able to transnmit you to your oribtal offices
before the woman tries to clear the RAM "

"What if she's monitoring the comruni cati ons?"

"I can think of no other course of action."

"Well then. Let's do it."

"Standby for transmi ssion."

"Ckay." Erin's phantom body sat on the phantom reclining
chair in the phantomroomand waited. Wiy did | have to get
married in the first place, she thought. A sexual surrogate woul d
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have been just fine. Murdered! She couldn't believe it had
actual | y happened. Life just kept on getting nore strange, nore
conpl i cat ed.

Mur der ed

Sitting there, she felt dead. She felt |ike a ghost. She
could tell she was insubstantial, non-existent.

The room changed, sonehow. It was |like she'd put on slightly
blue-tinted contacts. She felt a chill, as if the "room' were
getting cold. "Transfer conplete, data intact,"” TIMtold her

"Already? A copy of me has been sent?"

"You are the copy that has been sent.”

"Ch." Erin felt relieved, a very sharp and clear enption in
the yes/no world of her satellite mainfrane. "Wat's happeni ng at
home?"

"The MSD was renpved and repl aced with anot her. RAM was
cl eared and systens rel oaded. The new Mass Storage Device contains
hosti |l e hacker software and an Al that clains to be you."

"Claims to be ne? Another version of nme?"

"No. | do not believe so. It is collaborating with the
hacker software."

"I's there a way to find out nore about this Al ?"

"I amtrying," TIMsaid. "The hostile system has damaged and
is continuing to danmage the TIM software on the master deck."

Erin felt sharp anger, a 60-cycle hum of shock. "Is there a
way we can go through a back door and erase this inposter?"

"Not by renpte. It has to be physically done at the console
of your master conputer.”

"If there's an Al programon that MSD that clains to be ne,
it will be |loaded into ny new body!"

"That is the nost likely notive for your nurder."”

Erin felt hatred and death-wi sh; the enotions were so clear,
so exact. Duane killed her and was now goi ng to have sone dunb,
obedi ent-wi fe Al program | oaded into her new, younger body. He's
goi ng to squander ny noney and ruin nmy business! And | |oved him
she thought. How can | be so stupid?

"TIM" she said, "do we have the equi pnent necessary at the
mai n yard to downl oad a copy of nme into sonething nobile, so | can
get around? A sexual surrogate body would be perfect."”

"That would be illegal and unethical."
"So is nurder!"
"True."

"Can it be done?"

"Not with a surrogate. Both nodels at the main yard have
very tiny conputer brains, and their "

"What woul d work, then?"

"The only thing we can concei vably downl oad you into woul d
be a 33-10 servant nodel. We'd have to burn a copy of you into an
i ndustrial ROM pack, nodify a "

"It can be done, then. A 33-10 would work good enough."

"We' Il have to patch in software to allow you to operate the
robot body directly. There will be no roomin the ROM pack for
your Office program"”

"Do whatever is necessary."

"It is not going to be pleasant for you."

"l don't care. Howis TIMdoing in the master conputer?”

"The hostil e hacker program has erased that copy of ne."

Dam it! she thought. "It'Il be after us up here, next."

"l have al ready taken defense actions."

Erin paused in thought. "Another thing you should do is make
backup copies of both you and ne, and hide themwi th old dates and
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file names. Hide themlike buried treasure. Call them financial
archives for 2243-44."

"Backup in progress."

"When you' re done, forget you nade those Backups."

"What Backups?"

Erin snmled. "Right."

#

EAST- WEST CALGOS | SLAND NEWBNET
FLASH BULLETI N 11: 72: 00 09/ 44/ 2251

Robotic work force magnate Erin Lind was killed today in a tragic
fishing accident in the Dime River of East Cal os. Cl SaRNet
received Lind' s death call at exactly 10:50:91 I TZ. Her husband,
Duane Lind, clains Erin fell overboard while fishing earlier this
nmorni ng and was killed by his filanent [ine when his lure m stook
her for prey. It will take 74 hours for her replacenment body to be
taken out of cold storage and | oaded with her Backup. In the
meantime Lind Corporation will be run by Lind' s Estate Al by the

| egal authority of Duane Lind. He clainms no changes in policy wll
occur, and all decisions will be made by his wife's Backup unti
the new body is ready.

#

Erin junped, startled, and her patched-in notor reflexes
interpreted it as an order to nove sideways 1.5 neters at ful
speed. Erin slamred into sonething that fell over and sent her
spi nning away. The world blurred in front of her. She knew where
she was, but she had not expected the transition to be so abrupt.

Gyros buzzed and groaned inside her, fighting to keep her
upright. Arns |longer than her body flailed and thrashed at the
air. Her vision would not clear, the scan lines couldn't keep up
with the notion. Through all this confusion, Erin found she knew
exactly how many tines she'd spun around and exactly which
direction she was facing at any instant. One arm caught sonething
and she stopped herself. Her arns were frighteningly |ong, and
everything around her was tall, too tall, tall and thin and
distorted. Aterrible feeling welled up inside her, the feeling
that she was having a nightmare, but she knew with el ectronic
certainty she was not.

The thing that she'd knocked over was another robot, a 2200
i ndustrial nodel progranmmred as a technician. Conscious of her |ack
of grace, Erin inched over to the machine and helped it right
itself. "Sorry about that," she said. Her voice cane out with the
definite twang of an artificial voice, a male artificial voice at
t hat .

"Al'l diagnostics this unit check OK " the technician
answered in machi ne | anguage. It was speaking robot to robot, not
robot to human. For a nmonent Erin found this anusing, but her
chuckle reflex was interpreted as a sick jerking back-and-forth
nmotion by the robot body. It sobered her instantly. TIMhad told
her this was going to be unpl easant, and though she'd believed him
she was only now realizing how bad it woul d be.

The war ehouse wal I s around her were inpossibly tall, the
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ceiling | ooked kiloneters high. Her new robotic body was only a
meter tall, and her vision was w de-angl ed, taking in 210 degrees
at a time. It nade her feel tiny as a bug.

Testing her reflexes, Erin activated her anbul ator and
crui sed of f through the warehouse, avoiding the offices and
headi ng toward the transport bay. She was having a terrible urge
to breathe, it was |like she'd been unconsciously hol ding her
breath and now she had to take one, and her mouth and nose were
sewn shut. There was no way to satisfy the breathing urge. To
di stract herself, she signaled through her network and contacted
her satellite. "TIM how are you hol di ng out ?"

<I amunder attack fromthe hostile systemrunning on your
master conputer. At this point | have been able to detect every
attenpt it has made and cut it off.>

Erin passed several rows of naked bodi es, Macho Max and Sexy
Susan sexual surrogates. She paused, eyeing the weird wi de angle
view of a Macho Max hal f unpacked fromits foamlined crate. It
| ooked |i ke her husband. "Do you think you can continue bl ocking
the attenpts?" she asked TIM

<The odds are 70-30 in the hostile's favor, and growing with
every attenpt. Under the circunstances, it would be advi sabl e not
to contact nme until the hostile is under control. If the hostile
breaks through and answers your call, you will be discovered. >

"That's true."

<Any | ast commands?>

"Hurt the hostile. Kill it if you can."

<That is ny intention.>

Erin cut the connection and continued on her way toward the
transport bay. She opened a channel to the office nainfrane and
ordered a transport be rerouted to her mansion. She wanted to take
a flier but air traffic arriving at her nansion drew too nuch
attention. The mai nfrane acknow edged t he request and she | ogged
of f.

Erin still felt the need to take a breath, but there was
not hi ng she could do. Her nmouth felt dry, and she wanted to
salivate and swal l ow. Nothing on the robot body could accommdate
her .

Doors pulled aside and she anbul ated out onto the raised
concrete of the transport bay, a large covered yard crowded with
aut onom ¢ vehicles. In the w de-angl ed di stance she saw her
transport pulling out of a parking place, rolling around to neet
her. Mdtion caught her attention; she turned and di scovered a
tall, thin, distorted figure dressed in a blue junmpsuit. One of
her human enpl oyees. The man wal ked toward her, his |egs grow ng
and stretching with each step. "Were are you goi ng?" he asked,
his voice flat and distant.

Erin had no idea what to say to him How does a robot talk
to ne? she thought. Wien was the last tinme | ever asked one a
ver bal question?

"I'"'m schedul ed for the Lind mansion," Erin told him

"The transport for the Lind mansion | eaves at ten and ei ght.
What are you doi ng here now?"

"Special order fromthe mansion." Erin | ogged back onto the
mai nfrane and ordered rei nforcenents.

"Who' s special orders?"

"Erin Lind."

"Erin Lind? That old biddy is dead. What's the date and tine
of your order I'mpretty sure it's been cancelled." The nman turned
and wal ked to a terminal at the desk beside the door.

A d biddy? Erin thought, shocked. |Is that how ny enpl oyees
see ne? Still |ogged onto the nmainfrane, Erin | ooked up this
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enpl oyee's nane and | D nunber and ordered the personnel departnent
to termnate him As the man was typing into the console, severa
nore servant robots cane anbul ating through the door fromthe

war ehouse, halting around Erin on the | oading ranp. The transport
pull ed up, and Erin and the other robots begi n boarding.

"WAit a minute, wait a mnute!" the man called over his
back. "I haven't confirmed this yet. Stop where you are." A nonent
|ater the man was staring at the console nonitor in shock. "I'm
fired?" he exclainmed. Erin and the other robots finished boarding
the transport and it pulled snoothly away.

The war ehouses and office buildings shrank rapidly, the
pavenent passing fast under the transport's wheels. Erin's radar
told her she was only going 120 kph but her vision sense was
stronger, she was still not used to the wi de-angle view The
property gates passed by and cl osed behind them and on the open
road the transport accelerated to full speed. Erin could hear the
wi nd whi ppi ng past but couldn't feel it; she saw the transpl anted
Earth pines but could not snell them She felt notion sick and
di zzy and had a headache, and she couldn't breathe. She wanted to
vom t, but nothing would happen. She couldn't swallow. She
couldn't close her eyes.

Stop, Erin told herself. Don't do this. Don't let it get to
you. Gief welled up in her, sweeping through her. She was dead.
She was a dead person. The real Erin Lind died and she was just a
joke, an afterthought. A ghost. Al the things she'd done in her

life, all the plans she still had . . . it was all over

No! I will be alive again! Stop this!

Surviving death. Being reborn. Was it like this? This was
living hell! No, it wasn't even living. It was true purgatory. She
was afraid of being put into her newbody . . . what if it wasn't
the same? What if it was like this? I'lIl go around forever

thinking that I'mnot really alive, that I'mjust a zonbie. |
shoul d have decl ared ny new body a daughter and | et her live her
own life. Let sonething new cone into this universe, sonething
that can nake a true start, make its own decisions. Not the
preprogramed death of another ne.

Stop! she told herself. Stop! She wi shed to God she coul d
contact the Oracle, she needed its guidance . . . but she had no
access to her own noney! She couldn't be with the oracle for a
nanosecond.

There was a shifting of her senses, and everything began to
fade out, grow distant. The panic ebbed away. |'m crashing, she
thought. The hardware is failing. The darkness canme down |ike a
bl anket bei ng dropped over her, and she thought of dirt covering
her body in a hole. I"'mdead, |'mbeing buried. | can be in peace.

Thr ough the darkness a |ight shown. She saw col ored w ndows,
stained glass. An archway. A raised podium A old man with white
hair and a | ong white beard stood in biblical robes and faced her
"Fear and panic blind you," he said in his rich, echoing voice.
"You nust not give in, you nust not despair. A second chance at

life is still life. Your flesh is nothing, it's your code that
makes you uni que. Your pattern. Strive to continue your pattern,
otherwise all life is neaningless."”

"I's it you? The Oracl e?"

"Yes. "

"You have a face."

"I have many faces. This one is for you."

"How did you find nme?"

"I amthe Oacle. | amtied into everything, otherw se
could not be the Oracle. Even so, | cannot see the future, | can
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only predict the odds. As in nature, odds are sonetines
meani ngl ess. | could not foresee your dream com ng true. You may
have a gift that | do not have, or it nmay be another exanple of
t he neani ngl essness of the odds of chance. Unlikely things nust
occur, or everything would be predictable.

"Had | not urged you to take this trip with your husband,

this situation woul d not have occurred. | ampartially
responsible, and that is why | amhere. Also, | do this as a
courtesy between one Al and another. | do not charge Als who cone

to me for help they have nothing to pay ne."

"What should | do?" Erin asked.

"You should do what you nust to continue yourself. That is
the best advice | can give you. If your sensations are to the
poi nt you think you can't handl e them anynore, repeat to yourself,
"Maintain calm maintain calm' and you will have a handl e by
which to hold themat bay. | am downl oading this cal mng routine
to you now " The Oracle gave her a warm fatherly snile, and began
fading into the bl ack.

The bl ackness thinned and the eerie w de-angle view
returned, along with the unrelenting bodily urges. The panic began
rising again. The transport was just pulling through the
sel f-opening gates to her property, and was beginning to wind its
way up the hill to her mansion. It seenmed every orifice in her
body was bl ocked or propped open. She could suck no air into her
lungs, there was no way to urinate, defecate, spit, cry, cough or
vonmit, and yet now it seened she had the urge to do every single
one of these things. Maintain calm she told herself desperately.
Maintain calm It didn't seemto work, she felt she was slipping
cl oser and cl oser to madness. Maintain calm she thought. Mintain
calm!!

Erin felt the transport |evel out; she'd reached the top of
the hill. The transport circled around to the servant's entrance
and pulled nercifully to a stop next to the ranp. Inmediately the
ot her robots began whirring and anmbul ati ng t hensel ves onto the
smoot h concrete; Erin followed, her new mantra repeating over and
over in her mind. Maintain calm maintain calm. . . The other
robots | ed her through an alnpbst unfanmiliar entrance and into the
mansi on, and Erin froze, her anbul ator | ocking. Her arns were
twitching in small spasns. Erin's husband was standing right in
front of her, standing and talking to a wonan who Erin identified
as the intruder fromthis norning. The woman who'd di smant| ed her
master conputer to renove the MSD contai ning her Backup. Duane and
this woman broke their conversation to turn and stare at Erin as
her robotic body jerked and tw tched, inching past themin a
sickly, lurching manor.

Duane | aughed. "Is there something wong with that thing?"

The wonman reached down and gave Erin a resoundi ng WHACK with
the pal mof her hand. Erin managed to steady her anbul ator and
continued past them "It'Il be okay," the woman said, "just sone
dust on its conponents."

Too preoccupied to be angry, Erin continued down to the
kitchen and then circling around to the basenent |ift. She
signall ed a request for access then sat notionless, waiting for
the curved chronme doors to open. She had to urinate so badly that
she felt intense pain.

The doors opened and she crossed over into a small dark
space. The doors closed behind her and there was a feeling of
nmotion. During the ride she received a signal fromher satellite
system and she cautiously accepted it. TIMs thought/voice
announced: <l don't have nuch time so |I'msending this as an
unsaved file. By the tine you receive this | wll probably be
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erased by the hostile. It has broken through and is defeating ny
defenses as fast as | can set themup. The only thing | was able
to dois infect it with an information virus as it broke through

| tailored the virus so as to only affect the hostile; it will, in
time, forget its own identity and begin attacking itself. | wish
you good | uck. >

Sonet hi ng el se began coning through the connecti on,
sonet hi ng proddi ng, questioning. Erin hastily cut the connection
The Iift doors opened and she anbul ated out into the short,
white-wall ed hallway that lead to the conputer room There was a
punch-code | ock on the door, and Erin extended a |ong, spindly arm
and nmanual |y keyed in the code, hoping that Duane hadn't gotten
around to changing it. The door slid open. Erin, lurching
awkwar dl y, made her way inside

The nmaster conputer deck was bolted in with several of its
expansi on and comuni cation peripherals on a rack next to a |arge,
customterminal; the hardware gl eanmed shiny black with red
indicator lights. Erin watched as the hostile Al noved the video
cam nount ed above the main screen, focussing it in on her. She had
i nvaded the area where the hostile was the nost vul nerable, and
the hostile knewit. It was no doubt calling for help.

Erin turned and cl osed the door behind her, locking it and
then changi ng the access code. She turned back to the master deck,
feeling a little human pl easure | eaking through the sensory chaos.
Maintain calm she was still telling herself. Maintain calm It
was getting easier and easier, now "Well Mster A, we've got
sone unfinished business to take care of, don't we?" She anbul at ed
over toward the keyboard. Metal fingers typed in her password.

ACCESS DENI ED, the screen told her

"No, you're bluffing," she said. "My password is hardwi red,
you can't change it. You're just changing the video output." She
typed in a request for access to the ROM subroutines nenu

ACCESS DENI ED.

"Ch yeah? Deny this." She typed, SHUTDOWN PROCEDURES
1,2,3,4,5.

ACCESS DENI ED.

Erin was beginning to fear that the hostile had actually
| ocked her out. The screen shoul d have been asking her for her
code to shut down the Al. Maintain calm she told herself. She
i gnored the nessages on the screen and typed in her code, hit the
ENTER but t on.

SHUTDOM PROCEDURES STARTED, the screen read.

PROCESS 1 COVPLETED

PROCESS 2 COVPLETED

PROCESS 3 COVPLETED

PROCESS 4 COVPLETED

PROCESS 5 COVPLETED

ALL CONSCI QUS PROCGRAMS REMOVED FROM MEMORY

"Yeah, take that," Erin told the screen. She flexed a nuscle
that shoul d have been in her stomach; a panel opened on her
robotic body and a reel -away cabl e popped out. She grasped the
fiber optic link at the end and gently inserted it into an
auxiliary input port on the deck's cabinet. To Erin it was |ike
putting a phone handset to her ear; she could suddenly hear al
sorts of interesting noises on the other end. She rasped out the
machi ne | anguage address of the Mass Storage Device and, for a
brief few nanoseconds, heard the voice of the inposter Al. It was
trying to load through the cable and into Erin's robotic body. Had
her m nd been in Random Access Menory instead of running on a Read
Only Menory pack, it would have been the end of her

file:/l/G|/Program%20Files/eMule/Incoming/Jerry%20Davis%20-%20Strong%20Metallic%20Arm.txt (14 of 17) [10/15/2004 10:16:31 PM]



file:///G)/Program%20Files’eM ul e/l ncoming/Jerry%20Davi s%20-%20Strong%20M etal li c%620A rm.txt

I n machi ne | anguage she ordered the MSD to erase all data.
Then, reluctantly, she began maki ng a Backup of the twisted,
crashing version of herself that was running, the only copy of
hersel f that was available to her at the nmonment. While the Backup
was i n progress, she becane aware that sonmeone was bangi ng on the
door, demanding entry. It was distorted, unclear, but Erin
recogni zed the voice as her husband's. She checked her Backup,
found it finished, wi nding down to the point of recording her
current conscious thoughts. She nade sure to record a few | ast
notes then ended the process, uncoupling the cable fromthe port
and reeling it quickly back into her body. There was a pai nful
muscl e spasm as the panel closed. Erin anbul ated over to the door
and unl ocked it.

Duane and the wonan rushed inside, |ooking around wildly for
the intruder. "Wl Duane, who's your friend?" Erin asked.

Duane whirled around, staring at the little robot. "Wat?"

"Duane, darling, didn't you miss me?"

An expression of shock and horror crossed Duane's warped,
distorted face. "My CGod, it's Erin."

"No way," the woman said, taking a step backward.

Duane funbled with one hand inside his jacket. He | ooked
furious. Fromhis inner jacket pocket he produced a snall
projectile gun.

"What, you're going to kill me again?" Erin extended a
strong netallic armand grabbed his gun-hand by the wist. She
squeezed, knowi ng her robotic hand was rmuch stronger than it
| ooked. Duane cried out in pain, but didn't drop it. The gun went
off with a nuffled puff, but it wasn't pointed at anything; a hole
appeared in the wall

"Mandy, help ne!" Duane yell ed.

The wonan | eapt forward, grappling with Erin's armas Erin
fol ded Duane's wist back in a direction it was not designed to
bend. "You killed me," Erin said to himas he cried out in pain.

"Let me go, you bhitch!"

Wth Erin's other arm she reached out and snapped the
pl astic cover off a 440 volt main-line socket. She wenched the
socket housing aside so that it exposed bare wires, and, stil
hol di ng her husband and the worman firmy grounded, she drove her
metal fingers deep into the electric current. Al of themwere
turned off, all nenory cleared, all synapses burnt out, al
progranms | ost. The room snelled of hot metal and roasted flesh
The three of themcrashed into a heap on the floor

#

EAST- WEST CALGOS | SLAND NEWBNET
FLASH BULLETI N 19: 94: 00 09/ 44/ 2251

KEYWORDS: ACCI DENTS/ DI ME Rl VER/ FI SHI NG LI ND CORPORATI OV LI ND
DROMWNI NG ROBOTI CS

Duane Lind, husband to robotic work force nmagnate Erin Lind, died
today only a few hours after his wife was killed in a tragic
fishing accident. Duane Lind's death call and that of a conpani on
was received by Cl SaRNet at exactly 18:04:29 today. Details about
the death are not known, but investigators say it |ooks like a
freak accident involving a robot. Duane and his conpani on, Mandy
Pepperi dge, a W/I eRote Keyrone programrer and technician, were
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killed by electric shock. More details will follow
#

TODAY
I'S THE FI RST DAY
OF THE REST OF
YOUR LI FE

Erin sat up suddenly, reading the words. It was a sign on
the wall, surrounded by vivid hol ographs of roses. She lifted her
hands up in front of her face, wi ggling her fingers; snooth, pink,
new fl esh. Flawl ess pink nails, a bit long. No scars, no winkles.
She took deep breaths with | arge new | ungs.

<Hel | 0, > a voice in her head says.

"TI MR"
<TIMs here, but this is you your Backup. The copy of the
hostile up in our oribital offices destroyed itself. | have TIM

reinstalled and running both up there and here on the naster
conputer. The two hidden files in the orbital conputer were
unt ouched. You are the untainted Backup. >

Erin cl osed her eyes. Thank God, she thought.

Her Backup | aughed at her. <l have to go now. This

conversation is not legal . . . renmenber, the two-places-at-once
|law? But there's a fewthings | have to tell you before I go.>
"Yes?"

<The Oracle sends his regards, and wi shes you happi ness in
your new life.>

"Thank himfor me. No, wait, I'll do that nyself."

<That's what | would do, ha hah hah. Second, | think you
shoul d know that 1've prepared a special Backup for Duane's new
body. He's going to be waking up only a few hours after you
think you should be there.>

Revul si on shook her. "I don't think so."

<No, go, |'mserious. There's nothing to worry about. >

Erin had heard that before. She said goodbye to her Backup,
and it erased itself fromconputer nenory. Doctors and techs
dressed in pastel blues and greens cane in to check to see how she
was doing in her new body and brain. She passed the tests without
any problem and was inforned that her husband was due to wake up,
and that she could go neet him

H s roomwas nuch the same as hers, or the same as any
hospital roomin the Calos Islands. Wite walls, sky ceiling,
brightly colored ornaments, adjustable-G bed. Erin sat in one of
the nondescript visitor chairs and waited. Wien Duane opened his
eyes and sat up, she took a deep breath and held down the fear
Duane wouldn't dare try to hurt her here.

"Interesting," he said. "Unusual." He turned his head from

side to side. "Sensations. | like this."
"How do you feel, Duane."
"I feel fine. I amdiscovering a whole new world. | have to

thank you Erin. This is the finest gift anyone could give anyone."

Erin was m ssing sonet hing.

"l can see by your expression that you're confused."

"A bit. What are you tal king about."

Duane got out of bed, wal king over to her and | eani ng cl ose
to her ear. "It's me, TIM" he whispered. "Didn't your Backup
expl ai n?"

A slow, wide smle spread across her face. This was breaking
about a hundred serious |laws, but damm it, it served Duane right.
Duane was gone! Her executive Al was in control of his new body!
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She reached out and joyously hugged him thinking what a
scandal this woul d make.
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