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On a park bench near the swings, the old man in an overcoat eyes the
chi |l dren.

He's positioned hinself carefully away fromthe parents who are talking

am abl y

on a set of benches on the other side of the playground equi pnent. Near him
a

pair of boys dressed in matching blue junpers take turns going down the

sl i de.

The old man studies themfor a while. They're maybe five and four, he

deci des,

very sweet; they smile often; the same shade of blonde hair curls out from
beneath their caps.

On the teeter-totters, a handful of ol der kids, around nine or ten years old,
rise then fall in rhythm They |laugh in unison at some joke. Beyond them on
t he

grass, a couple of teens throw a football back and forth. The old nman sighs
and

| ooks at his hands. Liver spots mar the knuckl es and nake indeci pherabl e
patterns on their backs. He inagines things crawling under his skin, noving
beneath the | oose parchment of his flesh. He resists the urge to scratch his
fingers. When he raises his left hand fromhis leg, it trembles slightly.
Underneath the slide, a little girl sits against a support pole, draw ng
patterns in the gravel. She’'s maybe eight, the old nan guesses. Her bl onde
hai r

mat ches the boys going up the |adder. Her lips are thin and serious. She
concentrates on what she's drawing, erasing a part of it and starting again.
When she finally | ooks up, as if sensing she is being watched, her eyes are
dar k

br own.

"Hi," she says, not lifting her finger fromthe spot on her draw ng.

The old man gl ances at the parents on the other side. They're facing each

ot her,

chatting. Nobody seens to notice himor the child. He gestures to her—a cone
cl oser wave.

"Hey," he says. "Hey, little girl. Do you want to know a secret?"
She | ooks at her work for a noment, makes a final line in the gravel, then
gets

up, brushes the back of her dress and says, "Do you know one?"

"Sure," he says. "A good one. Come a little closer so | can tell you." He
keeps

his hands on his legs so she won't see the trenbling. The trenbling m ght
frighten her. If she knew about the things under his skin, it mght frighten
her. If she knew what swam behind his eyes, it would drive her off.



* k%

The two observers, a black-haired wonan in a grey pantsuit, and a nan,
sporting

ol d-fashi oned gl asses, jeans and neatly pressed sport shirt had cone into

cl ass

at the beginning, taken seats in the rear, then not noved other than to

whi sper

quietly to each other during Wllianms | esson on Haml et.

Wlliampaid themlittle attention. Visitors cane to his class regularly:
parents who'd just enrolled their kids, still suspicious of a live teacher

i nstead of a conputer DeskTop unit; media people with tiny caneras who' d film
for their programs ("Retro-Teaching Survives in Col orado" was the title of a
pi ece a week earlier); board of education nenbers, each with their own
agenda,

etc. They’d nmake notes about the semi-circular desk arrangement, how nuch
WIlliamtal ked, how often students responded. The minute details seened to
fascinate them Sometines old folk came in to wallow in nostalgia, to
remenber

when all schools used to be Ilike this.

Wl liamconcentrated on the class of fifteen students; they were playing a
quot e

gane.

"So," said Wlliam "If | were your boyfriend and you wanted to dunp ne, what
m ght you say?"

Sheila, a sixteen-year-old with a splash of freckles across her cheeks and
nose,

nervously raised her hand. "My Lord, | have remenbrances of yours that | have
| onged to deliver?" She paused, pantom med handi ng hi m somet hing, then sniled
when Wlliamtook it. Her fingertips brushed his palnms. She said, "I'd tel
you

that if | returned your ring or sonething.”

W1 1liam nodded again, |eaning toward her. "Yes, Sheila. Exactly. But what if

I

denied it hurt ne? Wiat if | were a creep and said to you, ‘No, not I. |

never

gave you ought’?" He said it gruffly, brusquely as if he really was irritated
at

her, as if he despised the idea of her

"My honored Lord," she said, flushing. "You know right well you did. And with
t hem words of so sweet breath conposed as made the things nmore rich." She
sighed. "I love that part."

W I liamwandered around the room The students watched him he could fee
their

eyes—their attention-centered on him It was always this way: the

i nteraction,

the gane with the things he I oved and the class, |ike opening a great oak
door

bet ween them and the material, and he renenbered again the first tine he’'d
really understood Haml et, facing the ghost on the stage, talking into the

dar kness, "King, Father, royal Dane. Ch, answer ne! Let me not burst in

i gnor ance. "

Wlliamshivered. Literature struck himso inmediately. He could feel it in

t he

air, shimering out of the texts on their desks. He said, "Wat if | were
angry

wi th someone and wanted to call hima nane? Can any of you give me an insult?"
Jason, a skinny, pale boy said, "Bloody, bawdy villain! Renorseless,
treacherous, |echerous, kindless villain!"

"Quch," said WIlliam grinning, as he stuck an imagi nary dagger in his chest.
Several students | aughed.



Just as strong in roomas the presence of Shakespeare were the kids, all of
t hem

awake for a noment in this play. Wlliamfelt like a friendly conductor
punching their tickets on the Hanl et express. They' d boarded as they always
did-a bit full of the world, distracted and fragnmented, but the rocking of

t he

ianbic rails had lulled theminto receptiveness. WIliam had played Pol oni us
for

them at the beginning of class. He'd said, "I do know, when the bl ood burns,
how

prodi gal the soul |lends the tongue vows."

They’ d been caught. By the time he’d gone back to "Neither a borrower nor a
| ender be," they’'d dropped every concern they’'d brought to class. It was just
t hem and Shakespeare and W/ Iiam playing three-cornered catch. He closed his
eyes to feel it washing over him and he al nost forgot for a nmonent what they
had been doing until Rupert, a dark-eyed boy, cleared his throat before
speaking. "What if | said that you were an old man whose face was wri nkl ed;
your

eyes purged thick anmber and pluntree gum and that you have a plentiful |ack
of

wit?"

"I'"d say, ‘Though this be nadness, yet there is nethod init.”"

Red-haired Tracy said, "Do you think Hanml et was nmad?"

Dirk, who sat behind her tapped her on the shoulder. "‘l am but nmad
north-north-west. Wien the wind is southerly, | know a hawk from a handsaw.’
Ham et knew what he was doi ng."

Fi ve hands shot up

"I'n quotes only," said WIIliam

A bell rang, ending class, and several students groaned in di sappoi ntment.
They

gat hered books and headed to the door

"Good night, sweet prince," said Rupert as he left. Jason prodded hi mand
sai d,

"Ah, ha. | knew it. Winen delight you not."

Rupert’s voice drifted into the classroomfromthe hall, "Wat a piece of
wor k

is a man. How noble in reason, howinfinite in faculties
W I 1iam chuckled and turned to his desk

"How i nmpressive,"” said the woman in the pantsuit. WIlIliam junped; he'd
forgotten

about his visitors. The wonan rose and her conpani on foll owed her, standing
slightly behind her to one side. "Victoria Baseman," she said, extending a
hand.

"OfF the Reinhart Goup. This is my intern, lsaac. We'd like to talk to you
about

what you’re doing here." She | ooked around the room Student artwork covered
nost of the walls: painstakingly hand-drawn renditions of The G obe Theater
exanpl es of Elizabethan dress, and scenes from Ham et. "The students appear
to

enjoy learning." |saac, who m ght have been twenty and easily ten years
Victoria s junior, took notes.

"That was . . . amazing. | was noved," said Isaac. Victoria shot himan
annoyed

frown.

W liam pushed the student’s papers into a pile, trying to appear calm The
Rei nhart G oup had swal |l owed Di sney a decade ago, and had nmade massive
strides

into education in the last few years. Half the corporation schools in the
country relied on Reinhart funding in one way or another, and they were one
of



t he few conpani es who nade noney in the field since the privatization of
school s

thirty years earlier. "They're a good class. It’'s easier when they're

noti vated. "

The wonman consulted a data reader in her hand. "Looks like all your classes
are

notivated. Best test scores in the country.”

"It's the school,"” said WIlliam "The curricul um works."

Victoria snorted derisively. "Fal se nodesty. You ve changed school s three
tinmes

with a different curriculumeach tine. Your students excel when you're there
They’ re average when you're not. It’s not the curriculun it’s you."

"I just teach themone day at the tine. |1’ve been blessed with good kids."
"The Reinhart Goup thinks it’s more than that. W' ve done extensive studies
of

student behavi or—your students-and we’ve nade interesting concl usions.
Because

of them we'd like to make you a proposition.'
desk.

"I"m happy here," said Wlliam "I like the area.
bri efcase. "They pay me well."

Victoria put her data reader into her jacket. "Fifty years ago, you woul dn't
have been so lucky." She turned to Isaac. "Fifty years ago teachers weren't
pai d

by their successes. Good teachers, bad teachers, it didn't matter. They were
paid the sane."

"That seens silly," Isaac offered quietly, "Doesn’t it? Wiy woul d anyone work
har d?"

"Surprisingly, many of themdid anyway. Teaching s nore of an avocation than
a

vocation, wouldn’t you say, WIIian®"

W1 1liam nodded. He wondered what she was | eading to.

She continued, "But the schools weren't very good, just the same. \Wen public
school s col |l apsed and the corporations took over, good teachers were bid for
Bad teachers got better or quit. Generally education inproved, and education
becane bi g business."

She sat on the edge of his

He pushed essays into his

"Yes," offered Wlliam "But there are still failings—whole groups of kids
who

are under-served."

"OfF course," Victoria said. "The corporate nodel has problens too. Applying

management principles to classroons hasn’'t made themall that much better, at
| east not as good as they need to be, despite the different approaches."

| saac said, "You nean |ike individualized, home study."

"Yes, everything done at honme through computers. No classroons. No group
contact. Interesting experinment," said Victoria. "An approach the Reinhart

G oup

i nvests heavily in, but getting rid of the schools as structures hasn’t done
it.

No, the problemis that every approach enphasizes curriculum"”

| saac | ooked puzzled. "Naturally. Curriculum and technique can be duplicated.
I't

can be narketed. Wat else is there?"

"The teacher," said WIIiam

Vi ctoria nodded her approval. "Yes, the teacher. So we went big into teacher
recruitnment and training. That’'s why Reinhart is the nmajor player in
educati on.

But it’s tine to make the next junmp. It’s time to get rid of the corporate
nodel

that relies on thinking of curriculumas product. The product nodel is dead.”
| saac said, "But what can replace it?"



"Yes, what?" said WIIliam

"The pro-sports nmodel is our new direction."”

WIlliamsat on the edge of his desk. He'd read of sonething along these lines
in

the latest journals.

He said, "It's elitist, isn't it? Sell the superstar teacher to the high

bi dders? I’"mnot interested in teaching to a half-dozen rich kids."

"OfF course not," she said snmoothly. "We know you’' ve turned down sinilar

of fers.

No, we’'re ready to take the next, |ogical step. The pro-sport nodel of
educati on

is like a pro-sports team W need a franchi se player, though, a Babe Ruth.
Soneone who i s so nmuch obviously better that success rests on that person’s
shoul der . "

"How s that different? There’'s only one of ne."

Victoria smled, and Wlliamrealized she’d led himto this question. He
admired

the technique; it seemed so Socratic.

"That’ s our new direction. W want you to be the franchise player, but not

i ke

those pro stars. You are a superstar teacher, the maestro of the bl ackboard.
No

one is any better. You' re the best. But there’'s no profit in selling you

i ndividually. W can’t make enough. W don’t want to buy you; we want to buy
your style. Then we can franchise it."

| saac said, "And we're willing to pay you really, really well."

* * %

"Do you know the story of Alice?" the old man asks. He | eans close so his
Voi ce

won't carry.

The little girl scrunches her hands in her |ap. She doesn’t appear
unconfortable, just interested in how her skirt winkles when she plays with
it.

"I don’t know an Alice," she says.

The old man | ooks at the parents across the play area. They' re still ani mated
in

di scussion, not paying attention to anything beyond their talk. He doesn't
see

any police officers. A breeze rustles the wllow behind them He says, "Alice
is

alittle girl, just about your age, and her story begins with a rabbit. Do

you
know what a rabbit is?"

"I’ve been to a zoo," she says. "I saw a cat and a porcupine there, too."
"OfF course you have," says the old man. "I knew you were a bright little
girl.”

"So, what about Alice?" she says.

"And inquisitive, too. Ch, you're a bright one for sure." He settles back in
t he

bench; he touches her shoul der gently. "Well, the rabbit is late to begin
with,

and he has a pocket watch. Wiy do you think he m ght have a pocket watch?"
"The rabbit has pockets?" The little girl covers her mouth and giggles at the
i dea.

"He's a special rabbit. Do you want to know all about hin®"

"Ch, yes," she says. "My dad has a pocket watch, too. It’s on a big chain,
but

it’s alot more than a watch. He says it’'s his little assistant, and it’'s
really

expensive. He downloads it all the time, and | can't play with it. Tell ne



why

the rabbit has one."

The old man checks the parents once again, slides toward her so their hips
nearly touch and begins the story. Wthin a mnute, he's forgotten about the
crawl i ng under his skin, the extra presence behind his eyes—he's into the
story,

and he’s into her being into the story.

* * %

What sold WIlliamwas Victoria' s picture of the product: "I magi ne your
successes

happening with students all across the globe. More and nore kids in love with
education, with |earning, helped there by our simulacruns of you."

By this time they were sitting in the bar down the street fromthe school
Victoria had bought drinks for themall, and they’ d tal ked about education for
a

coupl e of hours. The lights hung | ow and di mover the tables. Victoria s eyes
glistened with interest, and her face glowed. After a while, WIIliam found
her

to be totally synpathetic to his views. "Teaching' s about reaching," he'd

sai d.

"You have to touch the student with the material and your enthusiasm or
not hi ng

happens. "

She’ d nodded encouragi ngly and ordered anot her round. |saac took notes and
noved

enpty gl asses out of their way. "So how do you do it?" |saac asked. "Are you
a

stimul us-response man? Do you teach ‘whol e | anguage’? Or are you into one of
t he

nore traditional, back-to-basics nodes?"

WIlliam|eaned back in his chair and crossed his hands on his stomach. Over

t he

years he’ d devel oped a slight paunch, but it didn't worry him it rmade him

f eel

confortable, |ike Pooh Bear or Bilbo Baggins. It was the way he imagi ned a
forty-year-old confirmed bachel or should | ook. He said, "Wien | first started
teaching, | played around with lots of theory, but I don’t think nuch about
it

anynore. | guess I'd have to say |'mpretty unconsci ous about techni que. The
kids are there; the material is there. | teach."”

Victoria said, "Like Mckey Mantle."

"' Scuse me?" said Wlliam He nearly mssed the table with his el bow when he
strai ghtened up, and he realized he’d drunk a bit too much.

"M ckey Mantle was a great player. Maybe one of the best hitters ever but not
much of an intellect. One day he was giving a batting denonstration for a
bunch

of little | eaguers, and he was trying to explain to them about foot placenent
and how to hold the hands and where the el bows shoul d go, and the | onger he
tal ked the nore tongue-tied he becanme and the nore frustrated. Finally he
couldn’t stand it any nore and said to the bunch of little kids, ‘Ah, hell
Just

hit like this,” and he tossed a ball into the air and belted it over the
fence.

He couldn’t explain it, but he could do it."

"Maybe 1’1l be no good for you, then," said Wlliam Hi s face sagged with

sadness and the bar darkened. He’'d begun to think of Victoria and |saac as
friends. They l|iked educati on. They understood the passion of teaching. They
liked him and he wasn’'t going to be able to tell themhow he did it. The
noney

didn't matter. Victoria had painted a vision of thousands of students in |ove



with literature. He imagined themlining up for play tickets, a new audi ence
for

Shakespeare and the rest, and now they were turning away all because he

coul dn’ t

tell these nice people how he taught. "I don’t have a nethod," he said,

| ooki ng

into the depths of his drink.

Victoria put a hand on his wist. Her fingers felt cool and delightful, and
Wl liambegan to think of her |ike Shakespeare’s dark-haired mystery wonan
who

was a part of the sonnets. "You don’t have to. That’s the beauty. W can

st udy

your teaching while you're in the classroom W can capture it, and can it,
and

reproduce it. Al you need to do is what you' ve always done, which is teach
W' re not buying a technique. You could teach a techni que, but no one could
do

what you do. What we want is for you to sell us your style."

A hal f-hour later, Isaac pulled a sheaf of contracts fromhis briefcase, and
Wlliamsigned themall

Victoria said, "You're a rich man, Wlliam You'll never have to work again,
but
you' Il be reaching thousands. Wat a | egacy. What a | egacy."”

Their knees touched under the table. WIlliamwas sure that it was an

acci dent,

but he was thrilled just the sane.

He didn't renmenber the ride hone.

A week later, the technicians were waiting for WIIliamwhen he entered his

cl assroom They were white-suited and entirely businesslike. He could barely
tell them apart as they placed dozens of silver dollar-sized disks on the
wal | s

and ceiling.

"They're transceivers, Wlliam" Victoria said. She wore white |like the rest,
and her black hair spilled over her shoulders. "W’ Il be recording everything
you and the students do while our computers build a nodel of your responses
to

student cues. Qur programmers tell nme that this part of the process will | ast
three nonths."

W Iliam scanned the room The disks matched the wall’'s colors, and he could
tell

that they’'d be easy to overl ook

"That doesn’t seemlike it’d give you enough, though. A bunch of vid of a
teacher won’t give you everything the teacher does. So nuch of it’'s
internal .”

He was only half paying attention. Today he’'d be starting with a new group of
students, and his lesson plans filled his mnd. Beginnings were so nmuch fun
he

t hought. Starting them off right was part of the secret.

Victoria half sat on the edge of his desk. Wlliamliked the pose; it made
her

| ook long and sultry. It was distracting. He imagined witing her a sonnet.
"So how are we going to get nore?" she said.

Wl liamrecogni zed the strategy. She'd used it earlier on him "You re being
Socratic again."

She smil ed.

He said, "All right, do the disks do nore than vid?"

"Good question. Yes, they do. What el se do you think we need to capture your
styl e?"

He turned the problemover for a bit before saying thoughtfully, "Teaching is
nostly responding to the audi ence. What works great one tine m ght crash and



burn the next. So you've got to get inside nmy head, somehow. You need to see
t he

students the way | see them or it will be useless."

"You cone to the point readily. So how are we going to get inside you?"
Sonet hi ng he’d signed on one of the contracts surfaced in his nmenmory; nost of
the evening was lost to himnow in a blur of pleasant drink and conversation.
"A

new techni que, you said, | think. Some way to, unm nore closely nonitor the
envi ronment . "

"Your environnent, to be exact,'

said Victoria. "W need to nonitor you, so

we’' ve desi gned some very special nanotech to do the job. You'll need to be

i njected, of course, and it will be a few days before we have everything
adjusted, but by this time next week, we will be getting a conplete picture
of

the students and the classroom as you experience them Not just visuals, but
touch, snell, taste-all of it. Al the subtle cues you use to teach from and
how

you respond to them"
Behi nd her, one of the technicians was preparing a hypoderm c. She drew what
| ooked to be a couple of cc’'s froma small bottle of cloudy, white Iiquid.
Victoria said, "lIt's really no different fromwhat the doctor m ght give you
to

cl ear chol esterol fromyour system or to hunt down cancer cells. Only these
will attach al ong your nerve pathways. Totally painless, naturally. You won't
even know they’'re there, but they' Il broadcast to the transceivers while the
conputers build the nodel of your behavior. In three nonths, we’'ll have
everyt hi ng we need."

"That' s sophisticated stuff.

Wl liambared his upper armto receive the shot.

"It’s proprietary. W’ Il have to keep you under surveillance outside of the
school . Industrial espionage, you know. Afterwards, we'll neutralize it and
you' Il be free of our interference in your life. It’s a small price to pay
for

the price we’'re paying you." Victoria patted himon the arm "There. Al done
now. We'll clear out before your students arrive."

The technician said, "You mght run a slight fever for twenty-four hours. The
mechani sns wi || be duplicating and sone people react to that."

Williamis armfelt warmat the injection site. It spread up his arminto his
shoul der. Not unpl easant, but a little creepy, he decided. He felt as if he
wer e

bei ng i nvaded, not |ike nanotech in the doctor’s office, which didn’'t seem
any

different fromnedicine, but like his systemwas filling with spies. He
deci ded

he didn’t like the idea of tiny transmtters seeing what he saw. It nmade his
eyes itch to think of it, but he stayed calm It's a silly reaction, he

t hought .

Not hing will go w ong.

* * %

The police officer approaches the old man and his young compani on on the
bench

while the old man recites the Lobster Quadrille for the third time. "WII
you,

won't you, will you, won’t you, will you join the dance?" he says to the
girl.

She | ooks up at himand smiles.

"I wish | could join the dance," she says.

The old man glances at the officer, who stands in front of them his arns
crossed at the chest.

The old man whispers to the girl, "Remenber, the further off from Engl and,

t he



nearer itis to France."

She recites back to him "Wat nmatters it how far we go? There is another
shor e,

you know, upon the other side.'
"Good girl," he says.

The officer clears his throat. "You're doing it again, Wlliam aren’t you?"
"What ?" says the old man. "I’ mjust being nyself."

"That's the crine," says the officer. "You' re not going to make me cuff you
this

time, are you?"

WIlliamcloses his eyes. He believes he can feel the nanotech noving around
behi nd them quietly capturing everything he does, still broadcasting the
essence of hinmself to unseen transceivers. They' re under his skin. They're
coating his heart. "No," he says. "Not this tinme."

She cl aps her hands and | aughs.

He stands and says to the little girl, "The book is called Alice in
Wonder | and.

You can look it up if you want to know the rest of it. There are other books
there too, |ike Shakespeare. Books for when you're a big girl. Make sure you
read Ham et when you're older. You'll like it."

"Thanks, mster," she says. "I will. Thanks a lot."

* * %

Wthin a week, WIlliamhad nearly forgotten about the disks. He al nost never

| ooked for them The students didn't nention them He was into the ebb and
flow

of the class. As always, the kids started off as ciphers, conpletely unknown
and

bl ank. Some had gone through dozens of educational strategies before arriving
in

his room Al had been on a waiting list for at |east a year. They won their
spot by lottery. He was highly paid. H's school marketed him and the other
teachers on the staff through international advertising; like all other
school s,

they competed for the students, offering a programof study and a tradition
of

results.

Wlliamdidn't care. He'd teach in a barn. He'd teach at a bus stop. Every
concern dissolved in the face of students and the material. He was in his
medi um He thought about sports superstars; did they play for the noney? How
could they? At the top of the sport, with no hunman peer, they had to play for
| ove. That ol d basketball |egend, M chael Jordan, going for the hoop, flew
for

the I ove of the game. WIlliam had heard stories that |ate at night Jordan
used

to strap on old tennies and head for the nei ghborhood civic center in Chicago
to

pl ay pick-up ball. Sone of the press knewit, but no one ever put it in the
paper. At two in the norning he'd be setting picks and flicking passes to
street

pl ayers who came in to run hoops instead of hanging with the gangs. Jordan

j ust

| oved to play.

So Wlliamignored the disks. He noved from desk to desk. He set up snall
group

di scussions. A tap on the shoulder here, a well-tined smle there, and al ways
the shades of literati that he brought back to Iife for the students:
Shakespeare, Honer, Dickinson, Bronté&, Carroll, and Twain.

The only disturbance in the beauty of the | essons happened in the quiet tines
in

class. He'd be sitting at his desk, watching the students read, and he'd fee
a



shift under his skin, a subtle sliding Iike the slipping of a sheet of paper
fromthe mddle of a stack. O a sudden irritation behind his eyes. He

i magi ned

nanot echs with legs, running fromone nerve ending to the next, leaving tiny
footprints on the back of his retina. Even at home, wi thout the disks, he
felt

observed. They were with him and they never went away.

W I liamtook hot showers. He scratched his skin sonetinmes until it was raw,
t hen

he’d scold hinself for the silliness of it. At the nicroscopic |level the
nanot ech operated in, he could never really feel them They weren't doing
anything. Still, he went through several bottles of calamne. In the quiet
tinmes

of class, he’'d sonetinmes feel like a fly in a web, and every disk held the
end

of one string. He squirned slowy in the mddle, connected by the radiant

l'i nes

of the disks.

At the end of three nonths, Victoria and |saac sat in the back of his room
agai n. Except for technicians who cane in occasionally to reset the disks,
Wl liam had seen nothing of the Reinhart G oup

Victoria | ooked better than ever. She'd crossed her legs at the ankles, and
Wlliamwas keenly aware of her posture, the turn of her hand on the table,
t he

tilt of her head, the half-snile he imagined lifting the corners of her nouth
when they net eyes.

"Bravo," she said, after he'd dism ssed class and the |ast student had left.
"A

truly outstandi ng performance of the teacherly arts.”

Wl liam blushed. "They were a good group."

| saac said, "You have no idea."

Sonething in the way his comment sounded caught his attention. "Wat do you
nmean

by that?"

| saac cleared his throat nervously.

"Ch, it won't matter now," said Victoria. "Co ahead and tell him It was
partly

your concept anyway."

| saac held his clipboard to his chest. "W would have told you earlier, but
we

were afraid it would disturb your style. Maybe it wouldn’t. You did fine with
all the scrutiny anyway, but this wasn't your normal batch of students.”
"Not at all," said Victoria. WIIliamglanced between the two of them

conf used.

| saac continued, "W hand-picked this class for a wi de range of |earning
styl es.

Several of themwere classic reluctant |earners. A couple were ultra-high
achievers. W tried to mx themup as nmuch as possible. W needed your
reaction

to all kinds of students, so this way we guaranteed it."

Victoria signaled to soneone outside the door, and a group of technicians
swarned in and began renmpving the disks fromthe walls and ceiling. She said,
"The students were nanotech-prined al so, the way you were. W recorded their
perceptions of the class too. It truly was renmarkable. Do you know t hat you
respond to bored or drifting students before they know they’'re bored? | was
stunned. It has been a phenonenal display."

"Ch, yes. About that. When will you . . . you know . . . renove then®"
WIIliam

resisted the urge to scratch his forearm Even thinking about the germsized
observers nmade himitchy.



"Right now, naturally." Victoria tilted her head to one of the techs, who

i medi atel y began preparing a syringe. "They would break down on their own in
the next few weeks, but this will make sure that none of our competitors get
hol d of them"

"I wouldn’t go to any of them" WIIliamdrew hinself up and strai ghtened his
tie. "It would be dishonorable."

Victoria stepped aside so the tech could get to WIlliams arm

"W're not worried about you, WIliam But our conpetition mght not be so
pure

in spirit. You d probably wake up in an alley with a trenmendous bunp on your
head and a brui se on some vein froma sl oppy shop-doc who just wanted your

bl ood. "

This shot hurt going in, but there was no warnth in his armor shoul der |ike
t he

first tinme.

The last tech cleared the roomin a few mnutes, and only Victoria, |saac and
W Illiamrenained. Victoria shook his hand.

"Don’t spend all your earnings in the same place, Wlliam | doubt you coul d.
It’s been a pleasure working with you." She waved to |saac, and he rose to

| eave.

William s throat suddenly felt dry, and he swall owed a couple of tines. "You
nean, that's it? W re all done?"

Victoria turned back to him "That's it. But your contribution has been

i nval uabl e." She laughed. "Don't tell the accountants that | said that."

"I thought . . ." WIlliamcleared his throat. "I thought we could tal k over

t he

project sone nore. Maybe during dinner." He coughed. "O sonething," he

fini shed

| anel y.

"Ch, WIlliam" she said. In the pause that followed, Wlliamfelt |ike he was
abruptly unanchored in his own room The shot coursed through his veins, and
it

seened he could feel the company’ s nanotechs being neutralized within his

bl ood:

a mllion deaths happening inside himat once. He realized he’'d nmade a
terrible

m st ake.

"You really are precious," she said.

* * %

The first time he wasn’t arrested.

Wl liam had prepared for his next class as he always had, rereading, witing
new

notes, preparing new plans. He was excited about a vid that he’d shot a nonth
earlier in the recreated dobe theater in South Hanpton. The New King's Men
had

pl ayed Comedy of Errors, Henry the Fifth, As You Like It, The Wnter’s Tale
and

Ham et. But as he bustled about his room putting up posters (beautiful
brand-new art prints that his Reinhart noney paid for), rearranging desks and
rehearsing his introductory lecture for the next day, he felt distracted.
He' d

stop to itch the top of his hand or to rub his eyes occasionally. Even though
a

check-up the day after the cleansing injection confirnmed it, he imagined that
not all the nanotechs were gone. It was a crawly sensation, alien-like and

di st ur bi ng.

As he reached behind his ear to rub a bothersone spot, an official-Ilooking
man

in a gray suit knocked on his open door. After a brief introduction, nostly
to



assure the man that WIlliamwas who was naned in the papers he carried, the
man

served Wlliamw th an injunction. Mst of the nulti-sheeted docunent was

| egal

gobbl edygook, but the essential part was clear: "Because of considerable
financial and conpetitive risk, and whereas The Reinhart Goup did in good
faith

purchase the style, mannerisnms, content and appearance of the aforenentioned
party, he shall be forever forbidden fromusing the same said style,

manneri sms,

content or appearance."

"Essentially," the gray-suited nan said, "you are no |longer allowed to teach."
"They can’t do that," said WIlliam sputtering.

The next day, however, he found that they could. The school’s administration
called his students and rescheduled themw th other teachers. H's classroom
was

given to someone else and his posters returned to himalong with a note

aski ng

for his resignation. The principal, a worman of indeterm nate age and

col orl ess

hair, was very apologetic. "lIt’'s a copyright issue,” she explained

synmpat hetically. "They own the copyright to your style, and if we allowed you
to

teach, we’d be fined or face possible crinminal charges." She offered hima
handkerchief to wipe his eyes. "It’s all very clear in your contract. You
read

the contract, didn't you?"

W I 1iam shook his head.

"Ch, that’s too bad. Well, you have plenty of noney. You' |l never need to
teach

again. You can enjoy your retirement. Travel. Read. Things could be nmuch

wor se. "

She offered her hand, and nunbly WIIliam shook it.

"They can’t do this,"” he said again. His voice rose. "I'Il take themto
court.

You can’t confiscate a person’s stylel™

* * %

It took two years, and all the noney that Reinhart had paid him but he found
out once again that they could.

Sitting in a book-lined office, Wllianms |awer, a scruffy-1ooking man who
appear ed perpetual ly unshaven but who was an old veteran of copyright |aw
battl es, and the absolute best man in the business, explained it to WIliam
their first conference. "The precedent is |ong established, but the nost

f anous

exanpl e is The Lone Ranger."

Wlliamsaid, "I'"’mnot famliar with him" None of the books on the office
shel ves were literary. All were legal titles. Earlier when he'd tried to take
one down, he’d found that they were nerely decorative. The | awyer’s conputer
stored the centuries of copyright |law, rulings and precedents that the case
woul d be argued from

The | awer said, "In the nmiddle of the last century there was a tel evision
show

call ed The Lone Ranger. Wen it went off the air, the actor who played the

| ead

character couldn’t find steady work, and he began doi ng pronotional gigs as

t he

Lone Ranger. He'd wear the costunme and show up at the opening of used car
lots

and shopping centers. The studio successfully prevented himfrom appearing in
costume because they owned the character, they argued, not the actor." The



| awyer stroked the stubble on his chin. "It's a sad case, really. | think
about

that guy sonetinmes, these old Lone Ranger costunes hanging in his closet, and
i nstead of being a hero Iike he was in the show s heyday, he's just a

br oken- down has-been who couldn’t even pick up a few bucks for appearing at
t he

ri bbon-cutting cerenony for a fast-food place.”

"That’s bleak," said WIliam

Surprisingly, at the trial, Isaac offered to testify in his behalf. Wen it
becane clear that WIIliamcould not beat the contract on its own nerits, the
| awyer tried to argue that WIIliamwas drunk when he signed it. Isaac
corroborated the drinking, but Victoria testified that WIliamdrank very
l[ittle. On the stand she appeared inperious, unfriendly and very believable.
The

day after lsaac’s day in court, he quit Reinhart and joined WIllianis

def ense.

"I sat in your class that day and | earned to | ove Shakespeare," said Isaac in
way of explanation.

"But your job, Isaac," said Wlliam "You didn't need to do that."

| saac | ooked thoughtful, then furrowed his brow in concentration as he
recal | ed,

"Whither wilt thou | ead me? Speak. 1'Il go no further."

Despite hinself, WIlliamsnmiled. "Mark ne."

“TowillL"

Williamsaid, "My next line is ‘M hour is alnost cone when | to sul phurous
and

tornmenting flanes nmust render up nyself.’” | hope it doesn’t cone to that."
"Alas," said Isaac. "Poor ghost."
* * %

But it did conme to that.

They arrested Wlliamthe first time for teaching Through the Looki ng d ass
under an assuned nane at a small, famly school in Mssissippi. He had no
noney

for the fine and served ninety days instead. Reinhart |awers successfully
argued that WIlliam should be isolated fromother prisoners.

A year-and-a-half later, they caught himguest-Ilecturing on sonnet structure
in

a friend s classroomon the east coast. N nety days again and a restraining
order requiring himto stay one hundred feet from school -aged children
WIIliam

| earned that |saac had forned a small | obbying group and was trying to change
t he copyright |aws.

A third violation earned hima nonitoring ankle bracelet. A synpathetic

f or mer

student rempoved it, which was supposed to be inpossible, and the student wore
it

for two nmonths while WIliamtaught night classes in Shakespeare through a
city-run continuing education program Three violations put Wlliaminto the
scof fl aw category, and he served four years.

By the time he was sixty-four, WIIliamhad spent nore than half of the

pr evi ous

twenty years in jail, always in isolation. Teaching kids in the park had
becone

his favorite techni que. Cops knew who he was, and he’ d devel oped a kind of
infamy with them Mst of the tine they chased himoff. Cccasionally someone
new

on the force or a grunpy veteran would haul himin, book himand hold him
overnight. Victoria ascended to the Reinhart presidency and seened to have

| ong

forgotten her project fromyears past, but the neticul ous wheels of the



conpany’s | egal division ground exceedingly fine and continued to prosecute
hi m

whenever he was arrested.

He' d sold his books |ong ago, and he couldn’t afford net charges for conputer
access, so his reading was limted to the public library. Not that it

matt ered

Most of the works he |oved, he’d nenorized.

The only result of Isaac’s years of work on Wlliams behalf was finally a
suspensi on of the isolation order in jail as cruel and unusual punishment,
but

the problenms with the | aw never stopped.

So, there is no surprise in himwhen he stands and says to the little girl
"The

book is called Alice in Wnderland. You can look it up if you want to know

t he

rest of it. There are other books there too, |ike Shakespeare. Books for when
you're a big girl. Make sure you read Hanl et when you're older. You'll like
it."

"Thanks, mster," she says. "I will. Thanks a lot."

The script of what is said to himat the police station seenms as famliar to
WIlliamas any play. He knows his part within it.

He pulls his overcoat close to himas they lead himto his cell. Mdern as

t he

prisonis, with its soft white walls and acoustic ceiling, it makes him cold,
and when he’s cold, the ghostly withing of |ong-gone nanotech bothers him
nost .

The officer is curt, businesslike. "W have to double you up with soneone
toni ght. A delusional kid. Shouldn't bother you." He opened the cell door. A
boy, no nore than twenty, sits on one of the fol d-down beds, his back to the

wal I, Iegs drawn up, a shock of black hair hiding his eyes. He doesn't | ook
when
WIlliamtakes his place on the other bed. The cell is narrow, WIllianis knees

nearly touch the gray bl anket on the young nan’s mattress.

Even though the cells are soundproofed, a soft clatter of noises fromup and
down the hall reaches WIlliam Sonmewhere, soneone sings. Water gurgles in the
wall. For a long tine, Wlliamlistens while thinking of |ost classroons,
students shining fromw thin, their own |ight comng through, reaching for
hi m

in his darkness. Menories are vivid and sad within him He thinks of that

| ast

class before he’'d signed the contract. If he’d only known, he would have done
nmore with them he thinks. He would have slept |ess, thought deeper about
each

| esson, concentrated harder on individual problens, made a bigger difference.
They will always be the "last" class, he thinks. There will never be another
I

wi Il never close a door again and turn to face the faces that wait for nme to
[ aunch their adventures.

"Why do you keep scratching?" says the young nan.

Williamflinches. The voice sounded loud in the tiny room He stops his
hands.

"I didn't realize | was. Sorry."

The man’s eyes are still hidden behind his hair. "You re pretty old to be in
here, aren’t you?" He doesn’'t wait for an answer. "Pretty small roomfor two
people, if you ask ne."

"I could be bounded in a nutshell and count nyself a king of infinite
space—-were

it not that | have bad dreans," says WIIliam

"What' s that?" says the young nman.



Williamfolds the blanket at the end of his bed into a pillow and rests his
head. "Nothing. A bit froma play. You re pretty young. | suppose | could ask
t he sane question. \What are you doing here, if you don’t mnd ny asking?"

The man | aughs nervously. "I killed ny uncle." He pauses as if waiting for
Wlliamto comment. "Really, | did. O at least | think he’s dead. | hope so."
Williamcloses his eyes. The bed isn’t too unconfortable: a |unp under his

hi p

that feels like it will bother himif he stays on it too |ong, but otherw se
not

bad. "You want to talk about it?" WIIliamasks, half hoping the man will not.
"He deserved it," says the young man. "Nobody woul d behave any differently in
ny

situation. See, he married ny nother."

W1 1liam opened one eye and | ooked at the man. "Real | y?"

"Yeah. He married her, and | think he killed ny dad to get himout of the
way. "

Wth some effort, WIIliamsat up. "Really?"

"My | awer says that he can get me off, though. He says |I'mcrazy. See, |
told

himthat ny dad’s ghost told ne what to do."

"Did he?" WIlliams voice cracks, and the walls of the cell begin to vanish
Everything focuses on the young man sitting with his knees up, hiding behind
hi s

hai r.

"But you know what's really crazy?" The man | eans forward and whi spers, "I
did

talk to nmy dad’s ghost." The man falls back against the wall. "Now that’s a
story you don’'t hear every day," he says. "That’'s one for the books."
Wlliamrubs his hand across his chest as if straightening a tie. He | ooks
around him The cell doesn’'t seemthat small anynore. He pictures sone
posters

on the wall, maybe the d obe Theater. Perhaps a playbill or two. "That is an
interesting story," he says. "Maybe | can tell one too. It night mean
sonet hi ng

to you. What do you think?"

The young man shakes the hair out of his eyes. They are bright blue and

young,
very young. They look |like a student’s eyes.
"Sure," he says. "I have plenty of tine."

"Have you ever heard," says WIlliam "neither a borrower nor a | ender be?
Thi s

is the story that it came from and it starts with three guys tal king about
t he

ghost of a dead king. The king’s name is Hamet, and it’s about his son of
t he

same nane."

They talk all night, and when Isaac cones in the norning to bail himout,
WIlliamrefuses to go.
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