KRISTINE KATHRYN RUSCH
THE QUESTING MIND

Maybe you can help out--it seems there ought to be agood punch lineto the
question "What did the editor say to the former editor?" Any good lines escape
me. Theredlity isthat when | speak with Kris Rusch lately, | mention to her

how busy | am ... and she laughs knowingly. Then | redlized that her SF novel
Alien Influences and her mainstream novel Hitler's Angel came out within months
of ench other, and | learned that the manuscript for Victory, the fifth and

fina volume of "The Fey" series, requites ateam and ahdf of paper and |

think that laugh of hersismore than just knowing. It'sadmaost ominous.
Fortunately, Krisis not too busy to send an occasiond tale out way ...

Hetriesto remember. The nurses don't understand that. They think it odd that

he requests audio tapes of the books he has written, videos of the interviews he
has given, and photograph albums of times past. The nurses also give him three-d
moving pictures of hislast few years, pictures so tiny they rest in the pam of

his hand. In them, the people turn like toy dolls, but he cannot fed their feet
againg his skin. Outside the door, he hears the nurses whispering, "Sad old

man. He's got nothing left to live for, so helivesin his past.”

Only he doesn't have any memories except inconsequentia ones: the runny eggs he
had for bregkfast, the plot of the crime drama he watched the night before on

the wide screen television placed at the perfect distance from hisbed. Hehasa
superficia knowledge of everything he has done, like a back-of-the-book bio
sheet written about someone else:

J. REED BRASHER, novdigt, playwright, and essayist, born 1920 in Camden, New
Jersey to physician Paul Brasher and hiswife Mary.

Published hisfirst novel, Golden Sunset, in 1945. Wrote sixteen Broadway plays,
including the Tony Award winning Stationsin the Sky (1960). Published five
books of essays, the last an autobiographica sketch. Married Olive Franklinin
1942, fathered two daughters, Mary and Paula. List of publications (including

al 55 novels) follows.

But the memories are gone, stolen an incident at atime. He had noticed the
first one missing on his ninetieth birthday when his daughter, Paula, asked him
to recite her favorite bedtime story to his great-grandson. He did not remember
telling bedtime stories, and said so. She reminded him of that only this

morning, when he asked what day shefirgt noticed his memory dipping.

"It'snormal, Dad. The mind goeswith age."
But not hismind. Hismind has controlled his entirelife. He knowsthat with

the same certainty with which he knows heis mae. He remembersthe feding of
control, but he does not remember the incidentsthat triggered it.



It isthe ultimate curse. His body is now so feeble that he cannot spend much
time out of bed. If he does, the nurses come after him asif hewere achild.
"Now, now, Mr. Brasher, we mustn't hurt oursaves."

He wonders how he can hurt himsdlf in this house he has built -- he saw the
documentation in the photo abum: hisyounger sdf standing over the blueprints,
holding ahammer, speaking to a contractor. He chose the big brass festher bed,
the ruby bedspread with matching carpet and curtainsthat set off the mahogany
paneling. It is soothing to deep in thisroom with his books and posterslining
thewalls, this place he has been for fifty years. Itislikeliving in hisown

mind.

Thismorning he woke with the thought that the longer he remains passve, the
sooner the thief will take his entire being. Until his daughter made her casua
remark, hewaswilling to let hisbrain dip away drop by drop. But shewas

wrong. Age should equa wisdom, and somewhere, someoneis steding hiswisdom
from him. He cannot dlow thisto continue.

He needsaplan. A smple plan to prevent the destruction of hismind. A plan
that will savethelittle bit he has l€ft.

He reads until he dozes off. Each word is an effort, each sentence a battle he
must fight to the end. He reads only two pages before his head |olls against the
pillows. When he awakes, the side of his mouth iswet. He droolsin hisdeep,
like an old man. He hates thinking of himsdlf asold.

He has spoken to the nurses. They pat hisarm, and refuse to answer him until he
gets agitated. They say different doctors have different opinions, but no one
will tell him whét those opinionsare.

He investigates various diseases on his own. But, as he reads, and deeps, and
reads some more, he redlizes his symptoms are not neetly categorized. He can
learn and remember from day to day if hetries. Theinformation he haslost dl
seemsto fit into part of the samewhole.

He cannot remember hiswork, athough he can remember setting pen to paper. But
he does not try to write. That driveleft him first, asif fleeing from acriss
about to happen.

It takes haf aday before he redlizesthat detail isamemory. He can pinpoint
the day helost hiswill to create, pinpoint it without anyone eseshelp.

Hewas sitting downgtairsin the solarium he built for Olive. She had been dead
ayear, and in that time, he discovered that the only way he could fed closeto
her wasto sit in that overheated room she loved. He had to hire someone to tend
her plants, and even then they didn't look right. But the light coming through

the window, that was right and aways would be, and he knew if he turned his
head just one certain way that he would see her again, that she hid in the
periphery of hisvison likeacar in hisblind spot. He knew he should write



about the loss as he had written about everything esein hislife, record it
for some future even he couldn't fathom, but for the first time since he knew
the aphabet he didn't want to make arecord.

And then he had adoubleloss, first of Olive, then of himsalf.

It was only a short walk from the solarium to the bed. In six months he has
become a bed-ridden drooling old man whose emaciated form more resemblesa
starving man in amagazine ad than the famous, well-photographed writer, robust
from too much good food and not enough exercise. Thelossis not related to
Olivefor hewrote before he knew her and he wrote after she died.

No. Theloss hasaphyscd cause, and hewill find it.

Onthethird day of hisquest, he waits until the nurses take their lunch. He

can hear asoap opera at high volume in the kitchen, some hapless heroine
sobbing about murder in the arms of her lover. He uses the glittering meta knob
attached to the plastic headboard to pull himsalf out of bed. Hislegsare

unsteady, but he manages to traverse the bedroom. The carpet from bed to door
seems aslong as the Sahara. He hasto lean againgt the frame and pant to get
hiswind. Has he forgotten to eat in those six weeks? Or did the doctors order
some low-caoriefare that failed to nourish him? All he remembersis burnt

toadt, cold soup and roast beef sandwiches made mostly of gristle. Whoever hired
those nurses did not hire them for their cooking ability.

After afew minutes he catches his breath and staggers down the hal, as wobbly
asachildtaking hisfirst steps.

Ingtantly he gets apicture: Paulatoddling toward him, hands outstretched, joy
on her pudgy face. He ownsthat one, and Mary too, balancing hersaf with one
hand on the couch, the other knocking his magazines off the coffee table,
Olive'sthree-note laugh echoing in the background. He blinks back tears, so
grateful to have photographsin his head that he sumbles and nearly fdls. He
catchesthe wal to steady himself and listensfor heavy nursy footsteps on the
gairs, but the television blares coffee percolating music, and after amoment

he redlizesthey aren't going to come.

When he reachesthe door of his study, he stops. The areaaround it smells
faintly of pipe smoke and he catches aglimpse of amemory beforeit disappears
into the recesses of his brain. Thisroom isgone from his head. If he opensthe
door, he will see aroom he designed asif it were assembled by astranger.

He does not know what he will find.

The thought fills him with apprehension. Even o, he reaches down and grabsthe
knob. It turns, but the door does not open. The knob feels strange to his palm.
He pulls his hand away. This knob does not match the othersinthe house. Itis
square and has ared light pulsing in the center. He recognizesit from the
magazine on his bedstand -- a private in-house security system, keyed to one
person's specifications.



Heletsout aslent moan. He must have bought that system and instdled it. But
he cannot remember doing so, nor can he remember the code.

Heleans againg the frame, exhaustion making his limbs shudder. Thetelevison
blares menacing music that leads to another set of commercids. The show will
end soon. He has to get back to his bed before the nurses find him.

As he makes hisway back, hand pressed againgt the wall, he wishesfor a cane.
Something to lean on to make his passage easier. It isn't until he reachesthe
Sahara carpet that he thinks to wonder at the lock itself: who was hetrying to
keep out of hisstudy? Until he becameill, helived done.

He demands to see the doctors, and the nurses drive him to cold sterile offices:
the first on Rodeo Drive near dl the exclusve shops. This child with bright

red hair, the nurse tells Brasher, is his persond doctor, the person who has
treated him for the last Sxteen years.

Brasher doesn't recognize him.

Nor does he recognize the waiting room: Empty except for him, filled with blue
chairsthat matched the blue carpet and the white walls. No magazines lie on the
table. Instead someone hasingtdled atelevison set in front of each seet, and
thoughtfully provided the viewer with aremote.

The examining room is even colder than the waiting room. He Sts on the gumey
with his clothes on, feding naked nonetheless, wishing he could lie down, but
knowing that he shouldn't. The doctor treats him like a baby, and speaksin that
sing-song voice reserved for children, the mentaly unstable, and those who
don't speak English.

"Sometimes," the doctor says, "the mind |leaves before the body does. I'm sorry,
Reed. | know thisis hard for you, but you have enough money. Y ou havelived a
full life. Lie back for your remaining yearsand relax.”

The advice of the young. Brasher asks afew more questions, dl about the
progression of the doctor's version of Brasher's disease, and learnsthat it
matches his memories of himself: the quick onset (rare, the doctor says), the
rapid deterioration (tragic, the doctor says, but understandable, given theloss
of your wife). The doctor-child's eyes have no understanding, however, and
Brasher wants to demand how the doctor would fed if it were hismind, hislife,
being eroded away bit by tiny bit.

But he does not. He did not come for compassion. He came for answers. He has
received neither.

The second doctor's officeisin aclinic on the revitalized section of

Hollywood Boulevard. The clinic has alarge sgn over the door which announces a
gpecidty in geriatric services. Thewaiting room is designed for people his
daughter's age: Elvis Predey blares on the speakers, books line thewalls, and



photographs of Hollywood in the fifties and sixties rest benegth the glasson
the coffee table. He does not fed old here: he fedsancient, asif he should
have died years ago.

Thisdoctor isawoman in her forties, the age of his granddaughter Kimberly.
Thewoman is not attractive: middle age has lined her mouth, sagged her breedts,
and flattened her buttocks. She, at least, has compassion. It appears to be what
has wearied her. Since they are done, she Sitsacrossfrom himin the waiting
room, afilefolder clasped to her chest likeashidd, andtelshimina

gentle voice that some people become children in their old age.

"l amnot achild," hesays. "1 amply cannot remember my life."

They discuss his symptoms. She agreesthat he has no classic symptoms for any
disease which attacks the mind. But she reminds him that no oneisclassic, and
that even now, no one understands the human brain.

"Except the computer programmers,” he says, thinking heis making ajoke,
Sitting in thisroom designed to ease people younger than heis has put him on
edge.

The doctor starts. She has obvioudy not expected hisjoke. Finally she smiles.
"I believe the computer people are working on artificid intelligence,” she

Says.

Heistiring visbly when they finish their discusson. She sendsfor his
nurse/chauffeur and then touches his hand before she leaves the room. "Y ou are
more fortunate than some, Mr. Brasher," she says, that compassion enveloping him
likeahug. "You at least wrote about your life. Perhagps you knew thistime

would comeadl dong.”

Her words send achill through him and he remembers, oh, so briefly remembers
how it felt to be young and whole and in control of hisworld. "No," he saysto
her. "1 did not know thiswould happen, but | was afraid it would."

He deeps, on and off, for the two days after his excursion, and each time he
awakes, he curses the exhaustion that will not leave him. He wantsto think, but
findsit tiring and so he deepsingtead.

On the morning of the third day, he wakes with arestlessnessit takeshima
whileto identify: it isenergy. He hasfinaly regained some of his strength.

And he has an idea. The female doctor's words have echoed through his dreams: he
needs an intelligence specidist. Computer experts have studied the mind for

mogt of hislife. He will have someone make amap of the deterioration of his

brain. He knowsjust the personto doit.

He picks up the phone beside his bed, hits the speed dia button marked with his
nephew Scott's name, and asks -- no, demands -- that Scott join him for dinner.
Scott's voice holds the tolerance one gives to the eccentric in the family,



tolerance touched with urgency, with the knowledge that he might not have
discussons with hisuncle Reed much longer. Brasher recognizesthetone: his
voice has held it too, but for whom and when he cannot remember.

He cdloses hiseyesin frugtration and hopes enough of hismind will be left by
dinner so that he can have ameaningful, life-saving conversation with his
Sser'sson.

The man who eats from the tray at Brasher's bedside is not aboy, but a person
who is crossing the threshold of old age. He isbading, and hisfeatures are
wide and square. The cartilage in his nose has softened, flattening it against
hisjowly face. Only the eyesare familiar: bright and green and shining with
intelligence.

The nurses have served roast beef obvioudy carved in agrocery store dell,
gravy from acan, and mashed potatoes made from amix. The preservatives give
everything aflat flavor, except the potatoes, which have agritty taste al

their own. Scott eats carefully, flattening his potatoes so they melt into the

gravy and pushing the gelatinous mess away from hisroast beef. He will not look
at Reed.

"It happensto everyone, Unc." Scott's right hand has lumpish knuckles and an
age spot near thewrist. "Wedl get old.”

"No," Reed says. "No onedsein my family lost their mind.”
"Aunt Olivedid, & the end, remember?'

He remembers. But he choosesto believe that hiswife's persondity smply died
before her body did. "Wewere not related by blood,” he says, gently.

Scott smiles and for thefirst time, Reed sees the boy he rememberstrapped in
the man'sbody. "1 know that. But they think now that sometimesthingslikethis
happen because of environment. Y ou two went everywhere together."

Reed shakes hishead. "Thisis different. I've been reading --" he sweeps his
hand at the bookshelf "-- and my symptoms are unique." He clears histhroat,
runs his hand through histhinning hair, feding the bal dness pattern that isan
advanced version of his nephew's. "1 need your help. | want you to do amap of
the deterioration of my brain.”

Scott's eyes widen, and for amoment, color brushes his cheeks. He sets hisfork
down, brings the linen napkin to his mouth, and wipes. His hand shakes. Then he
saysinan oddly strained voice, "Unc, | haven't done any programming since

college”
Reed frowns. "But computers are your speciaty.”

Scott shakes hishead. "No. | play with computers, but | use other people's
programs. Besides, thiswould take knowledge | don't have."



Reed dumps againgt his pillows. Even the thought that his knowledge of Scott
comes from the memory of aboy instead of the reality of a man does not make him
fed any better. Reed stares at the sheet, folded againgt the thick red

comforter, the white cotton smudged with adab of gravy.

"It fedsasif ashadow is cregping across my brain,” he says. "'If we can shed
light on it, then perhapsit will go away."

Scott puts histray on the floor and buries hisface in his hands. Reed glances

at his nephew. They were close once, when Scott played with Reed's children at
al thefamily gatherings, but there seemsto be little cl oseness between them
now. Not enough to cause Scott's reaction. Finally Scott brings hishead up, his
eyes hooded and unreadable, an expression so like Reed's father that Reed
garts.

"All right, Uric," Scott says. "l know aman who can help you. I'll send him
over tomorrow and welll see what he can do.”

The man'snameis Cidlo Rodriguez, but he speaks no Spanish. "My mother chose
the name," isdl hewill say, which puts his birthdate squardly withina

five-year period that began in 1966. Heistall and dender, with wavy black

hair and piercing blue eyes -- abit of cielo, he says--but Reed is uncertain
whether the man meansthe sky or heaven. Rodriguez wears white to set off his
dark skin. Thick corded muscle runs up hisarmsand into his shoulders, asif
working with computers has made him very strong. He answers Reed's early
guestions asiif he has answered them athousand times.

They meet in the solarium because Reed does not want astranger to seehimin
bed. Thewarmth isacomfort for hisold and aching bones. The nurses have put a
goal infront of hisfavorite chair so that he can rest hisfeet. Evenin his

white shirt and lightweight pants, Rodriguez |ooks hot. Swest beads on his
forehead, an occasiond drop falling off hisbrow onto his prigtine clothes.

Reed does not like the small talk and doubts he ever had patiencefor it. He
leans forward, his shoulder brushing afern, and tells Rodriguez the brief
history of his deterioration, then requests the map.

Rodriguez wipes at atrickle of swest that has fallen onto his cheek. "Frankly,"
he says, "'l am surprised you have come back to us."

Reed fedsalittle chill inthe pit of his omach. "Come back?'

"Wedid thisfive years ago," Rodriguez sayswith the cautioustone Reed is
coming to recognize. "Both you and your wife. It wasabig ded. Thefirgt
successful mapping of the activities of the working, intelligent human brain.
Made the cover of Science News and Scientific American.”

And | can't believe you don't remember. That iswhat histone said. How could
you ever forget? Reed's breath is coming in small gasps. No wonder Scott looked



S0 upset. Thefirg timethey probably sought him out. The second rime, he
sought them.

"If I'd known you were having troubles, I'd have cometo you," Rodriguez says.
"Judt likewe did for your wife."

"Y ou made a second map of Olive?' Reed's voice ragps. Histhroat has tightened
againgt the words.

Rodriguez shakes his head. " She wouldn't let us touch her again.”

Reed doesn't move. He can fed Olive's presence dl around him. The warmth
envelops him like ahug. Sometimes things like this happen because of
environment. Y ou two went everywhere together. Or shared the same experiment.

"Could this be happening to me because of the map?' Reed asks. He does not |ook
at Rodriguez, focusing instead on the small hothouse rose blooming on the third
shdlf to hisleft.

"No." Rodriguez leans forward into Reed'sline of vision. Rodriguez places his
face so that his piercing gaze meets Reed's. "We have done thistechnique a
hundred times since and have used it as a diagnostic tool. No one else has had
this problem.”

Reed cannot look into that tiny bit of cido. Heturnsaway. "Y ou sound awfully
certain for aman who is experimenting.”

"You used to like my certainty,” Rodriguez says.
The words make Reed start. Another thing lost? He cannot tell.

Rodriguez stands. He pats Reed's shoulder with afamiliarity that strangers
should not have. "Come to Cedar Sinai tomorrow at nine A.M. and report to
Neurology. We will have your new map in no time."

"Tomorrow," Reed whispers. The promise hangsin theair long after Rodriguez has
left. The heat has become oppressive asif, initsweight, lingers Olive's
disapprovd.

They begin with old-fashioned technologies, X-rays, an MRI, aPET and an AAL.
Then they take him into aroom he believes he has never seen before. Thistest
has no acronym. Heis placed on adivan, one of threein aroom the size of his
master bathroom. A technician places a device shaped like ahairdryer in a1950s
beauty salon over hishead. Hisneck isheld in place by a soft cushion. Heis
encouraged to close his eyes, but he is asked not to deep.

He cannot deep anyway. Theroom isair-conditioner cold, thekind of dry chill
that seepsinto his bones and brings goosebumps to his skin. Two people monitor
him from the booth above--both women. He has not seen Rodriguez al morning.



All night he dreamed of Olive as she had been when he met her, her black hair

held in rolls by ornate combs, her lipstick thick and red on her narrow mouith,

her eyes sngpping with avitality that drew him like athirsty man to weter. At

first he was happy, because he had found another untapped memory. They made love
inaprivaterall car asit bumped and thudded dong a stedl track, their moans

lost in the clatter. Then everything went dark, and he heard her voice, faint

and quivering with age: It'swrong, Reed. Please. Don't ask me again.

As he closes his eyes now, he hearsthat voice, gone now almost two years and
gtill buried ingde him. Don't ask me. Please, Reed. Please. He has asense of
disquiet, asif the dreams have told him something he should understand. He
alows his mind to free associate, as the technicians have told him to.

Heisnot adeep, but heis not avake, either. Findly the answer comesto him,
firmly and with strength, his mind speaking with confidence for thefirgt time
sgncethisordeal began.

The visud memory isgone, but the audio remains.

He has been trying too hard. He needs to remember with his body, not with his
mind.

Thistest isdone, and the techs take him to another room, attach him to another
machine. He barely notices; heistoo engaged reviewing hissmal store of
memories. Thewaobble of hislegs brought back the children; the warmth of the
solarium brought him Olive. Other memories are subtler: the taste of canned
gravy brought the years of hisyoung marriage and the boy Scott to his mind; the
expression in Scott's eyesreviving for abrief instant Reed's father. The body
isalink to asecondary store of memories, one he accessesin adifferent way
than smplerecal.

They complete two more tests before lunch. After lunch, the techswarn him, is
the frightening part. They assure him hewill fed nothing.

They take him to another white room, this one with alounge and a series of
wires hanging over it, like an old- fashioned dentd chair. A young woman straps
himin, explaining in acheery voice that he has been through this once before.

He has minute scarsto proveit. Then she usesatiny needletoinject a

solution into hisskull.

Sheisright; hefedsnothing. Occasiondly he makes an involuntary movement --
atoewiggles, afinger twitches -- but otherwise he ssemsto bein control of
himsdlf. Over lunch, the techstried to explain the process to him, using words
like Virtua Imaging and Composite Mapping, but the jargon passes him too
quickly. Hewill have Rodriguez explain, later.

When shefinishes, she takes him to aroom and lets him degp much needed,
dreamlessrest. He does not see Rodriguez until the following morning.

Reed is still exhausted. They meet in Rodriguez's office, a cramped room piled



with print-outs and curling photographs, X-rays, and photographs of the brain.
Computers hum on three desks. Framed degrees proclam Rodriguez amedica doctor
aswel asacomputer scientist. Magazine covers hide the part of thewall not

covered with bookshelves. If Reed squints, he can see the Scientific American

cover with the map of hisbrain.

The same map rises from the surface of one of the desks. A holographic
projection. Reed haf-smiles. An old memory must have led him to expect the map
on one of the computer screens. A similar map rises from another desk. Rodriguez
dares at them asif they hold secrets he cannot fathom. The light from the maps
reflects on hisface, making hisdark skin as pale as his clothes.

"I have never seen anything likethis" he says.

Reed hasto fight to concentrate on the words. The exhaugtion and strain have
made him dizzy. He leansforward, ignoring the complaints of his back.

"Look." Rodriguez swives the two models so that they face Reed. "Y ou'reright.
Y ou arelosing information, but the lossis not starting in the corner of one

lobe and moving in the other direction. Instead it follows pathways as we would
follow aroad, asif it issearching for particular kinds of information. It is

asif these areas are washed clean.”

Heturns and faces Reed. The light from the maps shines over Rodriguez's
shoulders, giving himahdo. "If thisisadiseasg, it isunlike anything we
have ever seen before.”

Reed frowns. "Areyou saying I'm dl right?’

"No." Rodriguez temples hisfingers. " Something is clearly wrong. Thelinks
remain -- you can relearn things, but the knowledge you've stored is gone, and
that knowledge seemsto be specidized. With more time, we can figure out what
areas are being affected.”

"Today?" Reed asks

Rodriguez shakes hishead. "Y ou'retoo tired. A week from now. Will that work
for your?'

Reed nods. Then asks the question he has been thinking since the day before. "Is
thiswhat happened to Olive?"

"We don't know." Rodriguez wipes his hand on his pants. Heturns dightly, so
that he can look at the screen instead of Reed. "She would not et us map her
brain before she died, and sheinssted that no one touch it after. Y ou cremated
her so that we would al comply with her wishes.”

Reed stares at the revolving brains before him. The second is webbed with thin
linesnot inthefirst, asif someone has poured adark liquid into the blood
vessalsto touch up the shadows. It isasif Death has shuck insdehimandis



suffing out hislife, inch by painful inch.

He deepsfor another two days. The sheetsin the bed are damp from his swest.
Hispillow fedshard and once he dreams heistrapped in an old CT machine, a
room-sized mongtrogity that sucks him dry.

Onthethird day, he awakens with a sense of loss. He runs through hisfeeble
store of memories and stumbles. When he wobbled down the hal days before, he
uncovered amemory, but now he can no longer find it. His head hurts with the
grain of looking for it; hismind plays with the emptinesslike the tongue

playswith the space left by amissing tooth. He even gets out of bed and

wobbles a bit, hoping the memory will return. But it isgone, like the others,
perhapsforever.

A terror shudders through him, quick as dcohol on an empty stomach. He should
not lose memories he has struggled to recover. Even Rodriguez said hisbrain was
fine. The new memories should stay.

With a shaking hand, Reed reachesfor the phone and calls Rodriguez. All Reed
getsis Rodriguez's automated voice, urging him to leave amessage. Which he
does. All garbled and fear-filled, sounding more like a hysterica old man than
he has ever sounded in hismemory, as pdtry asitis.

Then he gets out of bed, determined to try the hall again, to seeif recresting

the same circumstances will bring the memory back. He gripsthe plagtic
headboard and pauses for amoment. Histaste is not that bad. A brass bed should
have a brass board. Someone must have changed it. He does not know why.

As he crosses the Sahara carpet, each step is dow and uncertain. Even though he
fedls he has made some progress with his mind, his body's deterioration
continues. His hands, outstretched before him for balance, are thin and bony,
their flesh loose and lined with oversized blue veins. When he reachesthe
door'sthreshold, he gripsit and leansinto the hallway. Thetelevision blares
below: the CNN newsthemethistime. If hewereto cry for help, the nurses
would never hear him.

Heturns back to the halway itsdlf, wide enough for awheelchair, filled with
polished occasiona tables and framed art that once had meaning for him. Keeping
one hand firmly pressed againgt the dry wall, he takes small baby steps, then
stops.

Thiswas the place he had the memory. He remembers the moment of recovery, the
joy that ran through him, the fedl asif he had recaptured part of himsalf. Odd

that he can recdl remembering but the memory itsdf isgone. He inches closer

to the wall and rests his head on the back of hishand. Little shudders run

through him. Someday it will al be gone and he will be agreat hulking empty

shell of loose skin and brittle bones.

As Olive had been. Sheleft before her body did, but where she went he had no
idea. A tiny thread of despair fills him. She never Ieft him before without



telling him where she was going to go.

Another memory. But he knowsit is not the same as the one he haslost. And this
new memory has come through hisbody again, through the tactileimage of a
vacant shell. He cannot see Olive's dead body, but he remembers how it
felt--like abeloved robe tossed on a bed--threadbare, worn, full of memories,
but empty without its owner.

"Mr. Brasher?"

He garts. A nurseisbesde him, her large breasts pressing against hisarm,
her uniform smelling of perfumed laundry detergent and swest.

"You need to bein bed, Mr. Brasher."

He glances at her -- rounded cheeks and chocolate eyes. Sheisyounger than he
realized, perhaps twenty-five, but aready set in amiddle-aged body. Her voice
has awarmth she does not have to fake, and her bregth islaced with garlic. He
has succumbed to this gentle persuasion before.

Then he looks down the hdl. Only afew feet remain to hisstudy. Thered light
on the door knab blinks. "1 know," he says, "but | need to do thismore.”

He pushes away from the wal and almost loses hisbalance. She placesafirm
hand on the small of hisback to steady him. He walks without support now,
embarrassed by hisold man's gait. After he walks afew steps, he hearsa sharp
intake of breath. She must have redized where heis going.

"Mr. Brasher, Sr, you can't go in there."

He stopsin font of the study door. The faint aroma of pipe tobacco bringsup a
wigfulnessin him. He gazes & thetiny blinking light reflecting off the
tranducent skin of hisright arm. "If | can't gointhere," he says, "who can?'

She gpparently has no answer. He closes his eyes and grips the knob. The comers
biteinto hisskin. The metal is cool beneath his palm, except in the center,
wherethe light blinks. He has felt this before. His own voice spegksin his

head and he repests the words, the quote he chose to release the lock: "'Go

then! Go to the moon, you sdlfish dreamer!™

And he hears not hisown voice, but araspy female voice in aroom tinged with
whiskey, the words echoing across a stage, and seesayoung girl, dressed in
white, the spotlight on her hand, cupping a broken unicom from her glass
menagerie. And he knows then what he haslogt: that magic, that music perfection
could raisein him: the tears he cried when he first saw Ibsen and Williams and
O'Nelll performed upon the stage, the glimmer of ingpiration that made him want
to do the same things. He remembersthe fed of the velvet-covered stedl theater
chair, the collective gasp of the audience, theingtinctive grasping in his soul

that made him want to achieve uniformity of emotion in ahundred people sitting
inthe dark. Heis so lost insde himsdlf that he does not notice as the knob



dipsthrough hisgrasp. Only the cool hand upon hisarm brings him to the
present.

"Comeingde, old man," saysavoice herecognizes. "It'stimewetak.”

It takes amoment for his eyesto focus. Asthey do, he finds himsdf gazing a
skin so flawlessthat it lacks the visible imperfections of open poresor

bristly whiskers. Thelips are smooth, arosy hue he has never seen outside of
commercids, the nose aflawless aguiline missing the dight bump it had had
since a skiing accident; the eyes white and green in perfect contrast, untouched
by exposed vessals or deep circlesin thelid below. Only the hair seems
familiar, dark and black and thick, smooth in the front and dightly upraisedin
the back asif hands have been running through it in anervous gesture.

He has not seen that face in sixty-five years--except on jacket covers,
retrogpectives and the wedding photograph that hangs above the mantlein the
library on thefirst floor.

For amoment, he can't breethe. The lump in histhroat is so thick he can barely
swallow. He can only stare--up--at the man he once was.

Andit dl clicksinto place. Even though he doesn't remember, he knows.

"l shouldn't haveto inviteyouin," the replica of hisyounger sdf saysand
steps back.

But Reed cannot move. The voiceishaf astep off--that odd timbre the human
voice makes when recorded, when not heard from within and without. The man --
the boy -- before him isthe age of his greatgrandchildren, from an age when the
body islithe and beautiful, unmarked and unmarred by time.

A flushwarms him. How odd it feelsto look at hisformer perfection, to know
that the broad-shouldered, dim-hipped body before him became this bowed, broken
and bent thing that can barely stand onits own.

"Please," the boy says.

Reed glances back at the nurse. She is watching with her hands pressed together
in unconscious imitation of prayer, her fingertips pushing againg her chin. He
cannot bear thelook of pity and concern on her face. He stepsinside and closes
the door.

The room brings up no memoriesin him, athough the pungent scent of tobacco
makesit fed like home. A large oak desk dominates. Its position beneath the
floor-to-ceiling windows makesit the center of the room. Papers are scattered
acrossits surface, next to adust-covered typewriter. The primary workstation
appearsto be the couch, where alaptop hums. Small swinging doors lead into
another room, and he knows without looking that it houses asmall kitchen with
an even smaller bedroom beyond.



Artwork and photographs are scattered aong the floor asif someone meant to
hang them up. Hisbooks, plays, and other published worksfill the bookshelves,
and the bookshelves dominate, running from floor to ceiling. Over and over, his
name appears, in Times Roman, Geneva, and Paatino; in gold, blue and bright
green: J. Reed Brasher. A constant reoccurring image to remind him who he was.

Richard Nanes's Nocturnes of the Celestia Seas plays softly in the background,
the rhapsodic, richly chorded Nocturnein C Mgor evoking ameancholy in him he
hadn't redlized heisfeding.

Hebuilt dl of thisand he remembers none of it.
"Did Cido Rodriguez help design you?' he asks, his back to the boy.

The boy laughs. That sound, at leadt, isfamiliar. It ishisfather'slaugh,

down tothelast ripple. "Cielo Rodriguez merely laid the groundwork. He knows
nothing of the project. Y ou hired RoboTechs to make me, and had them work with a
designer in Hamburg, and a young woman whose work shook the world of artificia
intelligence. Seventeen triesto come up with me."

Seventeen sounds like too few to cregte the perfection before him. Too easy. He
staggers to the couch and sits beside the laptop. He brushes the keyboard, finds
the keys molded to the shape of hisfingers. He knows he created dl of thisso
that he would be immortaized, so that he would not die a the end of anorma
human life span, but somehow, now, it ssemsvainglorious.

"And Olive?" hewhispers,
"She died before the project was finished."

Reed looks up. This-- boy -- isthe only person who does not speak to himin
that Sng-song voice of tolerance. He answersthe questions asif they are
normd, asif he has anticipated them.

"Y ou are stealing my memories" Thewords rush out of Reed in agust of anger he
does not know he has. Hismind has controlled his entirelife, and now this
atificd person--thisthing--istaking his mind from him.

"I do not know how aman can sted from himsdf,” the boy says.

Reed looks at the boy, redlly looks at him. He is Reed and not Reed. The lump on
the nose that Olive used to trace with her finger, the scar beneath the lower

lip, the hint of acne that bothered him until he wasthirty-five, dl missng.

The boy's knuckles have lines, but his hands do not--not even the tiny wrinkles
Reed used to create by arching hisfingers backwards asfar asthey would go.
"You arenot me," Reed says.

"No," the boy responds, "but | will be when the transfer isdone.”



His dream was prophetic then--or memory perhaps--the bed asa CT or some other
kind of scan, leaching hislifefrom him tidbit by tidbit, ideaby idea.

Reed's breathing is labored. He understands his own rationale. Hismind
controls, so move the mind and he will continueto live. He hates this old man's
body, hatesitslack of mobility, its congtant pain, its systematic failures,

but it is his body, and trapped within it are the inddible imprints of alife

well lived. He clencheshisfists and holdsthem in hislap.

"You can't kill me" theboy says. "They'll just reactivate me when you leave."

Reed swalows. Hismouth is dry, histongue pasted to the back of his teeth.
Kill the boy? Destroy the machine that holds al of hismemories? Surely he
didn't expect himsdlf to be as crazy asthat?

Still, the anger has nowhere to go. Heis an old man whose body shakes when he
gtands. Helickshislips, wishing for strength in hislimbs. ™Y ou should never
havelet mein here" he says.

The boy stsacrossfrom him, the body long and easy in achair that never
housed anything so young. "Had to," he says. "There are bugsin the system.”

Reed runs his fingers across his balding pate. He does not want to help this
usurper sf, thisidedlized version of the person he once was. His mistake was
to think that the boy's future would be hisfuture, athought he cannot even
remember having, but knows he had. Still the questing mind, ever hissavior and
his betrayer, forces the question from hislips: "What sort of bugs?'

The boy reaches back, gathers papers off the messy desk top, and hands them
over, like ayoung student awaiting his teacher's gpproval. Reed takesthem, his
own hand curved and shaking, skin wrinkled and spotted and pocked, without a
trace of perfection. He knows where the drive has gone now. They were smart to
implant that fird.

He glances at the pages, then reads, curious to see what his mind has created
without him. The words are smooth, the rhythm and style his. He fedsthe logic

of the grammar, recogni zes the vocabulary. But the emptiness shocks him. He saw
better papers when he taught the occasional writing class.

The boy leans close and watches Reed. Bugsin the system. Reed sighs. Yes, of
course. He would have wanted everything. Continued life and continued success.

But there can be no success with only pretty words. Doesn't the boy understand
that? There are no characters, no emotions. The heart Reed was praised for is
missing asif it never had been.

He gazes up at the boy and sees not distressin those green eyes, but a
curiosity, asif the boy believes Reed can give him the piece of the puzzle that
will makehimwhole



"I need to study these," Reed says, and stands. His legs wobble beneath him and
the boy reaches out, catching Reed as gently asaman would catch achild. The
memory returns. Paula, sumbling as she amost reaches him, her baby legs
shaking and uncertain. His hand--scratched, scabbed and callused but
young--reaches for her to steady her. Not quite what he had in the hall: close,
but different.

He hasto get out of here. Now. He rolls the papers and staggers forward, more a
drunk than a baby, lurching toward the door. He will not go back to the bed.
Findly he understands the plastic headboard. Thisleaching of memory will have
to quit. And bereversed. If they can pull theideas from him, they can put them
back.

"Please," the boy says, and thereisadesperation in histone. "Please. If you
leave now, you won't come back."

Damn right, Reed dmost says, but doesn't. Confusion makes him dizzy. Thisis
his project after all. He understands the logic of it: brain cellsdie when
deprived of oxygen. Aninformation transfer of this magnitude could not occur
after desth.

But he never guessed how it would fed -- or that it would fail.

He stumbles and the boy catches him with atenderness he does not expect. The
toughness from earlier must have been programmed in, a planned response to
questions Reed thought he might ask. The boy's hands are cool and smooth, not
quite human, but he eases Reed back to the couch asif Reed were more precious
than gold.

"Please," the boy saysagain. "What am | doing wrong?'

That, at least, isright. The questing mind which has never left him. Never left

him, yet isreplicated in the boy. An ideablossoms, but heignoresit, dlowing

it to riseto fruition without the help of his conscious brain. Instead he

touches the boy's cheeks, fedsthe down of invisble hairs, thejut of the
cheekbones, the oddly perfected nose. After amoment, the boy brings his hand up
and touches Reed's face, fingers tracing the wrinkles and grooves carved by

time. Reed cannot tell the boy what is missing, because it has taken Reed until

this moment to redize what isthere: the mind is more than the brain, more than
chemicals and neurd pathways carved in gray matter. Memorieslivein each cell,
branded as deeply astime has branded his skin.

Reed can stop the theft as easily as he started it -- and he will. For he can
never recreate himself. He was right about seventeen being too few-and he has
not time for hundreds. Even then, the mind will not be whole. 1t will not know,
redlly know, how Olive's skin felt benesth hisfingertips or how her voice
resonated in his ears. The scent of pipe tobacco will not bring with it the

amel of home, and the brush of fingers against the arm will not recdl his
co-mingled joy and fear at hisfirg child'sfirst steps.



His body holds those memories and his brain isthelink, not the repository.
Without his body, no trick of science can pull them free,

Helets go of the boy's face, and glances at the lgptop. It isnot his, even

though it ismade for him. He eases off the couch and heads for the desk,
pulling the heavy, dusty typewriter toward him. His hands shake no longer, and,
asherollsasheet of paper into the platen, he amilesjust alittle. For the

drive hasreturned, along a different pathway, inspired not by the passions of
someone eseslife, but by the passions of his own. Passions no one, not even
the perfected figurein front of him, will experiencein the sameway again.
Passions recorded in the books on thewal. His passons, hislife, in his

words, aready transferred from the degpest parts of his being, from the wounds
and the scars no doctor has ever seen.

His daughter, the doctors, his nephew, they aredl right. It isnormd to lose
the old. But thelosswill not be his. It will betheirs. Someday he will follow
Oliveto aplace he has never seen.

Helooks at the boy, and now the quizzica expression in the boy's eye pleases
him.

"| can't teach you how to put your heart and soul on the page," Reed says, his
voice firm. "I've never been able to teach anybody that. But | can show you how
it'sdone.

Hisfingersfit on the dusty keys, but he does not type. The boy can type.
Instead Reed tilts his head back and feels the ideas come together. A surge of
adrendinefillshim asit aways has at the instant of creation. The boy looks
over his shoulder, waiting, but Reed does not explain. He does not have to. He
has never written to teach.

He writesfor the sheer joy of placing himself on the page.

In memory of Kathryn Rusch



