
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
1

2984

 


 


R. Vincent Riccio

 


 


Smashwords Edition

Copyright 2010 R. Vincent Riccio

ISBN 9781605857435

 


** Science Fiction - Fantasy Series **

 


Smashwords Edition, License Notes

This ebook is licensed for your personal
enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to
other people. If you would like to share this book with another
person, please purchase an additional copy for each person you
share it with. If you're reading this book and did not purchase it,
or it was not purchased for your use only, then you should return
to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for
respecting the hard work of this author.

 


 


 


* * * * * * * * * * * * * *

 


 


 


“Few men are willing to brave
the disapproval of their fellows, the censure of their colleagues,
the wrath of their society. Moral courage is a rarer commodity than
bravery in battle or great intelligence. Yet it is the one
essential, vital quality for those who seek to change a world that
yields most painfully to change.”

-Robert F. Kennedy
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Chapter -1-

 


LOG

 


It is the beginning.
Again. I am not sure, exactly, where to begin. Currently, I can
remember - little - of who I am. The dimmest of past memories -
flash through my mind in blurred vignettes - all is confusion.
Present impressions are - becoming somewhat stronger. What I now
sense - is not my past, not a memory, perhaps a dream. I am
experiencing my present life - through the wrong end of a
telescope. I am not sure - what has happened to me. It seems as if
- I have been dead - and then am back to life.

I wrench my mind painfully
to scavenge up the oldest memories lodged there. I must start
there. I see darkness, a blackness - from long ago - and now it is
here again - in the present. Within it there is - beauty - blinding
incandescence - meaningless blurs of indescribable motion. I cannot
put words to what I behold, nor articulate the meaning.

I am beginning to be able
to sense my body. It seems to be whole. Sensory input to my brain
is weak. I recall my mind thinking randomly, in a vacuum, for a
long, long time. And then a cascade of chaotic, painful sensation -
meaning nothing. Eventually - over so long a time - did these many
elements begin to coalesce into organization. And, now, again, I am
there. The feeling is strong - that I have returned from the dead,
or an out-of-body experience. I have been shattered. Once more. And
yet the pieces of me seem to be intact - at least, loosely held
together. Unexplainable.

Sellene. The name flashes
in my mind - along with a perfect, ethereal image - a face - her
classical, opalescent beauty swarms over me. I comprehend this from
the present - and from long ago. Cannot articulate further. Her
visage forms in my mind’s eye. I am not sure precisely who she is.
But she is there, before me, looming, important, striking, helping
- much more. Waves of agony upset and overcome me. I am becoming
lost once more. Too many disjointed elements in my head. Painful. I
am unable to fathom - my circumstances. The notion that I am a
changling sifts through the neurons within my brain, as dust
through a cobweb. I do not fully comprehend the meaning of that
either. Possibly I am dying. I am unsure. Can think no longer upon
this. My mind - loses - consciousness.

** end report
**

 


It is now the second entry
of this log I am dictating to the computer. Not certain how much
time passed - since the first. I am beginning, on occasion, to put
some things together. But the total picture remains unclear and
nonsensical. I was able to get up stiffly from my bed and walk
haltingly around. Weak. Dizzying. I managed to make my way to the
bathroom and wash my face with cold water. Bracing. I stared into
the mirror at myself, vaguely recognizing the face which stared
back at me. Light skin, close cropped ash blonde hair, pale blue
eyes, fairly youthful features - I did not look like I was dying,
but I was drawn and peaked. It does not explain the wretchedness
and pain I feel. I had just enough energy to make it to the kitchen
and down a nutrient shake, then back to bed. My portable computer
is there - here - next to me - where I can reach it easily, so it
is not too much of an imposition on me. I speak into it, and it
writes the words into my log.

Everything which surrounds
me is strange, and yet not completely strange. Nothing of my
existence, or the world around me, makes sense - or is completely
familiar. Not people, not memories, not myself - nothing. All is
disorganized and disjointed within me. I do not gel with my
environment somehow. It is critical that I put things together. I
sense the drive within me, by genetics or conditioning. I am
compelled to mesh the fabric of my existence together - to find
answers. I know in some fashion that my life is bound to this
purpose.

There was a time - it
comes to me - when I possessed an eidetic memory, and yet now I am
able to remember nothing of my earliest life. A peculiar dichotomy.
This sense is overwhelming. I can forget nothing, and yet I have
forgotten everything.

Thus do I create this log,
to ensure that my future will recall my past: every impression,
every thought, every feeling, intelligent or not. Later, when my
reasoning power is more adept, I should glean more complete
understanding, discern some truths.

I am in a hospital. This
realization has sprung into my mind. There I have been - a long
time - seemingly interminably. But wait. I am not. That is my past.
My recent past. I am no longer there, not exactly - I have left it.
This fact reveals little to me. I must return to that medical
establishment.

I am tired. I must become
better at this. The drive is strong.

** end report
**

 


Once more I am awake. That
in itself is hopeful. I am perhaps dying less, recovering more. My
body is not completely under my control. My stomach is nauseous - I
can feel that. Some of my muscles are still twitching and cramping
- painful. I swallow a handful of pills Sellene left for me; they
are supposed to help.

Further recollections come
to me. It would seem that I have had a relapse of a previous
affliction, although I am not quite sure what it is. At least this
adds some sense to the phenomenon, and the peculiar memories, and
shadows of memories, that run through my head. Doctors have told me
that such relapses will bother me intermittently, recurring at
indeterminate periods, but gradually the affliction will diminish
over a few years, as my recovery continues, and I become completely
healthy and whole again.

It is now two days since
my first entry. I must keep an accurate log. I have pain and
vertigo when I attempt deep thought. Often the suffering extends to
my entire body, producing a simulacrum of total biological
depression, which becomes agonizing. That is what has happened to
me this time. Despite the frequent pain, the drive within me to
cope is powerful and unrelenting. A struggle against the blackness.
I shall put my body in order, the mind will follow.

My nervous system is still
shaky, queasy, and disharmonious - unreliable. I have to forget
about it, hoping it will settle down. I can hardly stand, and
cannot walk more than a few feet at a time before needing to stop
and rest. My legs tend to collapse beneath the weight of my body,
which I was told is unusually heavy. No sense to that.

I must get back to the
beginning. My primary recollections begin with this most feminine
of women. Sellene. She was there - when first I awoke, in the
hospital - following my accident. That’s it - my accident. And then
again, as I left, two years later - she was there once more. She is
somehow a focal point in my functioning - and also dysfunctioning.
A cause as well as a cure - a bizarre phenomenon - an enigma within
a puzzle. I can yet add little more to that. A scientist must
record these things in minute detail.

I am a scientist. I have
been a scientist. That comes to me, although - nothing more. It is
painful to try to remember.

I have forced my mind to
think harder, deeper, despite the pain. She was with me when I -
relapsed. She has helped to cause it. Somehow there was - too much
input. Perhaps too soon. This engendered too much output - for me.
I have not functioned adequately. I need more time.

I cannot see her for some
time. I would get worse. I am not sure why. Again the thought
persists - that this cure is worse than the disease. Strange I
should think that in a world which has no disease. Some sense of
reality is beginning to come back to me. Genetic engineering and
eugenic medical science eradicated most illnesses centuries ago;
and yet, now, I recall, genetic engineering is outlawed. Another
peculiarity.

Tomorrow, I feel, shall be
more organized. That is my first priority - get to tomorrow. One
cannot effect accomplishments without organization. I am feeling a
bit better now, but it is still too much of an effort to think for
long periods - or move very far. Today is - Wednesday - the
computer tells me. Perhaps by Saturday - a few more days, at my
current rate of recovery - I will be well enough to comport myself
with some normalcy, and will be able to discourse with others.
Possibly I can speak to Sellene. She is also hurt by this. I recall
her distress, and anguish - after so much euphoria. Things will
have to wait until the weekend, when hopefully I will be well
enough to sort this out.

It was last Friday - that
was the night of my - “relapse” - when everything - culminated.
Exploded. I am weakening again. Muscles and nerves are shaky.
Stomach ill. Must rest again - return later.

** end report
**

 


It is another day. I slept
well last night. I’m now able to drink fluids. I swallowed some
more high nutrient liquid, only moderately upset the alimentary
canal. It provided more strength. I am able to walk short distances
without collapse. Also swallowed some more of the pills Sellene
provided for me; not sure what all of them are for, but they do
seem to help. She is my Nurse-guide - and also more than that. It
makes her the cure, but also the cause for my dysfunctional
relapse.

My life continues to be
one of revival. I am still uncertain what that entails.

Back again to the
beginning, which must be the lynchpin for everything I know and
everything I am.

Sellene is part of the
very first perception I have. Large, golden eyes staring soulfully,
wonderingly, at my face. Her light, auburn hair cascading down
softly around her flawless, lightly tanned complexion to her
shoulders. The gentle touch of delicate hands snuggling the covers
up over my chest, and a youthful smile coming to her lips after she
checked the drips. She noticed that I was aware of her. I heeded
all this as I lay motionless and emotionless in my bed - although
it made no sense at the time. The memory persisted, and, as my mind
improved, I made sense of the impressions.

I remember being conscious
of my breathing, and that was all I knew about my body or its
condition. There was motion inside me, possibly the heartbeat, the
throb of blood pressure. I existed like that a long time, but I
have no idea of the time factor. Doctors have been vague; it seems
they didn’t know themselves. That is, apparently, part of their
job, their education: vagueness; caution; professional
pessimism.

Eventually there were
flashes of pain in my head, familiar, but not familiar, both at the
same time. Sight and sound came in bewildering fashion - a chaos of
colors and noise. Without learned organization, the senses’
convergence upon awareness is so much confused torment: flashes of
variant light, the dissonance of disassociated sound. No meaning,
no relevancy. I lost consciousness many times. I couldn't think,
couldn't remember who or what I was - if I was. Consciousness
itself had no significance. As if I were being born, or created.
Existence exploded upon me in a bruising and excruciating
fashion.

I remember dreams, or what
appear to be dreams. I could not distinguish real from imagined,
awake from asleep; I didn't know which was the real world. Perhaps
I still don't. Then again, perhaps it makes no
difference.

The dreams, the random
thoughts, the barrage of elements assailing my mind, caused by
sight and sound entering consciousness, this is all part of my
first recollection. It's a gestalt, one big pot of sensorial stew.
Slowly, over a period of months, from the hospital reports, I began
to understand, to remember bits and pieces of the existing world.
But never enough. Even now, so much unfamiliar, so much of the
world operating under mandates of illogic: rules whose single
purpose is order, yet they do nothing but breed a subtle chaos. I
cannot explain the conundrum; it is even stranger that I should
find one.

Sellene was a Nurse of
some kind. She was a soft vision and pleasing sound, organized,
symmetrical: a youthfully beautiful, angelic face staring back at
me, speaking in pleasant and soft tones - noises which I could not
understand, but felt soothing to my nervous system. I caught the
most gossamer whiff of a fragrance I naturally could not identify,
but which was distinctly hers. Then she was gone - all of her. But
the memory persisted, the recollection of her, of all I sensed when
she was present; in those earliest of times, her essence was
strong, and I clung to it as the most authentic proof of my
reality.

After that, colors began
to form more coherent patterns, light became organized. I
recognized symmetry and structure. There were fewer
variants.

I remember Doctor Tillis,
Franklin Tillis, from the earliest days. He appeared after Sellene.
A comparatively shortish man with a permanent smile built into his
broad face, poking, prodding, testing me, smiling all the time. It
irritated me somehow: the fixed smile. He seemed to be different
than my image of the proper male, which was another oddity. People
should not be different, particularly those in important positions.
That was too sophisticated a concept to dwell upon. I dropped it.
Until now.

During the months
following those primary recollections, there were only blurbs and
dashes of memory. There was another woman, or girl; nearly
impossible for me to guess age in people. She attended me in those
days after the disorganized beginnings.

Keri Banner. An attractive
blonde, a pleasing woman with deep blue eyes and a charming voice,
slightly older than Sellene, I had come to know, although she
doesn’t much look it - but is more experienced. She coached me with
speaking and hearing, using myriad devices and extraordinary
patience. I learned sign language when I couldn't speak. I was
taught vocabulary by her, sound identification, given thinking and
discrimination tests, which I quickly learned.

After ten months I was
able to speak, hear, and think with regularity and coordination. I
could get up and walk around, use the physical therapy machines. At
that point I began to recover rapidly. Thinking and sensation were
becoming more focused. But there was still so much of what
surrounded me that was unfamiliar. I must rest.

** end report
**

 


Thursday evening. I am
back to my log after this morning’s session, for I must put
everything I can recollect into my log as quickly as possible,
while I remember it.

I recall from my earliest
days at the hospital looking through the green-tinted, polarized
windows at the crisscrossing lines of alloy steel which surrounded
and intersected the city; they filled the lower sky, with some sort
of vehicles jetting past on many of them. They were silvery,
rail-hugging worms that took off and stopped abruptly, as fast as
they moved, in glistening blurs, seeming to defy the laws of motion
and inertia. I remembered no such thing in my life, although the
things are ubiquitous, part of the intrinsic fabric of
civilization.

I was instructed - again,
apparently - that this was the everyday Monobus, M-bus, or most
simply, the “M,” whose glass and steel webbing laced the country
and the world, wove it together and tied it close, in a tight,
interconnecting web. Within the cities, I now see it as
spectacular: M-rails, occasionally on as many as twenty levels,
weaving in, out and around each other, touching the gigantic
skyscraper buildings above, below, and in between. Underground,
over ground, above ground, the M was everywhere: the dominant mode
of transportation. There was no remembrance of such a thing in my
brain, as I stared out at them through my hospital
windows.

I explained my concern for
this lack to Keri Banner. At first she was concerned by it, but
later informed me that memory of it would return. She had walked
over to confer with Dr. Tillis, who smiled at me, nodding his head
at Keri several times, continuing to smile while talking and
nodding, all at the same time. I seem to remember that vividly
now.

She returned to me, looked
into what I later discovered to be my continually blank,
expressionless face, and then asked if I remembered the question I
had asked her. I said yes I did, and restated, “What are those
ugly, wiry things strung all over the outside of the
buildings?”

After chiding me for a
such question, which she indicated was “mal-Adaptive” - a phrase I
did not yet recognize - she asked me if I could remember any
monorails. I thought hard, and found that I had only a vague
recollection of the concept, but nothing of this
expansiveness.

Keri explained that the
Monobus was simply a modification of its oldest type, invented over
a thousand years ago: more sophisticated, versatile, common, and
much faster. The M’s had replaced the “M.P.P.T.” - which I also did
not remember. She translated this as “Multi-Purpose Public
Transport.” This had grown into a herculean Monorail Train company,
government owned and operated, and which had completely replaced
the ancient personal motor vehicles as they had replaced horses and
buggies. Both items existed now merely as collectors items, or in
museums.

I asked her how they were
able to move, since I saw no mechanism for motion. She informed me
they all moved by electricity - sophisticated motors in the
monorail hookup. I could look it up in the computer history banks
later on for all the details she expected an analytical mind like
mine would desire.

She asked, did I remember
anything about ancient motor cars or automobiles? Strangely, I
mentioned, I did, but, again, only vaguely. I told her that. This
caused her to look somber and uncharacteristically thoughtful for a
few seconds, then she automatically cheered herself and stated that
this, too, would change in my mind given time.

I recollect sometime
during the early discovery days I asked her what had happened to
the other girl, the pleasant young one with the big, golden eyes.
This also brought a momentary look of consternation which she
quickly cleared and answered that there was no other female but
her, my memory must have misconstrued her in my brain. She had
cared for me from the first. No one else but she and a team of
specialized Doctors had ever seen me. I accepted that, and Keri was
satisfied that I did. Within me, the notion that I had indeed seen
the other girl remained, but I could not attach any great
importance to her presence or absence; yet, somehow, I clung to it
as a precious memory.

Later I asked Tillis. He
proved to be less obfuscating, eventually explaining that they did
not wish to inform me of the other girl in order to discourage
greater confusion, and they also wanted a bond to occur between
Keri and I as an enhancing mechanism of education. That seemed to
make sense on the surface, but I could not escape from the feeling
that there was something more to this big-eyed girl than had been
explained. Whatever the truth was, I was unable to grasp it, nor
did I find any relevance to the young Nurse's existence at all,
other than my perception of it.

Subsequently I came to
know this other young Nurse, who became assigned to me as a medical
care provider and guide into full Adaptation, someone who’s job it
would be to reorient me to the world and proper behavior and
custom. I asked her about this situation, what were her
recollections of me from those early days. She said she knew
nothing of me, but it was probably so if Dr. Tillis stated it.
During those days she had been studying hard as a Student and had
made many rounds in the hospitals; perhaps we had seen each other
and, in her maze of duties, paid little attention, and, of course,
with all of her other studies, she would hardly be expected to
remember it.

Although I accepted her
explanation - for I could not imagine her being deceptive - this
provided me with logical problems, in that I was the sickest and
lamest of all people ever to grace the halls of the vaunted
hospital, and had uncharacteristically been there for many months
recuperating. That would necessarily appear to be a singular
attraction; still, I attached no particular significance to this
either.

Bewildering. All the
elements of my world were unfamiliar and confusing, foreign down
the to least important of them. It was unsettling to one such as I
who had, apparently, been educated in the methods of scientific
discovery and analysis.

One further note. I found
all people disconcertingly - similar, and attractive. They were
difficult to distinguish, one from the other. Except for Tillis and
a few others - perhaps I should include Sellene here, since she is
a stunning example of female pulchritude, beyond the average
standard of attractiveness mandated by society. I was unable to
tell young from old, “beautiful” from “ugly” - although there is no
true ugly - not any longer. The Eugenics programs of the mid third
millennium had taken care of that. Individuals did not seem to have
readily recognizable differences, certainly not in my ostensibly
meager estimation.

There is a homogeneous
standard that is characteristic of, and even officially prescribed
by, government which somehow troubles me. It was now accepted, Keri
informed me, that human beings were exceptionally sexual creatures,
of all the other animals. I wasn’t sure about that, since I did
recall that simple unicellular organisms and insects were extremely
sexual; they had to be in order to survive their short life spans -
but perhaps I evade the point. Thinking, Keri told me, had given
this characteristic to mankind, and it had taken millennia for us
to adapt to it. Once the Eugenics sciences began their
administrations, around 2400, and for the next 200 years, many
characteristics of human beings were modified, including the body’s
immunity to illness. The average age of a human being was now over
100, and individuals were youthfully attractive and healthy until
their final days. Sexual capacities and physical characteristics
were also modified to increase sensitivity and enjoyment of sex;
she told me this was something I would discover for myself once I
left the hospital, and I was fully healthy again. The reason for
this was personal health, relief from stress and tension, the
beneficial release of endorphins and other hormones which promoted
a healthy homeostasis in the individual, and, hence, society - the
truly important thing. In the past, sexual frustrations had caused
much illness and crime; it no longer did. A good deal of diverse,
sexual interaction was reputed to be the healthiest and most stress
free condition for human beings.

Any sense of “ugliness”
had been scientifically rendered nonexistent, thanks to the
eugenics programs; there were only different forms of beauty. I
wasn’t sure about that either, since even a person like me, for all
my insensitivities, could perceive the differences in beauty
amongst people; but perhaps that was only me. And there were no
truly “ugly” people that I had ever seen. Another genetic
engineering benefit was that all the hair, everywhere on a person’s
body, was virtually invisible - micro-fine except for that on a
person’s head; no more shaving of any body part. Science had tried
to eliminate hair altogether, but, as mammals, it was impossible;
genetics science was able to change its character to being
virtually invisible.

All this dovetailed with
the Code, a theoretical and pragmatic masterpiece of human social
and political engineering, I was told, which corrected all the
errors of previous generations, and brought humanity together as
sexual beings who lived to enjoy each other’s company, presence,
and intimacy. I found that a strangely fascinating concept. I am
not sure why. I would learn more about that eventually, when I left
the hospital.

I found this “sameness”
now mandated by the Code odd, since reason would dictate that
strength and effectiveness would come from diversity of approach
and talent rather than homogeneity. I find life itself strange in
general, which is a feeling that is stranger still. I wonder if I
have always had such a feeling, illogical as it would be - if I
have always questioned the world around me. I am, after all, a
product of all this; and yet, I feel alien in my own society,
amongst my own people. My affliction must have been extraordinary.
Tillis and other Doctors have explained these intellectual troubles
to be a facet of my condition and therapeutic recovery. It must be
so, yet it unsettles me nonetheless.

** end report
**

 


It is late Thursday night,
now nearly a week since my relapse last Friday. I slept a little
more after my last entry, then had another protein shake. My
reasoning processes and memory are becoming more stable, although I
still feel somewhat weakened. I believe at this moment I am not far
from the optimal functioning I realized before the relapse
occurred. I've taken more nutrients and many little pills. It now
seems to me that the young Nurse, Sellene, is somehow a catalyst in
both my recovery and my relapse. I have been using the term
“relapse” which is correct only to a degree, for technically it
would be impossible to “relapse” into the state I originally found
myself at the hospital, caused by the great explosive accident
which left me in a condition of mangled bones, muscles, and nerves.
Yet the state of general disorientation and neuro-muscular
dysfunction is common to both situations: the original accident,
and my recent “relapse” much later.

I had made great progress
in resurrecting a healthy state of emotionality, thinking, and
sensation, with only occasional “relapse” effects, then, suddenly,
I had this major, crippling condition and was ill again. The
Doctors had warned me of this contingency often. I should not have
been as confidant of my cure - at least my complete cure - at this
early stage of my post-accident development. I had absently missed
some of the medication doses I was supposed to take. Had the
Medicals known, they would have jetted me back to the hospital for
this mal-Adaptive behavior and recommended more testing, prodding,
and poking - things I had come to hate, if only intellectually. I
am told scientists make poor subjects.

There is a set of
knowledge in my memory, despite what I have obviously lost, which
is my own understanding of the world, and that vision is absolutely
clear. These impressions are vivid, detailed, and distinct. Nothing
clouds them. But there are portions of the world which seem out of
synch with that vision, causing me to feel, at times, like an
outsider. The good doctor says that this feeling is normal after
the severe and prolonged trauma I have suffered. I must remain
optimistic that in time I will be completely healed and such
feelings will dissolve into health.

** end report
**

 


I’ve just gone over this
report. I seem so much a different person now. Stronger. Perhaps in
a few more days the world will once again seem sane to me. With all
I recall, the recollection I have of my surroundings is minimal, in
some areas nonexistent. I believe it will be valuable to me from
both historical and health standpoints to recount everything which
comes to me and place those recollections into this log. They
should be valuable in understanding the course of my affliction and
its recovery. There is always the possibility that this crippling
“winking out” of my neurological system, which was the major
portion of my relapse, might occur again. This record may be the
only help I would ever have. Sellene seems disposed to help; it is
my hope that she actually can. Certainly she is professionally
inclined. Despite any other feelings she may have, I believe she
will always be so.

I am unable to explain the
whole of my existence. I possess virtually no recollections of my
origin - birth, childhood, all that. I had to look that up in the
historical data banks to find who I was. I recall that now. Had I
not seen the results of my own physical examinations, I would have
believed I was an android or cyborg, created by some ambitious
biochemical engineer. This does not appear to be the case, as we
have never constructed anything that sophisticated. Then, of
course, there is the government’s intervention and subsequent
outlawing of artificial life forms. Clones could be allowed in
cases of the extreme, but they would be decided by a government
panel on the matter, then Doctors and scientists would act
accordingly; otherwise, cloning was outlawed. Thus, it is unlikely
I am a clone of someone.

We do have many computers,
but it is illegal to make them in any way anthropomorphic. I am not
sure why this is the case, but when I asked I was told that this,
too, was mal-Adaptive research, and therefore taboo; then, too, it
is part of the Code. This would give adequate credibility to the
concept that I cannot be any type of android or artificial
cybernetic organism.

Worse than the lack of my
memory is the fact that I cannot easily attain the coveted state of
Adaptation, as society and the Code requires. I have been told that
I’m a borderline mal-Adaptive, conditionally allowed to live in the
outside world, un-reconditioned and given legal Dispensation by
virtue of my excellent work, much in need by the government. It
appears that I am thus a misfit above and beyond the accident or
affliction I have been told that I had. Certainly something put me
in the hospital for two years. It must have been quiet an
accident.

Since I have no particular
rebellious inclinations, I am at a loss to explain any of my
continued differences. I do not understand how I have managed to
remain in a mal-Adaptive state, despite the fact that I have a true
desire to be properly integrated into society; yet I do not wish to
sacrifice my personal integrity, that which I believe myself to be.
That is who I am.
The physicians have said it is due to the accident and recovery
process: a great deal of damage, a great deal to repair. I suppose
that must be the case. Still, it feels unnatural.

I remember nothing of
any past conditioning which would lead me astray of current mandated
standards; and current social conditioning is powerful and
effective. This must be considered an oddity.

Too short a life. Too
short a memory. I can only hope that which I now have will persist
and not be lost at some future date. Part of my duties will have to
be to examine the reasons for my current state, and what measures
to take.

I need to rest again
before continuing

** end report
**

 


Friday morning has come.
It is now an entire week since my major relapse. I am more rested
now and am feeling much stronger and healthier. My mind is clearer
and more stable than ever before. Each day that passes now seems to
double my previous health. Again I am forced to focus on my
earliest impressions, to make sense of everything.

I had memories of being
alone when I was in the hospital, completely alone, the only being
in existence. To my mind at that time, my perceptions of the world
filtered into my brain through many muddled sensations, bits and
pieces of things which are part of a life different than my current
one. That was how I initially experienced the outside world. Again,
no specifics, only this fuzzy confluence of dream
concepts.

Then suddenly I became
connected, part of the people, one of them, and yet still
separated. Sellene was there, in front of me, part of the first
impressions I ever had. And she was there again, recently, at my
relapse. Within the stirrings of my half-conscious mind, I could
not be sure that initial image was real, or merely an angelic
vision. One can never give full credence to perceptions during such
a state.

The next thing that comes
to mind, later on, is Keri Banner. Invaluable help. After my
awakening, she worked with me quite beyond the therapeutic demands
and necessities of her job; I am not sure why - perhaps a special
type of medical dedication that Sociotherapists have. Keri is cool
and efficient, beautiful and pleasant, as she should be - an
exemplary model of human perfection and Adaptation in every way.
Why she took this extra time with me, and utilized that precious
energy which should have been spent in relaxation, enjoyment,
sexual intimacies, and inner peace, I cannot explain; but she did.
It might have been the once-in-a-lifetime chance to work with
someone with my singular set of problems - a scientific conundrum,
a man who should have been dead, but somehow lived, and needed
special treatment.

Keri is a First Grade
Sociotherapist (SFG) at Park Hospital. She is particularly facile
in speech therapy, which led to her referral by the hospital Staff
to my case. She generally works with young children, but has had
some small experience with the odd accident victim. I was
exceptionally odd. Considering that she took me from comparative
birth to adulthood within ten months in spite of my own sketchy
remembrances, it's nearly miraculous.

The daily routine of Rehab
Therapy was agonizing, in its own fashion, made worse because of my
physical ailments. Thankfully I felt no physical pain in the very
beginning. Speaking, watching, listening, moving, coordinating,
getting strength into an emaciated, under-muscled body - all
eventually were very painful events back then. I'm not sure how I
was able to put up with the rigors of it myself, let alone Keri.
Her patience is stellar. Yet, that is her job, and she is
extraordinarily well-Adapted; fortuitous for her. One such as me,
propitiously enough, cannot adversely influence her.

Still, the thoughts of the
other face always persisted in my mind, an exceptionally pleasing
and provocative face with full, rosy lips, large golden eyes which
peered at me with interest, perhaps even awe - and rich, thick,
light auburn hair draped gracefully down over delicate shoulders.
It stood out there - in my mind - and would not desert me. Keri had
said it was a dream, or a random illusion caused by neural damage.
I thought it certainly could have been either one, except for
Tillis' later explanation. I’m still not sure why he told
me.

Keri began to take on a
mother image, although she is certainly not old enough for the
role. I depended on her for nearly everything - moving, eating,
thinking, sorting out the world, even using the sanitary
facilities, which embarrasses me now.

“You've had a very bad
accident, David,” she would say. “You must realize your recovery
will be very slow. You simply can't expect miracles overnight! You
are very fortunate - very
fortunate. Now, let's give the Adaptation test
another try.” And she would ask me questions, give me tasks to do,
papers to fill out, diagrams to identify, puzzles to make,
sentences to understand. Always I would flunk. Until the
end.

I was able to get the gist
of what she wanted, more accurately, what was expected of me, and I
delivered it to her, whether it was my real thought or not.
Possibly that was all Adaptation was: performing to the standard.
It might be that factuality never mattered, only what others
thought was reality - there is a certain amount of twisted logic to
that.

I learned from Keri that
my lifelong profession was in biochemistry and genetics, fields in
which I was proficient and creative. Very well and good; it would
enable me to understand better what was happening to me, and the
character of humanity in general. So far it has not precisely been
a boon.

The time came when my
physical and mental tasks became adept enough. I performed ably, if
only in the 70th percentile on the Government Standard Battery of
Fitness and Adaptation tests, but everyone seemed satisfied with
that, and Keri was most proud of her redesigned adult child, with
the exception of my occasional “nonproductive” questions and
thoughts.

I continue to see Keri at
the Center, with the occasional interjection of several of the
Doctors. And then there are my routine physicals and evaluations by
Dr. Franklin Tillis; occasionally there are a few others. Everyone
runs together. They all look alike to me, certainly most of them. I
have reasoned that the affliction which plagues me after the
accident accounts for this lack of ability to discriminate well
between people. Even Sellene is reminiscent of Keri - if a more
perfected version - despite the fact that Keri, I found out later,
is about fifteen years older. Actually, this is characteristic of
all the women that I have seen - similar, very attractive,
excellent healthy figures, all a benefit of the eugenics cleansing
of half a millennium ago - now outlawed, incredibly
enough.

Tillis is a bit if an
eccentric one; ostensibly, to my assessment, he is slightly more
different looking than the others, at least more recognizable. No
doubt it is only my impression, my failed faculties. He is renowned
to be a most brilliant and Adapted person.

In those earlier days of
rehabilitation I came to find Keri an enjoyable, pleasant, and
attractive woman, with her smooth, tan skin and perfect features,
just as I found all other women. This shouldn't be disturbing, but
somehow - and I do not know the precise mechanism - it is. Nerve
damage can be a horrible thing. Human beings that are comely and
sexual until near 100 years old - after which they fail rather
quickly - seem strange to me. I’m not quite sure why - other than
my accident. Once people begin their rapid downward decline to the
end of their lives, they are put into geriatric homes where they
are cared for until they depart, and then are processed for their
final few years or months of life. I think I find that not
particularly comforting; perhaps they don’t either. Regardless,
“processing” eases them quickly, pleasantly, and uneventfully to
their final resting place. I am not certain how well one rests in a
crematorium, where one is heated to a biodegradable ash. Then
again, there are no truly agreeable alternatives. No matter what
science does to advance our health, death is always inevitable;
even if it takes us hundreds, or possibly thousands, of years to
get there. The best we can hope for is a long, healthy life, before
its inevitable end. After all, our galaxy, and the entire universe
itself, must end some day.

I find that I cannot be
accepting of death. It is a powerful feeling within me. Death
itself is an obscenity, an affront to life; I cannot imagine not
always having thought so. Unfortunately, people have gotten used to
this obscenity, and thus do not worry about it until it comes
imminently upon them. Then they, and all who are close to them, are
saddened; there is no logic to the process. I suppose that is why
humanity invented religions millennia ago, to comfort their souls
in their desperate need for immortality. Life, ironically enough,
employs an unending struggle for healthy survival, and it has been
to that end I have devoted myself and my science. Perhaps it is why
government enables me to exist and do my work, since even
government, with all its flaws, recognizes the need for survival
and improvement, while at the same time hoping we do not become
immortal overnight. Government, after all, is merely a collection
of human beings trying to ascertain the proper rules and paths for
a productive and happy life.

Once I was able to walk
about with relative ease during my later hospital stay, I spent
time with Keri outside the Center, where she carefully introduced
me to the world at large. I found it to be a very congenial and
well ordered place, as are its people - at least, what I saw of it.
There are no children wandering about outside. I asked Keri about
that, and she told me they were all housed in the schools and Child
Institutional Centers, where they were placed between birth and
school age, depending on the parents’ wishes. After five years old,
they were professionally cared for and raised in the Centers, with
parents visiting as they chose until their education was complete
and they were able to be on their own, a productive, Adapted member
of society.

I am pleased that our
civilization is as such. It has come a long way to helping mankind
live a happy, healthy, and prosperous life; but there are also many
things about it and in it which trouble me - clearly, nerve damage
affliction. We took several excursions by the Monobus to the
outskirts of the city, where there were fewer people and less
confusion for me, but came quickly back; I tired easily. We visited
some museums and parks, all very pleasant, then made greater
expeditions throughout the vast city. With this familiarity
re-impressed upon my mind, I was finally ready to be released to
resume a normal life.

** end report
**

 


Chapter -2-

 


It had been nearly two
years that David Killan had mystifyingly found himself a patient at
the Park Hospital, following an unusually messy and near-fatal
accident - the beginning of this whole ordeal. He found himself
anxious to leave after the painful treatments and months of
agonizing rehabilitation which followed. Here he was, now, on the
day of his conditional discharge, being led into a large,
octagonal, tan-bricked room with a twenty foot ceiling. He looked
about, noticing the walls were painted in abstract pastel designs
and colors interwoven delicately to convey an illusion of
three-dimensionality.

Lighting was indirect, no
fixtures or windows being evident, although upon close inspection
it could be seen that the ceiling was in fact translucent, and the
bright light from the outside was diffusing softly through it.
Swirls of pale color moved in marbled configurations within the
ceiling, continually changing shape and hue. David found it
dizzying to view, although he felt himself compelled to look at
it.

When he glanced back down
again he became aware of Dr. Franklin Tillis, Medical Director of
the Hospital and chief architect of the advanced and risky
techniques that had been employed in his physiological
reconstruction, standing directly in front of him. Two other men in
house white coverall uniforms that matched Tillis' attended the
Director. There was also Sellene Rannard. David instantly
recognized her face, but gave no indication, since he immediately
assumed the consternation any reaction by him would
generate.

She was dressed in what
Killan had come to know as “Day-clothes,” an expression used to
describe garb other than the work attire provided by the various
companies for which each person worked. Work attire identified
employees, their position, and occupation, which made for easy
recognition. Day-clothes were also distinguished from the Formal or
Dress attire one wore during certain ceremonious events, which
included formal dating; the differences were most noticeable on
females, allowing them the sexually compelling beauty that the Code
required. Killan supposed that, as he was a heterosexual, he didn’t
notice the same type allure in males.

The reconstituted patient
had never seen a woman dressed in Day-clothes close up before, and
was constrained to stare interestedly for some time. The clingy
peach colored outfit which fell to well above her knees was
extremely revealing of an exquisite female figure beneath. Even the
attractive Keri Banner had worn the house whites, and was therefore
not sexually distracting. The combination of Sellene's ethereal
visage and fragile beauty produced in him the first pangs of
general neurological distress he was to become accustomed to - what
would be known as his “relapse attacks.” He bore it inconspicuously
and made no mention of its presence, although he did close his eyes
momentarily to endure the brief vertigo and headache. As a
scientist, he had learned, even now, that patience was a virtue in
the art of discovery.

Keri Banner sensed
something change within her patient and held onto him more tightly.
Within a couple of minutes David recovered and removed Keri's tight
grip on his upper arm. Again he stared at the young Nurse, noting
her large golden brown eyes and the smooth, delicately sculptured
face. He was certain he had seen it before.

Dr. Tillis was saying
something to him. His eidetic memory could not recall the early
portion of the dialogue; he hadn’t recorded it.

“David!” Keri jostled him,
giving a forced whisper. “Dr. Tillis is speaking to you. Please pay
attention.”

-“I am,” he returned in a
weak reply.

The patient turned to look
at the men who had entered, casting his eyes briefly downward.
Their shoes were white with silent, pink soles, three pairs, and
then there came the shimmering creme nakedness of female ankles at
the end of long, shapely feminine legs, which ended in delicate
feet, all belonging to Sellene Rannard. Each dainty foot was
crossed with scanty, clear bands attached to an equally clear frame
of minutely thin pillars, three in front, three longer ones in
back, the triad connected in a semicircular base, all of which
allowed some three inches of space between the wearer and the
floor. The footwear, if seen from a distance, gave the illusion of
walking on air in fashionably nude feet. This close, one could
notice that there were near transparent “bones” which held and
elevated each perfectly sculptured foot attractively.

Keri noticed David's stare
and once gain gave him a gentle nudge. He looked away from
Sellene's attractive legs and footwear and to the face of Dr.
Tillis, smiling characteristically. Tillis merely gazed back at the
younger man, not asking the obvious questions. He had stopped
talking for the moment.

“I didn't hear you, Dr.
Tillis, I'm sorry,” David apologized dutifully.

“Understandable,” came his
kindly reply.

Keri chose to speak in the
silence which ensued. “David, it is now time that your Adaptation
therapy become Outpatient. Dr. Tillis is releasing you to
Outpatient three times per week. Do you understand what this
means?”

The young man nodded at
her, quickly turning to Tillis, whose rounded face looked pregnant
with speech.

“Killan!” It was to be his
normal manner of address. “Your recovery over the past year has
been unexpectedly auspicious for you - considering the extent of
your accident. I am releasing you to our Outpatient Adaptation
program for three times weekly without further complication. Your
physical recovery has gone quite as far as it can within these
hallowed walls, I am quite certain. Both your physiological and
psychological recovery will be measurably enhanced by interaction
with outside socialization. I hope you do not become too fascinated
with such trivialities as woman's Dia's,” he referred to Sellene's
footwear, pausing for a moment. “Hopefully such minor distractions,
as understandably pleasant as they may be, will not consume too
much of your time, nor interfere with your work.” The physician
expressed himself without affect, certainly none that the patient
was able to detect at the time.

“Miss Rannard, of whom you
already seem to have become aware, has been a Student Nurse with
this Institution for two and a half years now. She is nearly fully
trained. Rather than complete the balance of her instruction here
at the Hospital, she will be moving to a new program of
externalized training while she reports within the resident
research facility at Park Medical Research Center, where you will
ultimately be working. It's an adjunct of the Hospital, but you
will again come to know all this as you become integrated into
society.”

Tillis began walking about
the gigantic room as he spoke. All the others followed. He stopped
at one of the 3-D walls and gazed upon it for some moments as if it
were an abstract work of art in which there was some hidden
meaning. Killan looked, too, finding nothing but moving,
meaningless colors.

“You were an attendant in
excellent standing at that establishment prior to your accident, as
we have recounted to you. Facility with these earlier memories will
come in time, Killan - in time. Don't push your recovery or expect
too much from your weakened and depleted memory reservoir. As your
nerves continue to regenerate, it is most probable that you will
have periods of haziness, disorientation, and dizziness, perhaps
even leading to a momentary blackout - only temporary, only
temporary. Keep on your medication and you will get through, and
after a time you will regain normal health and effect complete
Adaptation, as government prescribes.

“Due to Miss Rannard's
record here and willingness to enter the research lab, we've worked
out a schedule whereby she will be a type of, ah, paramedical
technical guide for your complete recovery. Specially appointed for
your situation, yes. Let me add that we don't usually operate in
this unorthodox manner. Your case is a unique and fascinating one,
deserving of this added measure. All by itself, your situation is
important enough to require this increased level of scrutiny. Then,
too, your work has been outstanding. All that, you will come to
know in time. Miss Rannard will report to my office on your case
weekly, giving her able estimation of your progress. In most cases
a phone call will do. Nothing complicated or clandestine.” He
looked away from the wall to Sellene, who returned two quick,
small, perfunctory nods, then he faced the patient once
more.

“Killan, we've never had a
patient in this center for two years. Usually if we can't whip them
together in a few weeks, they're processed. That is to say,
deceased. We are not quite sure yet how all these extraordinary
measures will set with you, but so far, it does not seem to have
affected you inordinately. In this case, your current general lack
of emotion from nervous system damage has been beneficial. Do you
comprehend what I'm saying?”

The young man flinched,
not sure precisely why.

“You've been a patient for
nearly two years and you are alive, well, and continuing to improve
daily - in what has come to be known as a rather unique fashion.”
The Doctor looked to Keri Banner and mulled something over in his
mind. The smile faded momentarily, morphing into transitory
thoughtfulness.

“You
are,” he continued, “much to the dismay and discomfort of many of
my colleagues, a special medical case for that reason alone. In
addition, reports, notably from Miss Banner, demonstrate your
present recall ability, since the accident, to be 87% total. Do you
understand this?”

Killan stared a moment,
then gave a small nod.

Tillis stared back at him
for several moments, seemingly looking for something within the
patient, then continued on. “This is unusually high, Killan,
unusually high. 87% total recall, and 100% persistency! Considering
your previous malaise, that
is astounding in itself, and one of the major
factors which constitute your unfortunate low Adaptation levels. It
will continue to provide you with some problems, but, we'll discuss
more of that later. We have no analogue precisely like this;
phenomena such as these simply do not occur. Genetics has told us
that there is no known mechanism for this occurrence within present
human encoding. It must therefore be some type of mutated quantum
leap, which has lain dormant within you until recently. Perhaps the
accident facilitated it, or even caused it by some unknown
biochemical process - we just don’t know. But it is there, you must
be aware of it, and learn how to become Adaptive nonetheless. There
is certainly no societal process which would enable such a
characteristic, or encourage it in any way. Which makes you, from
many aspects, an anomaly. Such a condition normally tends toward
complete mal-Adaptation, and can be discomforting and possibly even
dangerous, but both our testing and your previous life has not
displayed any sufficiently perilous sociological tendencies to
concern us. Most of your mal-Adaptive inclinations are confined to
your superb work, and, as excellent as it has been, there is no
desire to reprogram you. Be aware that government will be looking
over your shoulders, however - as they have been - at least until
you have normally phased back into your life. Which we expect you
will do within the next several months.

“You do have to realize,
now, my boy, that this characteristic of yours, remembering nearly
everything perfectly well, is indeed an uncomfortable feature of
your personality for most people, and has no true practical
purpose. It places a great deal of stress on everyone to have you
remembering every tiny detail, every word that is said, and tends
to make others feel inadequate and less than perfect - a
mal-Adaptive state. You’ll have to watch yourself and learn some
temperance in this regard, particularly outside of your work
environment. It is quite essential that you not disturb the
perfectly Adapted state of inner peace, calm, and contentment that
all citizens are required to have. It is why The Uniform Standard
of Average was instituted many years ago, and has brought us many
decades of peace and prosperity. It is improper to strain the
psyche, or unduly upset a person’s emotional constitution. You are
intelligent enough to understand this, and to keep your singular
curiosity and scientific exactitude confined solely to your work.
Outside of your research endeavors at the laboratory, you will be
expected to behave in a normally Adaptive fashion. The testing Miss
Banner has done with you has shown you are quite able to accomplish
this, and it is why we are able to let you go to Outpatient at this
time.” He looked piercingly into Killan's eyes at the finish,
enforcing his words’ significance. The again smile faded
briefly.

“Remember what I have told you today - of course, I know that
you will - but remember the importance I stress.” He backed off,
and the smile returned to its original strength. “Remember, too,
that you will tend to affect others mal-Adaptively with that
perfect memory, even in the Lab, so try to be judicious about its
employment - which is to say, don't make flagrant use it, if you
can at all help it.” He paused again for a moment, “Although, I’m
afraid it will be very difficult not to use such a talent -
do try!”

Tillis took a deep breath
and expelled it slowly while he stared at Sellene for a long while.
Then all began to walk again.

“Miss Rannard has been
well briefed on you, but cannot be expected to show the patience of
a far more experienced and older Keri Banner. She will develop it
in time, her credentials are excellent. However, you are not the
ideal person to train on for this quality - yet there are other
characteristics which suit her most ably to this task and we
believe offset that consideration and thus require her employment
here.”

Killan thought about that
statement and its inherent illogic, that someone less capable would
be given the task, but he ignored it. Obviously, Keri would be
needed here, in the hospital, performing the bulk of the therapy
work, and would be available if he needed her.

“I want no more scientific
data on you,” Tillis continued. “We have enough, more will only add
confusion to the existing facts we already have. I want human
information now. Miss Rannard will provide this to us until you are
completely well and have effected a high level of Adaptation. Our
major concern at this juncture, in addition to your physical health
of course, is that you reach the same Adaptive level you had, ah,
attained previous to your accident. More direct scientific scrutiny
would only make you more of a medical peculiarity than you are now,
and increase any minor mal-Adaptivity. We don’t wish to do that, or
lose what brilliance you have in your research work. Besides which,
it is the consensus of the Staff that we not make you - or the
Hospital itself - any further conspicuous. The, ah, Government is
notoriously pessimistic regarding Borderline Adaptives.”

Tillis stopped again to
look over a wall from floor to ceiling; he spoke without turning.
“Please remember that, after a fashion, you will be a constant
thorn in Miss Rannard's side, salt in an ever-open wound, certainly
in the short term.” His voice was a monotony here. “This will have
the effect of lowering her own exemplary Adaptation level, at least
for brief intervals. Due to her inner strength and extraordinary
Adaptation scores, she will promptly recover, but you will always
be testing her. She does understand this, as much as it Is possible
to do so without the actual experience, and has been well prepared
for such a situation. Continue to bear in mind, particularly for
the next few months, that you can be quite a disturbing and
uncomfortable factor for the others you meet. In the unlikely event
you prove to be too much for Miss Rannard, she would be replaced
before you could do her any significant damage. We certainly do not
anticipate this eventuality, but I do want you to understand
completely the situation you are being thrust into. You're
comprehending all this, are you not?”

Killan nodded, not sure at
all that he comprehended.

Tillis turned to face him
again, making an analysis in his own mind. He raised his eyebrows,
suspecting the young man's quandary. He was a smart man, capable
and intuitive; normally these were mal-Adaptive traits, yet some
occupations, notably those related to Scientific Research, had to
endure them. Keri had explained the phenomenon to Killan earlier
when he had asked about it, but it continued to puzzle
him.

Dr. Tillis shook his head
briefly. “Killan. If you become less Adaptive for an extended
period of time, you would have to be reprogrammed, an eventuality
we wish to prevent at any cost, since, in the extreme case, the
result could very well be the destruction of everything which we
now know to be you. We don’t anticipate this, but it is important
you understand your position.

“I am compelled to mention
this, citizen, because there are several disturbing factors in your
profile. A propensity for over-inquisitiveness, endless
nonproductive questioning, stubbornness in matters where you have
little or no expertise. Collectively these can add up to a case of
irreversible mal-Adaptation, in which case one is a menace to a
peaceful society. I urge you to keep this in mind while you are
functioning out in the world.” He turned and looked directly into
Killan's eyes, staring intensely. “Act the part, Killan! Do you
understand me?”

“I believe - so,” he
replied, only partially sure.

Tillis began moving again.
“Your latest Scans indicate you to be on the proper track, but it
is important that you know what is at stake. I want you
acting properly for Sellene Rannard. I want you back to work and beginning
your research again. Two years is long enough to work on a
one-person project! Irrespective of its individual importance.
Those of us connected with it are quite at our limits.” He stopped
walking and turned to look at his comrades. “Have you anything to
offer, Miss Banner?” he asked, looking over to the attractive
therapist.

“No I don't, Doctor. I'm
sure you have stated everything quite precisely.”

“Humph,” was the task
leader's muffled response. The smile paled momentarily. “Peter?
Jansen? Either of you add anything?”

One of the men spoke up.
“I would choose to reinforce the itinerary, Dr. Tillis.” He looked
to Killan. “You shall receive all of your papers, Dr. Killan, your
Citizen's I.D. card, Credits Account card, a transcript which
retrieves your personal history up to the time of the accident, The
Code, of course, certain rules, customs, mores, and studies that
may effect your quick high Adaptation. Sellene will be showing you
your living quarters, and will be living within the same building
complex for expediency sake, although this gives neither of you the
right to infringe upon the other's legal Privacy as given in the
Precepts of The Code for any reason - unless, eventually, the two
of you enter into a formal relationship, which we wouldn’t
anticipate in the short term. Best either of you confer with me on
that before you go ahead and do anything - should that eventuality
ever occur. I’m trying to cover all the contingencies here; I don’t
mean to be implying or suggesting anything at all. You certainly do
not have the right from the Hospital by virtue of this arrangement
to infringe upon any facet of the Privacy Precept - either of you.
And Sellene, you will be in contact with this office should you
believe the need arises for us to impose on David Killan in any
way.”

The young Nurse nodded
dutifully, then looked at her charge, who returned a forced and
tentative smile at her, to the best of his abilities.

The man who had spoken,
Jansen Lillen, was an Assistant of Tillis, and nodded at his
superior, deferring to him.

The Director looked to his
other Assistant who shook his head, then spoke once more. “The four
of you get processed, eh, then let the youngsters take over for
themselves.”

The two Assistants nodded,
and all parted company, Keri Banner and Dr. Tillis going in one
direction, and the rest in another, through doors at opposite ends
of the room.

 


Chapter -3-

 


LOG

 


Monday, now a week and
three days since my relapse. I thought it best not to see Sellene
as yet over this past weekend, even though I wanted to. I was still
recovering, and she was upset enough at the extent of this last
relapse; I fear she has taken it personally. She did call on
Saturday with a worried tone in her voice, after a week of waiting,
and I told her I was much better, but that we should probably wait
until the following weekend before attempting to see each other
again. I told her, also, not to be overly concerned about me, I
would be fine. She said it was impossible not to, now that she had
given me everything she had - a phrase I recall her making that
Friday, but which I still did not precisely understand. Regardless,
I was sure that given time we would both be alright. I had told the
lab, where I worked, that I would occasionally be out due to
recurring spasms I had connected with my accident, so I knew they
wouldn’t be concerned.

I did manage to go into
the lab today, after a week absence, still feeling weakened,
however. Jeenna showed some concern for my well-being, as she
usually did, but, as attractive as the young PhD was, she had no
effect on me like Sellene; perhaps it was simply because I didn’t
focus on her. Unsurprisingly, Emmett Bakker was unperturbed,
confident of my ability to recover after the long ordeal I’d
already been through; he let Jeenna do all the querying about my
health, himself simply eager to get to work. Although he did not
give the impression that he was a particularly warm individual, I
took him to be a good and reliable man - as did Jeenna Addams - and
there was a definite comfort in that.

I’d come to find out that
Jeenna and Emmett had, shall I say, “been together” - I believe
that is the proper terminology for this type of thing - in the
early days of their relationship. I learned that these casual
intimate relationships occurred commonly between people, and were
even encouraged by government in the many Precepts of the Code, as
a means of keeping down tensions and promoting peace, harmony, and
general health among the citizens. That relationship had lasted a
few months, I estimated, with regular liaisons between them -
fairly routine for this type of thing - and then became more formal
and businesslike in the workplace.

I wasn’t exactly sure what
caused the final intimacy “split-up” between individuals - and,
naturally, it is not precisely that, since the relationship
generally continues, but without the sexual aspect, and people move
on to their next interest - rather, it was about the brief intimacy
between them which encourages overall social and psychological
health. And, as I have indicated previously, it is even
mal-Adaptive, and hence illegal as prescribed in the Code, to
refuse sexual advances of one person for another unless there is
already in place an intimate relationship with someone else - which
naturally includes marriage. People may still participate in other
sexual liaisons, but they have the legal option not to if they are
already in a relationship. I am still not certain I understand this
mechanism, but the spirit of the Code does not advance monogamy or
permanency in any way between individuals - which does not seem
very logical to me now, although it very well may be. Then again,
there is little about the Code which is truly “logical”; it is more
of a pragmatic instrument, to maintain society running smoothly and
with little stress or misery.

I must state that the
relationship between Jeenna Addams and Emmett Bakker now seems
friendly enough, but very formal and businesslike, betraying no
evidence of any previous intimacies. I can’t say that I understand
this seemingly schizophrenic-like behavior, but, perhaps it is just
me. I might ask Dr. Tillis about it sometime, how people are able
to accomplish this - passion and the closest sexual intimacies one
day, and then coolness and detachment the next. I suppose that has
always happened to one degree or the other with human beings; it
does seem a bit rapid and cold to me presently. There was ample
data in the computers about sexual rituals and comportment, some
instructional, some for enjoyment, and I had watched several. I was
amazed that the intimacies shown were quite passionate and erotic,
between people who otherwise, in everyday life, seemed reserved and
dispassionate. Each partner addressed and utilized every orifice
and part of the body in their sexual routines, while completely
submitting to the explorations and ministrations of the other,
bringing them both to a series of potent climaxes in an energetic
routine which normally lasted about an hour. I was surprised at the
endurance and capacity of individuals to be excited and orgasm as
many times as they did during any one intimate episode. Appropriate
behavior, I gathered, for the highly sexual creature society
indicated man was and genetic engineering had augmented to that
end.

The eugenics programs of
centuries ago had delivered up men and women who were all,
apparently, sexually well-endowed, exceptionally sensitive, and
very passionate in their sexual practices - in addition to being in
excellent physical shape and extraordinarily healthy. I couldn’t
help but wonder if Sellene acted like the women in those videos; as
a well-Adapted, beautiful and healthy young woman, it was
reasonable that she did - and had. I wondered again how many such
relationships she had already engaged in. By the time a young woman
as stunning as she was reached her age, her mid-twenties, there
should normally have been quite a few. That was a bothersome
thought, although I don’t quite understand why. Naturally I
wondered, also, if I would ever have the capacity to act like the
men in those instructional sex videos. I could hardly be expected
to perform in that fashion at that time, although I had to admit
that the videos did bring about some stirrings within me, which
eventually became physiologically uncomfortable. This naturally led
me to have thoughts of Sellene and I being together like that,
which gave me pangs and twinges of pain and upsettedness, forcing
me to immediately stop watching the sex videos and switch to
biochemistry and genetics data.

I had learned in my
computer researches that sexual techniques were taught to children
in school as soon as their teen years began, so important
civilization believed proper sexual behavior to be. Children began
taking prophylactic drugs at that time, and, without any diseases
to concern them, were counseled to begin sexual practices as soon
as possible, becoming fully available for sex at sixteen. Society
had learned that attempting to repress sexual advances, even from
the earliest years, did an enormous amount of damage. and actually
bred more tension, stress, and discord between human beings, in
addition to the internal stresses it produced in the individual -
thus the corrective procedures taken by the Code in building sex
into the normal fabric of everyday living. Believing there was
something evil about sex was a nearly two thousand year old
puritanical heritage that was best obliterated, and the Code, along
with eugenics practices and genetic engineering, had accomplished
just that about four hundred years ago.

When I think of my early
days at the hospital, the memories of that time are perfectly
preserved within me, as if it were this morning. I have an
appointment at the Hospital tonight, with Dr. Tillis. I'll have to
decide by then whether or not to tell him about this “relapse”
phenomenon or not. I'm not sure he had expected anything quite like
this. All his references were to some disorientation that would
quickly pass. It has always been difficult for me to tell exactly
what that man knows. Intuition tells me that there is much more to
him than I've seen, but there is no way for me objectively to
verify that. Still, regardless of how much he does or doesn’t know,
I cannot imagine any bit of information that would miraculously
change my state in any way. Of course, it is reasonable that this
would be the case.

I also wonder now what
Sellene has reported of this incident to him. My guess is nothing.
She had been rather unsettled and conflicted herself. She said,
when I spoke with her on Saturday, that she had given him a
“routine report.” She has come to care for me and consider herself
responsible for me; I do not believe she would ever do anything
that would risk my Reprogramming, regardless of the Code. I believe
that tells me a great deal about her in itself.

I feel more well than I
have for the past few days. Perhaps the episode will pass
completely and I can resume as if there had been no disturbing
event. In a few days I should be able to risk seeing Sellene again;
we’ll have to see what happens then. Meanwhile, I still have much
to do. I must get back to normalcy. Everyone wants that. Including
me.

** end report
**

 


 


Chapter -4-

 


David Killan continued
through his discharge procedures on the day he was leaving the
hospital after nearly two years of his life there. He walked
through a maze of brightly-lit, off-white, hospital corridors, in
which he quickly became lost. The others who led him knew the way
very well. One turn led to an alcove which ostensibly housed
computer links and several file cabinets, and at which Killan
received a packet of papers, envelopes, and small cards. At another
turn, the group entered a small room where an additional Staff
member greeted them then handed him his conditional discharge
papers (pending three outpatient sessions per week, days at his
discretion, providing at least one day separated any two), and a
medium sized suitcase filled with clothes suitable to a person in
his lifestyle. The Staff members shook the departing patient's
hand, smiled at Sellene Rannard, and the latter two were able to
continue their sojourn to the hospital exit.

The scientist remained
quiet, while his young female guide exhibited telltale signs of
nervous anxiety as she led him away to an exitway. They walked
through sliding glass doors and down another long, corridor made
completely of tinted plexiglass, characteristic of upper level
entryways - dubbed, simply, “Entries” - to the ever-present M.
Sellene made some cryptic and unnecessary remarks to indicate
direction as they walked, and Killan followed wordlessly, gazing
about the enormity of the city through the clear, panoramic
plexiglass.

At the end of the corridor
was a cubicle, again constructed of transparent, tinted plexiglass,
and with a colored translucent roof, approximately twenty feet
square. The roof was eight feet above its floor, all walls tinted
blue or green and polarized. There was the fabulous view from this,
the Eighth Level, as from those above, which displayed the cosmic
interlacing of the many shimmering rails on which travelled the
speedy M-bus, or M. Below them were lower level M's which circled
about and receded to the ground and below. They touched most of the
large building complexes constructed throughout the city, from
penthouse floors to underground basements, and several floors in
between for larger edifices; they aimed in every direction except
straight up and down. The Monobus could be seen travelling or
parked at the various Entries to buildings on the many levels it
operated, creating a labyrinthian mechanical fabric which laced the
megalopolis together.

Never did two monorails
intersect. Their mat silver glistened dully in the intense sunlight
that found nothing green within miles of the huge city. Rather they
carved out pieces of dense air and wove about each other. To
Killan, they seemed to have a life of their own, always moving,
coming to rest, accelerating quickly off, zipping by overhead at
blinding speed, always performing continuous duty without a sound,
a whimper, or a cry to stop. When he’d first viewed them, he
believed there would be a great deal of noise associated with such
a network, but from within the M-stat cubicles, there was none at
all. Outside, where few people ventured, they produced a nearly
inaudible “swish.”

The M-stat, which David
and Sellene now entered, was as quiet as the inside of the
hospital, except for the soft music invisibly conducted in through
tiny ducts in the clear walls themselves. One tended not to notice
the soothing music, such was its comforting character; rather one
noticed the silence when the music was not at hand. The atmosphere
was constantly conditioned and optimally comfortable, and yet
Killan paid no notice to it, still feeling very little sensation
within his skin. And yet such was the nature of the system that one
could go across the entire country and never leave the conditioned
environment of Monobus, M-stats, and conduits to the various
buildings.

He paid little attention
to the color-keyed signs, lights, and directions on the M-stat
walls. M-buses going North displayed large squares of Green on each
side, South displayed Red, East Blue, and West Yellow. The patches
automatically changed appropriately as the M shifted relative
direction from each M-stat.

The top and bottom of the
M-stats were also color-keyed to the appropriate direction when the
Monobus approached or stood at it. A single color would indicate
M's travelling only in that one direction would be stopping there
within the next half-hour; other combinations of colors indicated
the respective directions the oncoming M’s would be travelling
to.

The M-stat in which the
two now stood indicated Blue only: East. The inside wall of the
cubicle displayed changing translucent lists at the touch of an
outlined button, covering sectors the M passed through, the numbers
of the Cross-stats it stopped at (as well as M-stats), and in some
cases the building name. Killan watched as Sellene touched the
button area in the clear wall and an eerie, translucent,
holographic image was created in the two foot square viewing area.
She was now paging through lists of buildings at which the specific
M's stopped, her fingers ostensibly turning the holographic images
in space; she found what she wanted and pushed another button which
zoomed in on a map, first from an aerial view of the city, and
slowly down to the building you wished, then turned it around three
dimensionally in its setting, displaying all accesses and exits,
with a bright, thin, orange line showing the connectivity from your
current position. David shook his head, finding it all foreign,
except for the few other times he and Keri Banner had passed
through such places. Always he was instructed that it would come
back to him; Tillis added, practically, that even if it didn't, he
would get used to it since that was what existed.

Sellene Rannard did not
seem much concerned, from her partner's aspect, that he found the
world outside the hospital strange. She continued on with what was
routine to her, providing the occasional brief and friendly smile
to indicate she acknowledged her charge's existence.

The swift arrival of the
silent M was more of a materialization. One second there was
nothing there, and the next, the matt silver vehicle was parked
before them, as if it had always been there, anchored and part of
the structure which held it.

“Dr. Killan,” Sellene's
soft and girlish voice broke his fixation with the vehicle. “We are
to be located to Goldwood-Tinings, an excellent building
complex.”

“I beg your
pardon?”

“The living quarters we
are to be situated in. Goldwood is the building our apartments
we'll be housed in.” She looked at him with a puzzled expression
momentarily, then quickly brightened, smiling warmly at him. “You
can see here,” she indicated the wall hologram, “the building and
sector are shown. This is ours, the one you and I will be living
at. Come, let’s enter the Monobus and be on our way.” She extended
a hand to him as if he were a five year old child, needing to walk
close to his mother. Her shoes made no noise on the spongy soft
floor of the M-stat.

Killan took her hand, once
again noticing the revealing nature of her peach colored clothing,
semi-transparent in nature, and with thin blue trim, exhibiting a
typically excellent and full figure. He looked away quickly,
finding it physically disturbing. His view was long enough to embed
in his mind the vision of the long, light-auburn hair, almost
strawberry blonde, which fell comfortably in open curls about her
shoulders, and set off her flawlessly attractive face.

She grasped his hand and
shook it to force him to look back up at her, and into the large
golden brown eyes which smiled softly at him. “...Killan, the M
leaves in a minute! Dr. Killan - David!” She tugged on his
hand.

Even though he felt
uncomfortable being with her, still he was glad to be in her
presence; it did little to aid his reorientation. “Okay. Let's go,”
he managed.

“Are you feeling well
enough? Do you have any acrophobia?” She looked into his grey-blue
eyes, clinically searching for answers.

He could see tiny yellow
speckles within her own eyes at this range.

“I'm well enough,” he
returned.

“You do appear to be
alright. You can walk without assistance, can't you? There seems to
be no equilibrium problem. Correct?”

“No. I'm fine.”

She stared at him
professionally another moment, then led him into the M-bus,
continuing to hold onto his hand. “It will leave any second, you
know. It won't wait for you to make up your mind.”

Once again the newly
released patient noticed the enormity of the inside of a Monobus,
not at all seeming the slender worm of a thing it appeared while
moving along the distant rails. Passengers sat in three rows of two
seats each, aisles running between them. They walked halfway down
the far aisle and sat next to a window.

“I'll take the inside, Dr.
Killan. Please strap in,” she admonished.

He fumbled with the belts
lying on the seat, until finally Sellene reached over and helped
him buckle it up.

“You might be better off
with that high-G belt if you feel any height and motion sickness.
Can you swallow one of these?” She pulled a tiny yellow pill from
her matching blue bag.

He didn't answer but took
it and threw it into his mouth, quickly swallowing it. He never
questioned what it was for, choosing rather to trust the comely
young girl and make no ceremony about it.

Within seconds they felt
the positive pressure of acceleration pressing them into the
thickly padded and sculptured seats. The M-stat and hospital were
gone; everything seen within a few hundred yards of the M was a
blur.

“How far?” Killan queried
simply.

“Goldwood? Oh, it's about
ten minutes direct, I should guess. It's quite a distance from the
main Metropolis. I really haven't been out that way
recently.”

“Ten Minutes? Quite a
distance? I don't understand. That doesn't seem like a long time to
me,” Killan commented.

“Oh, I see. It's nearly
fifty miles. I think that is quite a ways away from the hospital.
The M is quite fast, you know. Even when there are many stops,
they're only forty-five second durations after the hospital. Not
many people traffic at three o'clock, so we'll have few stops. You
don't remember any of this?”

He shook his head. “There
is no driver?”

“A what?” She cocked her
head slightly. “Oh! A person who runs it! No, no. This is all
driven by computer. There is a huge central computer network that
keeps track of all the M’s, everywhere. It’s the way they’re kept
from running into each other. It begins to calculate everything and
integrate it into the system the second you push in your
destination code here.” There was a small button panel in front of
them, which she tapped three times. “The computer records it and
then stops the M when it arrives at that destination. It’s doing
that for all the M’s, everywhere, to coordinate their travel. It’s
such a big number of M-buses, I don’t knowhow it’s able to do
it.”

“How ever many the number
is, Miss Rannard, it’s a small one for the computer system, which
works with trillions of variables and billions of calculations per
second. It’s only a big number for you and I - human
beings.”

“Oh. I see.”

“And, please, with all due
respect, it is only my early memory which has lapsed, not my
intelligence. You need tell me something only once. From this point
on I will not forget it, as I think Dr. Tillis must have indicated
to you.”

“Yes, that's right. I’ll
keep that in mind, Dr. Killan. You are a singular curiosity, so
please do bear with me as I learn to adjust to you.”

He nodded. “I think I can
do that.”

“Very good. It's only that
it is difficult for me to comprehend ...”

“No! It
is difficult for me
to comprehend, Miss Rannard,” he interrupted.
“Difficult for me because I remember nothing of my existence past
two years ago. You have an entire lifetime to reflect upon. I don't
have that luxury - Sellene, is it?”

“Yes. Would - you prefer I
call you - David?” She seemed uncomfortable about it.

“If it doesn't manage to
break some precious rule or something.”

“Not exactly. The Code has
no specifications on addressing individuals of equal status
informally, provided it is accepted by both. Otherwise it could
infringe on the Privacy Precept.”

“I understand. Well,
that’s fine then.” He put his head back and closed his
eyes.

“Are you continuing to
feel well, Dr. Killan? You do seem ill at ease.”

“Fine, Miss
Rannard!” he exaggerated
with a twinge of sarcasm.

“Oh, sorry. David.” She
pronounced the name perfunctorily.

“Don't be sorry, Sellene.
Be calm. According to Dr. Tillis, you'll be needing it.”

He closed his eyes again
and the two were silent until they reached their
building.

“Doctor - David, we're
here,” she said in a gentle and pleasing voice.

Killan looked out the
window. “We're always 'here,' Sellene. It is only that 'here'
changes.”

“I beg your pardon?” she
responded feeling somewhat insulted.

“Nothing. Merely a
philosophical point. You fixate on those when you have nothing to
do but lie in bed trying to remember your whole life for a couple
of years. Not important. Don't mind me. Please.” He attempted to
move, but found himself held.

“Hurry, David! This is a
forty-five second stop, and we've just stopped.” She unhooked his
belt and helped pulled him up.

They walked quickly to the
exit door, finding a bar in the way.

The Nurse extended her
hand and put her palm over the scanner next to the exit door,
causing the bar to instantaneously pull back, then went through.
“Do the same as I did!” she called quickly to him, holding on to
one of his hands. The exit bar had pushed closed again and now
separated them.

Killan looked down at the
bar and thought briefly about the process, not recognizing
it.

“Hurry!” Sellene called to
him.

The Scientist-patient
extended his hand as she had done, placing his palm on the scanner
and watched the exit bar get immediately sucked in again, allowing
passage. He quickly walked through, momentarily tripping over his
feet and nearly falling on his face.

Sellene held one hand over
her lips, suppressing a slight laugh, before she remembered her
duty. “You didn’t remember this, did you,” she stated. “I’ll have
to be more careful as to how I conduct you about.”

Her patient shook himself
off, straightening his clothes. “I was sure we went past forty-five
seconds,” he said defensively.

“I'm quite sure we did,”
she said, once more amused now that she had seen no ill effects on
her ward.

“Shouldn’t it have taken
off then?”

“You were in the exitway.
The computer knows. It will hold the M until you leave safely. It
will never let you be injured. It can always make up the time in
increased travelling speed to keep on schedule.”

“Fortunate.” He looked
back on the vehicle, which instantly began to move away, not quite
trusting it yet. He watched as it swooshed into the
distance.

“Come with me, David.
Let's see the apartments we’ve been given. I'm sure they'll be
nice, since you are such an important personage.” She spoke with
some enthusiasm. “I'm anxious to see my new quarters, and if
they've yet moved all my things into it.”

She walked briskly ahead,
while Killan did his best to keep up. He followed her down the
entryway, through the sliding glass doors, and into the building
proper. There was an “8" on one of the doors indicating the level
they were on.

Sellene viewed a piece of
paper in her hand. “You're on ten, in fifteen,” she called to
Killan. “I'll be down on seven, in one.” She glided over to the
elevator and pushed “UP.”

“Why would they put us so
far apart?” the scientist asked.

“Oh, I don’t know,
exactly, but it’s probably what was readily available. Besides,
it’s not that far. The lifts are very quick,” she informed him.
“Now, we'll go to your room first and get you situated. We can
leave all your things and then I can give you any orientation you
might require before I settle in my own quarters. I have not been
advised, Dr. Killan - I’m sorry, David - on just what things you
might have forgotten, you can help me with that. You must explain
to me sometime exactly how that memory loss occurred. No one told
me, only that you have one.”





Chapter -5-

 


LOG

 


It’s Tuesday, a week and
four days since my Friday relapse. I went to the lab for half a day
today, but I was still somewhat tired and left early. My strength
and health are gaining, but I still get twinges of weakness and
pain from time to time. The “relapse” has taken more out of me than
I would have thought. My eyes are tired and my muscles ache with
over-use, almost like they did when Sellene first walked me out of
the hospital after my discharge months earlier. I need more time to
relax. Take some pain killers and nerve relaxers, calm my body,
maybe get out and walk around outside for a time. Trees, flowers,
foliage, animals, they should have rejuvenating effects. I will
have to travel to the outskirts to find them. There are some video
carts I have to get back to the library archives Saturday.
Hopefully I will be healthy enough to see Sellene this weekend. At
least I am planning on it. I have no idea what that will bring this
time, but, for the time being, I need to rest.

** end report
**

 


I slept for nearly an
hour. I was more tired than I’d thought. I decided against a trip
to the outskirts at this time, giving a mind to as yet
unpredictable future fatigue. I looked over my report again,
finding it needless. I remembered everything in it accurately. The
computer did a good job of transferring my speech to words.
Fortunately I read the programming paragraph into it which contains
all the phonemes and my word patterns early on, so speech
translations are done very well by it.

I punched in the video and
looked over some of the year's main news events. Nothing revealing
or momentous there. Some pathetically minor transgressions against
the Code, a couple of people given therapy. The real fear is
complete Reprogramming, which I can attached little sense to. Why
there would be the shame and dread connected with a thing which
would bring one in line with society's most precious state makes
little sense. Perhaps a person who has undergone Reprogramming
would feel much like I did when I awoke after my accident. That,
perhaps, gives me a new perspective. What if that is what happened
to me in actuality, I hypothesized. And my so-called accident was
merely a ruse I was told to cover up the memory of the fact that I
had to be reprogrammed. I dismissed that as too expansive and
preposterous a feat for society to accomplish. More likely this was
my self-centered reflections upon myself and my condition after so
long a time of lonesome hospital confinement.

I've read some on the
ancient societies, since my hospital stay. I've found some of these
ancient customs to be more palatable than those of the current
status quo, despite the danger they entailed. This is not a fact I
can speak about, naturally, due to its mal-Adaptive nature. Perhaps
another of my many peculiarities which currently single me out from
the population at large. I hope that with time I will be able to
merge more completely with it, since the consequences of that
mal-Adaptation would be Reprogramming, and although I would lose
only those few new memories I have, one of them would be Sellene,
and I definitely wouldn’t want that. Maybe I'm beginning to
understand this fear.

** end report
**

 


 


Chapter -6-

 


David and Sellene had gone
up the elevator into the apartment complex they would see for the
first time; the lift moved with the rapidity of the M's. It stopped
on the tenth floor and exited its two occupants, who walked down
the long hallway to apartment fifteen.

The girl placed her hand
over the scanner plate, receiving an “Admitted Occupant” response
on the screen. She smiled at the efficiency of the Hospital staff.
No one but she and David Killan would be admitted, and of course
people in authority, who had access everywhere with proper warrant
and credentials. The door unlocked and she turned the knob, walking
them both in. Inside, they stepped onto a thick, tightly-woven red
carpet which covered an elevated foyer. There was a white,
decorative, simulated wrought-iron railing separating it from a
three-step sunken livingroom. Furnishings of couches and chairs
were in various shades of red, orange and gold, marking a
relatively bright room. There were several bookcases with a variety
of volumes already in them, a built-in sound system, wet bar, and a
small plasma fireplace.

”Oh my,”
Sellene commented as the two surveyed the rooms for the first time,
“you've really gotten the VIP Executive treatment. Your work at the
Research Center must be terribly important.”

“Is this unusual? It seems
merely like a room,” Killan replied.

Sellene closed the door
behind them and turned up the brightness level. There were no
apparent lighting fixtures, illumination provided from hidden
locations within the walls and ceilings.

“Yes,”
Sellene answered his question as she walked down the stairs and
into the large main room, “this is an expensively put together
apartment. You have large windows with wall-length draperies, and a
great view overlooking the city. It's all very plush. No doubt
soundproofed walls. It would be wonderful if mine were constructed
as well.” She fidgeted with a wall plate, and the color of the
lighting within the room changed from white to yellow to pink. “And
you've got Chromillume, too! This is a wonderful living place.”

“Sellene! Take it easy on
my tender eyes. Could you please find a gentler
setting?”

“Oh,
certainly, Dr. - David.” She adjusted it down to a dimmer
pinkish-white. “It might be a bit cool for you in here, too,” she
stated as she looked at the temperature-humidity indicator on the
wall. “No one’s been living here for awhile.
Temperature seventy-four, humidity fifty
percent,” she called out. The auto air
conditioning in the room immediately adjusted
accordingly.

Killan walked down the
stairs and into the livingroom, plunking down on an L-shaped couch
and dropping his suitcase and papers in front of him. “Comfortable
enough. I'm sure I'll do a lot of relaxing on this. Probably a lot
of writing and studying too. Casual working should help me
greatly.”

The young Nurse had
disappeared into the back rooms. She stuck her head out into the
hallway. “You have a nice study back here, and two large bedrooms.
You’ll be very happy and relaxed here.” She walked back into the
livingroom. “I'm sure this will aid your complete recovery. Are you
feeling well now?”

“I'm as fine as I get
these days, but I am weary. I think I'm more interested in the
bedroom than anything else right now.”

“I beg your pardon?”
Sellene returned quickly, then brightened her expression. “Oh! You
need sleep. Of course. I had better be leaving then. Can I help you
with anything before I go?”

“No. I can think of
nothing I need but rest at the moment. You can call me in an hour
or two, if there is anything that we need to do then. We should
probably get together and pool our intelligence, get to know each
other better, see what directions we'll be going in.”

“That sounds right. I
shall be talking to you later, then.”

She gave Killan a quick
medical stare and then turned and walked toward the doorway. He
watched her glide elegantly across the floor and up the stairs,
noting the beautiful form and shape of her legs and hind quarters.
She wore nearly transparent, silvery, glistening hose which only
added to her angelic beauty.

He inhaled deeply, noting
that his stomach felt queasy. He elected not to go to the bedroom,
but fell back on the plush couch and closed his eyes. He would eat
something later, when he woke.

When the phone buzzed,
Killan quickly assessed the interval to be more than an hour since
Sellene had left. He still felt groggy and stiff. He rose slowly,
testing himself for balance and pain, finding he felt well enough
not to complain. He could not immediately ascertain where the phone
alert was coming from, or even that it was a phone alert. That was
the most reasonable source, he supposed. He noticed a small, grey,
grapefruit-sized quarter-sphere blinking a yellow light atop the
table in front of the couch. Instinctively he reached out and
touched it. Immediately he heard the familiar female voice come out
of it with excellent fidelity.

“David? This is Sellene
Rannard. How are you feeling?” It sounded as if she were standing
right there, in the room.

“I'm not always sure,” he
muttered to himself.

“Really? Are you feeling
any pain? We have meds for that.” There was genuine concern in her
voice.

“You
can hear me?”

“I thought the reason you took so long
to respond was due to your forgetting how the phone system
operated. I'll have to become more attuned. I thought you would be
bright enough to reason it out. You can speak from anywhere in the
room. There is one type of phone device or another in every room,
and they will pick you up wherever you go as you move through the
apartment. They can be programmed to be voice activated. Yours
probably is already.”

“Convenient.” He began
rubbing the back of his neck. “How do you call someone on this
thing? I don't see any way of getting it done. It’s just a little,
smooth, blob of a thing.”

He could hear her muted
giggle. “You touch the top and speak the numbers. Or, just say
‘CALL’ and the number you want. If the person’s name is programmed
into it’s memory, you just have to say ‘CALL’ and then the name,
and it will connect you. I should think there would already be
several numbers programmed into yours - the hospital, the lab,
mine, and so forth. It's a very handy little thing, truly. Can’t
get along without it.”

“I guess so. How long has
it been since you were here?”

“Nearly two and a half
hours. I wanted to give you time to rest. I've been calling for an
hour, I was worried about you. However, I knew Dr. Tillis wouldn't
have let you out of the hospital if you were very ill. He did say
you would need periods to organize input.”

“An understatement,” he
mumbled in a whisper.

“What was that? I didn’t
quite get it.”

“I say, it sounds enough
like Tillis.”

There was a pause before
anyone spoke again.

“You should be hungry now,
David. Are you able to work the kitchen yet?”

“Work it? I’m not sure I
know what that means. I haven't tried. I thought you’d be coming
here to show me all the paraphernalia. You have clearance, why
didn't you simply come up? I thought all that was part of your
job.”

“I am supposed to
demonstrate anything to you which will aid your recovery and make
you completely Adaptive. Do you find this to be one of them?” Her
voice seemed abrupt.

“Miss
Rannard, everything
is one of them. My only recollections are from
two years in a hospital. I would appreciate it if you could come up
and help me with dinner. I seem to be hungry.” He spoke without
emotion, also giving no mind to how he would be
interpreted.

The was a momentary
silence, after which the half-grapefruit spoke again. “Yes, Dr.
Killan. I shall be right up to aid you.”

Killan opened his mouth to
say something, but realized he would be speaking to air. The signal
was closed off. He leaned back against the couch. He would have to
be more thoughtful about his speech with this young woman. It was
only seconds before he heard the chime at the door.

“Oh no,” he mumbled to
himself. “She wants me to get up and open the door? What kind of
Nurse is she?” He waited until it dawned on her to open the door
herself and enter.

He heard the door locks
release. The Nurse walked resolutely and quietly through the
doorway, down the steps, and in front of the couch.

“I didn’t know if you
wanted me to enter or not. I took the chance that you
did.”

“It’s not much of a
chance, Sellene. Please feel free to enter anytime you like. You
have my permanent permission as of this moment.”

“I didn’t want to infringe
on the Privacy Precept. The doctors told us at the hospital that
our arrangement doesn’t allow us to break it, you’ll
recall.”

The scientist shook his
head. “Miss Rannard, with all due respect, how are you going to
perform your Nursing duties if you constantly have to ask me if
it’s alright for you to do them? When you rang the chime, I could
have been dying on the floor, and you’re out there waiting for me
to answer it and give you permission to come in. That’s a little
bit crazy, don’t you think?” He tried not to show his annoyance
with what was to him the obvious illogic of the privacy
rule.

The young Nurse took in a
breath and then sighed. “Alright. Fine. I do see your point. It
does make sense with the current arrangement we have.”

“Thank you. Sorry to be a
bother. Again, you have my lifetime permission to enter my life and
do whatever you need to if you believe it is at all
required.”

Killan could see that she
wasn’t going to be immediately comfortable with that system, but
would have to resign herself to it if she was going to perform her
duties at all.

“Did you find your bed
comfortable?” she asked, changing the subject.

“I didn't use it. I rested
right here.”

“Did you feel
ill?”

“No. Just tired. I'm
fine.” He scanned the girl once again, finding her to be clad in a
green version of the outfit she wore before, as formal looking and
similarly revealing of her exquisite figure as the previous. He
wondered how many times a day she changed; it had only been a
couple of hours. “So, you’ll come in anytime you like. It will be
fine with me. I would guess that's why you were given clearance in
the first place. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be necessary.”

“If I consider it an
emergency - or, at least, important. We must not take the Privacy
Precept lightly under any condition,” she stated firmly, then
walked through the livingroom and into the kitchen.

“This is not going to be
as easy as I thought,” Killan mumbled to himself.

“We will both have to get
used to this relationship, Dr. Killan,” she called out from the
kitchen, rummaging about. “I can see how this will be, in itself,
rather mal-Adaptive.”

“Is that right? Even for a
sick patient who is under your vigilance?”

“You're not that sick, but
I suppose that is enough leeway not to worry about it.”

“Excellent.”

“You are quite sure about
this, Dr. Killan?”

“David. Yes. If I change
my mind, you'll be the first one I tell.” He got up and walked into
the kitchen. “Find anything to make?”

“There are enough frozen
things we can put in the oven. Are you very particular about your
diet?”

“Not at all; I still can't
taste much. It doesn't matter, as long as it's nourishing. I seem
to be hungry a lot these days.”

“You're still recovering,
building new tissue. The regenerative drugs you’re taking would
stimulate that. It would be fairly normal. Here, let me demonstrate
the use of your galley.”

“Later. Just make the
food. Tell me, how serious is this Privacy Precept thing I keep
hearing you and others mention?”

She turned and looked at
him seriously for a brief moment. “You’re serious? You actually
don't know?”

“Would I have
asked?”

She sighed, softly. “No, I
suppose not. Are you always this direct and abrupt, or is there
something you specifically dislike about me which causes you to be
rude? If so, you should tell me so I can relay it to Dr. Tillis,
and he can get you another Nurse.”

“You hate this job
already?” He wasn’t sure he was being humorous or not.

“No. I
don’t hate it. But I can see how it can provide problems and discomforts
to both of us. Your health is of utmost importance, so we should
use that as a primary guideline.”

Killan stared at her a few
moments, saying nothing as he ran that concept around his
brain.

“So?” she asked,
apparently waiting for some kind of answer.

“Uhm - I didn’t think I
was being rude. I like everything I've seen about you so far. If I
appear that way, it's only because my external amenities have not
yet had the chance to come up to par. I'm afraid I am always rather
direct, as you see it - scientist stuff. Research is not a
particularly diplomatic type of business. Keri Banner and Dr.
Tillis said it would have this kind of effect on people. Frankly, I
don't particularly see it - which I suppose is a good part of the
problem.”

“I’m beginning to
understand the scope of what they have confronted me with in this
job. That was why they checked to see that my Adaptivity tests
scored very highly.”

“No doubt.”

“What do you remember of the Privacy Precept of The Code?”

“Sellene, I don't even
remember the Code. I've been getting the drift of it over the past
several months, but I don't really know what it's all about - or
really why. It
seems rather silly.”

“Oh my.” Her eyes went
beautifully blank for nearly a full minute. “That is basic
information given in elementary schooling. I don't know where I’m
going to begin.”

“Don't worry about that.
Just tell me what I need to know at the time. I've got a copy of
the thing, I'll read it over the next day or two. I'll memorize it
quickly. That won't be a problem. Feeling comfortable with it -
that would appear to be a problem.”

“But, how can you remember
your name, and everything about your profession and not The Code?
It’s over four hundred years old! How could they let you out of the
hospital not knowing it?”

“Excellent questions. Apparently your briefing was far too
brief. But to answer your first query, I didn't
remember anything.
Specifically. Everything I know about myself and
the world in general I more or less learned in the last couple of
years. Could you work a little faster on that nourishment? I begin
to get weak when I've been without it for over a few
hours.”

“Oh, yes, I’m sorry.” She
turned and quickly raised the illumination level in the
galley.

Killan stared at her as
she moved about in their relatively close quarters, noticing every
ample curve and provocative motion. It provided him with a sicker
feeling in his stomach. Several twitches in his neuromuscular
system broke his concentration.

“Uhm, Sellene,” he said
uncomfortably, “how are you doing with that dinner? I'm feeling a
bit weak.”

She turned and measured
him quickly. “You look the same. Your metabolism must still not be
regulated. We'll be done with this - ah-h, there. All done. Come,
eat some of this.”

They sat and ate some
nutritious soup, David Killan shakily wolfing down his portion,
while his companion picked at her own.

“I think you ought to eat
that more slowly. It's very hot.”

“I'm fine,” he said
between gulps.

“There
is steam coming out of your mouth, Dr. Killan! It has to be
hot.”

“Is there? I told you my
senses are not a hundred percent.”

“Yes, blow on it a little,
and eat more slowly, so you don't burn yourself.”

He slowed his
pace.

Sellene had also prepared
some chopped meat, which Killan also assimilated with relish. When
he was done, he felt better, less shaky and weak, his stomach less
upset.

“I can see that you're
feeling better. You have more color. For you.”

“Yes. Thank you for
helping me with the kitchen. I needed the food.” He stared across
the table at the comely Nurse, somewhat buoyed. At once the thought
of her face in his farthest recollections came to mind. “I want to
ask you something which is important to me.”

“Of course. Go ahead.” She
looked at him with interest. “That’s part of my job.”

“Do you recall the first
time you saw me after my accident all those months ago? You must
have known from the condition you saw me in at the time that it
would take a long time for me to mend. From what Doctor Tillis and
Keri Banner told me, I was in so many pieces, I’m lucky to be
alive.”

“When exactly are you
talking about, David? I don't think I remember that.”

“The first time you saw me
at the hospital, in my early days, when I was all broken
up.”

“I'm sorry, but the first
time I've ever had the occasion to see you was this morning in the
Relaxing Room at the Hospital, when Doctor Tillis introduced
us.”

“No-no-no. That's not
right. I saw you before. You must remember, when I was bandaged up
and in intensive care. I saw your face when you made rounds for
whatever reason.”

Her face was blank as she
searched her memory.

“Sellene, I was the most
notorious case in modern medical history, one of a kind. You were a
Student Nurse. You had to know about me. You had to make rounds.
You simply had to see me. There would be no way for you to avoid
it.”

“No, David, you are
mistaken. I do remember reading some things about you, but it was
never part of my formal curriculum. There was nothing I could have
done for you then. I was never with traumatically ill patients, not
ever in my life. Exactly what happened to you, a bad accident of
some kind?”

Killan looked deep into
the beautiful golden brown eyes. “You're not joking. How can it be
that you never knew about my accident? I had to be right under your
nose.”

“Dr. Tillis said you were
recovering from severe shock. I thought you might have had a bad
accident, since there is little other reason besides old age to be
in a hospital, and you are not old. However, I didn't really give
much thought to the extent of the seriousness. That's all I
actually know about you.”

Killan was
confused.

“Listen, Keri - I mean,
Sellene - I have a distinct memory in those earliest days when I
was coming back to consciousness. I know I saw your face. There is
no doubt.”

“Oh-h, I see. No-no,
David, the semi-conscious mind is a very tricky mechanism. I’m sure
you imagined a great many things, and one of them might have been
seeing a face which resembled my own. We are all very similar and
healthy after all, conforming to the Uniform Standard of Average,
you know. If you don't remember all these things, it is likely that
at the time you simply confused my image with another's. Keri
Banner’s, most likely.” She smiled consolingly at her
charge.

Killan shook his head
thoughtfully. “No. That’s not it. I'm very sure it was you. But why
wouldn't you remember?”

“It wasn't me, David,
that's why.”

“No. You're forgetting my
memory, near total recall.”

“I know about that. But it
was probably not in effect at that time. You were very ill. Don't
exaggerate this out of proportion. It really doesn't matter at all
whether I was there or not, it has no significance.”

“That may be true. I’m not
sure yet. It's only that the image was so persistent, something I
clung to as real when I was coming out of the darkness. And then
here you were again today. Keri said it was her, that there was no
other person that ministered to me from the very first.”

“There you have it. Why
would you pursue this any further? I'm not sure I understand
this.”

“Because I have a clear
picture in my mind of your face, which I didn't see again until
today. I'm a scientist, Sellene. When things don't make sense, I
pursue them until they do.”

“One of the many reasons I
never opted for research - much too mal-Adaptive stuff. Still, I
haven't seen you before today; Keri says that you haven't seen me
before. You should have a solution in that you made a mistake. My
goodness, I'm truly surprised that I wasn't told the extent of your
injuries and affliction. The physicians told me not to ask you
about it, because it might cause some sort of shock
reaction.”

“Yes. And naturally you
wouldn't pry because of this privacy thing.”

“Of course! I think you
had best read The Code and familiarize yourself with its many
tenets, so you can understand how the world is operating. You can
get yourself into a great deal of difficulty otherwise.”

“I'll be doing that soon.
But you still don't understand the little problem we have
here.”

“What problem? I don’t see
a problem.”

“When I persisted with
this image of you in my mind, when I mentioned it to Dr. Tillis
several times, after initially dismissing it, he said he rechecked
the records because I seemed so sure, and found that I actually had
seen you that day, when you were on some type of Student Nursing
rounds.”

“Really!” The girl thought
to herself for some moments. “Well, if Dr. Tillis said the records
show I saw you, then I must have seen you. We don't all have your
type of memory, you know. I saw so many things in those days of
long hours and many studies, I'm sure I don't remember all of them.
It's not unusual for most of us to forget some things,
certainly.”

“Certainly,” he mimicked.
“It bothers me how easily you accept whatever is thrown at you from
your authority figures. Don't you see any problem here?”

“Frankly, no, I don't. I think it is, rather, bothersome
that you do. You would be much better off studying The Code and not
spending wasted time with trivia such as this.”

“I don't know, something
isn't adding up here, and I can't put a finger on what it is. I
suppose it could just be me.”

She stood and walked to
where Killan was sitting. She put a hand on his shoulder. “David,
it is normal to be confused about things after an injury and a long
hospital stay. Don't give it too much importance. Read The Code,
relax, look over your studies again and re-familiarize yourself
with your occupation. Do these constructive things and you will get
better quickly. Everything will eventually fall into place. Don't
spend much time with any one small event. You see, in this case, it
simply doesn't matter whether you saw me or not. Let us say that
you did, and that I don't remember because you have a better
memory. It is an obscure fact that Dr. Tillis had to research in
order to find. Pay no attention to these little details. Look to
the important job you have of getting well and becoming a
productive member of society again. That is your main
priority.”

“All right, but just
indulge me for a few more seconds on this, would you?”

She sighed once more, then
went back to her chair and sat down. “Go ahead.”

“What if - Dr. Tillis
really knew all along that I had seen you, and wanted to prevent me
from knowing that?”

“He wouldn't do
that.”

“But he may
have.”

She shook her head. “I
will indulge your point, David, understanding you are a scientist.
Even if that were so, the Doctor would have had a good reason, such
as not providing you with confusing images. He would have wanted a
bond to develop between you and your therapist, Keri; that would be
standard therapeutic procedure. He would have simply tried to push
the other out of your mind to continue with the strongest
rehabilitation.

“This incredible memory of
yours does provide you with many problems, which is why the Doctors
told you not to employ it too much. You find yourself wrapped up in
trying to solve little problems, reconcile insignificant events.
This is all terribly inefficient, and why this type of behavior is
generally proscribed - although, exceptions are made for those in
your occupation. No good comes from it in everyday life. Leave it
alone, and get on with your healing.”

“I'm getting nowhere with
this, am I?”

“Of course not. There is
nowhere to get to. Relax, this is not a big incident. Learn what is
productive to society, and don't pursue these insignificant little
things.”

“Sellene, it is the pursuing of these little things that is
the major characteristic of my job. That is why the government
finds me so important a person, for all this
work I've done, whatever
it is. You don't simply turn it off.”

“Yes you do! Read The
Code, and you will see that is precisely what you do. Your position
is important because you use your scientific investigative ability
on those scientific things you're working on, not on petty things
in your daily life like you have been. If there is productivity and
efficiency in it for society, that is what you should be doing. If
there is no efficiency or productivity in it, then you should
not.

“We all have to exercise a
bit of will power to function correctly. Because someone has a
talent in some area, it does not mean they should use it all of the
time for everything else.”

“I can see why they
selected you. You are really quite well-Adapted, aren't you.” He
made it a statement.

“Thank you! Yes, I am. And
I want to make you as Adaptive as is possible. I do understand that
you have the kind of occupation that does incorporate borderline
mal-Adaptive elements in it, and which you are allowed. You have a
talent in that area, and it will always provide you with some
problems in normal Adaptation. The task here will be to minimize
the more troublesome aspects of this, and run the rest of your life
normally.”

“Certainly. You won't have
to beat me over the head with this anymore. I get the
picture.”

“Good. I think you would
best be served now by finding something simple to read that will
help with your memories of the past. There is a lot of material for
you to digest. I'll get back to my apartment, if you have no
further urgent need of me.”

“Do
I need something urgent and important for you to stay?”

“Well, I would only assume
that you would wish to be alone in your studies and recollections.
There is nothing I can do for you in that regard.”

“What if I just want you
to provide me with comfort?”

She became suddenly stern.
“What do you mean?”

“Comfort! As in helping me
feel more at ease with my life. Like what Nurses are supposed to
do, and why they exist in the first place.”



“Yes. I see,” she
answered, maintaining her stern attitude. “Dr. Killan. My job is
not to live with you. You do understand that, don't you? I still
have my own life to live, and I do need my own Privacy much of the
time.”

“Aren't you supposed to be
on call for me, so to speak, if I need you for something? Around
the clock?”

“To a point. I'm certainly
not going to stay with you all the time. This is not something that
the Hospital would want.”

“What if I want it
anyway?”

Her golden eyebrows
furrowed as she gazed skeptically at him. “What is it you think
you're going to receive from me? I have a limited responsibility
here, as important as you may be. You - you aren't insinuating
anything - sexual - ” She shook her head as she posed the question.

“I don't think so. Sit
down for a second and relax.”

She did so, tentatively,
on the edge of the L-shaped couch opposing Killan.

“Try to
see this from my viewpoint. I have no one to trust, no one I can
confide in - no one I remember! I need you to help me,
more than any - perfunctory
job description you may have. I need you more
than that. I have to find out who I am, what I am. All
this - ” He grasped the
pile of paperwork he had gotten from the hospital, “is
gobbledegook. It's useless. I know most of it already and it does
nothing for me. There has to be someone who is concerned enough
about one human being - this
human being - to help put me back together.
Psychologically. And that is, after all, the general intent of your
instructions and duties.”

She shook her head quickly
for a brief moment. “I don't know if I can get that close to you,
David. I understand what kind of a problem that must be - oh my.
Your entire condition is always on the borders of mal-Adaptation:
illegality. By virtue of your work status you're able to skirt many
of the Precepts - providing the government is apprised of them all,
naturally. What you're asking me to do is give up my independence,
my Privacy, to skirt the laws along with you and find something
that may be - I don’t know what! I don't think I'm strong
enough for that.”

“I think you are. You’re
here.”

“Well - perhaps if we had
been sexmates before, I would have such a stake in your life, but,
as bluntly as I can put it, there is nothing between us but Nurse
and patient, essentially my job. I can't become that kind of close
to you, live with you and around you as much of the time as you
might want. Even sexmates are not together all the time. The Code
is correct when it prescribes intervals of separation even between
the closest of companions. It's not healthy for people to
fraternize too much; eventually it breeds discontent. And you
cannot expect me to engage in something like that when - we aren't
even sexually interested.”

“This is going to be much
harder than I thought.”

“I'm
sure it will be. I believe that is a normal response. You've come a
long way with hard work and the patience of the Hospital staff.
Don't be in a hurry to do everything all at once. This is a common
feeling in all therapy. Patients want everything back right away.
It doesn't happen like that. That's why we refer to it
as therapy - instead of magic.”

“Yes, although you could
use a little more magic around here. In your life, too, it
seems.”

“We have what we have.
We're taught to be happy with it, as we're all telling you. It's
just going to take some time.” She sat closer to her patient, a
more comforting and confidant attitude predominating.

David watched her as she
moved closer to him, her skirt higher on her lovely long legs,
exposing their elegant shape. It brought further feelings of pain
and discomfort to his abdomen and stomach area. His eyes closed
momentarily, allowing the disagreeable sensations to
pass.

When he opened them again,
he had another question. “Tillis said you were thought to be best
for this job. Do you?”

“I wouldn’t question their
word. They are older. wiser, and more knowledgeable than I am. It
is not my position to doubt their recommendation. I will simply
perform my duties the best I'm able.”

“And if I need
more?”

“I'm not sure what you're
referring to, but if any more is needed, it will be provided by the
Hospital.”

He nodded. “This is a dead
end with you, isn't it?”

“I wouldn't put it that
way. I would rather refer to it as appropriate therapy for a
patient.” She scrutinized him professionally. “You're head is damp,
and your pulse is too fast for being at rest, 140. How are you
feeling?”

“A shade worse than
average. It'll pass. It always does.”

“This happens often, for
no apparent reason?”

“Every now and
then.”

“Take these.” She pulled
some pills out of her purse for him.

He swallowed them
instantly.

“I'll leave these for you
in the medicine cabinet in the sanitary room of your sleeping
chambers.” She stood up and disappeared into his room.

Killan lay back on the
couch, putting his feet up, attempting to relax. The Nurse returned
and sat again on the couch next to him. She checked his signs once
more.

“Slowing down. That's
good. Strange that it would happen now, while you're
resting.”

“You can't stay here
tonight? There's plenty of room. After all, it's the first night
I've been out of the Center.”

She stared blankly at him
for several moments. “David, I'm only down a few flights. I can be
here in seconds if you need anything.”

“What I need is for you to
be here.”

“I
can't do that. It's not called for, and it's just barely legal. I
hardly even know you.”

“Why don't you call Tillis
and ask him?”

“I couldn't do
that!”

“Why?”

“He'd
know it was - was wrong!”

“You think so, huh. I
don't.” He continued to speak from his prone position on the couch.
“I'll call him.
Can't be anything wrong with that. They already think I'm a
borderline case. Asking can't hurt me any more. Right?”

“I - I don't know. I think
you ought not to do this.”

Killan sat up and searched
for the phone again. “How do I get him? You must know.”

“Call: Dr. Franklin
Tillis,'” she spoke into the air. “He should be in there. You can
add new names as you get them, say ‘call,’ and the phone system
connects you. If the name is not in memory, it will ask you for the
number the first time.”

“Right,” Killan replied.
“Handy.”

“Tillis!” The voice came
out of the small quarter-grapefruit with perfect
clarity.

“Doctor. This is David
Killan.”

“Yes, Killan. Something go
wrong already?”

“Well, no, not exactly. I
was feeling kind of weak and faint. Sellene cooked something up for
me.”

“Is she there
now?”

“Yes.”

“Miss Rannard, be sure
that he eats something every three hours. He burns up nutrients at
a voracious rate. Will for awhile.”

“Yes, Doctor,” she replied
timidly.

“That brings me to the
point, Dr. Tillis. Sellene is very proper about her role in all
this, and doesn't want to do anything that is, well, illegal, or
anything like that. But since this is my first day out, I asked her
if it would be possible for her to stay here the night. She didn't
think so, but I believe it would be a good idea at least for the
next day or two. I don't know how to work the kitchen yet, and I'm
a little disoriented when I use up all my energy. I may not be able
to call her if I needed her that badly.”

“Mm-m-m,” the Doctor's
voice came from the small box, clearly. “I can see her predicament.
Unorthodox as it is, Miss Rannard, it might not be a bad idea to
stay. We know the apartments are large enough. We'll clear it
though government with the appropriate paperwork so there is no
question of mal-Adaptation. If you feel pressured, take one of the
tranquilizers.”

“Yes, Doctor Tillis,” she
replied dutifully.

“Anything else,
Killan?”

“No, sir. Well, perhaps
one thing. How long can we keep this arrangement going?”

“Not long! Call me each
day. We want you on your own as quickly as possible. I'll see you
in a couple of days.” He clicked off.

“There. Satisfied?” the
patient said.

Sellene remained quiet for
a few minutes. Then, “I'll go downstairs to take care of a few
things, then be back promptly. I'll stay in the other sleeping
room. Will that be good enough?” she said perfunctorily.

“You don't seem very happy
about it.”

“I'm not. I'll return
shortly.”

“Thank you.” He watched as
she departed silently.

 


 


Chapter -7-

 


LOG

 


As I think about it now,
early Tuesday evening - a week and four days after my relapse - I
realize that Sellene was unhappy about being thrown together with
me in those early days of our relationship. So much pain being
brought by something I seemed to have little control over. Even at
that time, I felt I needed her in my life, although I did not know
precisely why; she was the answer to something in my past. I had to
find out more about this “Code.” I was sent out without any real
knowledge of it, except for the few things that Keri mentioned to
me in passing; yet it seemed I was expected to know it.

I picked up the papers the
Doctors had given me at the hospital. I pulled the inch thick
booklet that comprised “The Code” and all its Precepts and
explanations. I knew I'd be able to memorize it quickly, then I
could ponder it later as the rest of my life unfolded.

I began reading quickly,
wondering if there would be anything I remembered of it. There
wasn't.

“The Unified CODE of The
States,” the title of the booklet glared at me, “Sixty-eighth
Amendment to the Constitution of the United States.”

“Sixty-eighth,” I said
aloud. I did not recall it. It seemed like a lot of amendments. I
thought it odd that a thing which was perfectly formed needed
sixty-eight changes to make it better.

The pages were voluminous
and wordy, many sections and subsections duplicating other sections
of the Amendment. It did not seem very rationally or intelligently
written. But then who was I to question. Some scientist. No doubt
legal minds found reasons for every word.

There were proscriptions
and remedies, crimes against the State, against humanity, against
science, against individuals, against society, against the
Standard. The Preamble to “The Code” stated its purpose, to
“safeguard the highest devotion to Individual Freedom by ensuring
the peace, sanctity, and security of the Common Good.” It seemed
that the Common Good was only kept intact by providing a certain
level of standardization amongst human beings, which was referred
to as the Uniform Standard of Average. This Standard created a new
concept in society through The Code, that of Adaptation, a state to
be coveted and sought after by each and every human being.
Deviation from it brought mal-Adaptation, which, if attained,
warranted Reprogramming.

Formulization of The Code
was actually delivered by means of its many Precepts. It was an
astounding piece of documentation. Hard to believe anyone would be
able to muster the memory to keep all of them intact.

As I continued to read, I
kept seeing the major deterrent to the transgression of a Precept
was Reprogramming. Apparently it involved a certain chemical and
electronic processing which, in its most extreme form, left the
person a veritable vegetable, what the State referred to as a
“Clean and Pristine State of Optimal Learning.” I had a strong
suspicion from the glorification of this condition that government
would be most pleased if it were able to start everyone off that
way. Minor deterrents were incarceration in various institutions,
most notably “Pathological Behavior Treatment Centers,” with
various therapies by government Sociotherapists, and lesser
versions of complete Reprogramming. The government appeared very insistent on
maintaining a uniformity of behavior. I could not lose the feeling
that there was something wrong here, but was not able to articulate
it in any specific fashion, not at that time. I would keep it to
myself.

Sellene returned to my
apartment, watched me reading through The Code and nodded. “That's
the best use of your time, David. You should feel better about
everything in time. Do you need me for anything right now,
otherwise I'm going to my room to relax. It's been a little trying
so far today.”

“No. I
suppose not. Although in a couple of hours you might want to check
on me again for nourishment. And if it's not too much to ask, when
you're rested, I'd like to talk to you some more about this
- enormous piece of legislation.”

“I’m quite sure I'll need
adequate rest for that.” She left for the sleeping
chamber.

I went back to The Code.
In its own strange way, it was fascinating. There were several
Precepts dealing with the entire concept of Individual Privacy. No
one could endanger a person's pursuit of “Personal Gratification”
or “Improvement,” or their periods of private meditation, or cause
them stress of any kind through any action without suffering the
various criminal consequences. The only seeming exception was the
Precept regarding sexual relationships and cohabitation, which was
deemed so important that it overrode all the Privacy Precepts - one
of the few logical prescriptions, since having sex and individual
perfect privacy both at the same time was a logistical
impossibility - although when not having sex, one still had some
vestige of privacy attached to him, or her, which seemed to bring
illogic and nonsense back to the rule. All forms of sexual advance
completely overrode any notion of personal privacy, and a person
was not lawfully able to refuse an advance unless in a
relationship. An interesting concept, since all one had to say was
that he or she was in a relationship, and then the Privacy Precept
would take over and prevent a sexual suitor from asking, or the
person from explaining, anything further. Of course, lying was
against Code practice also, naturally, thus the reasoning was that
one would be telling the truth about having a relationship when
they refused an advance. I wasn’t at all sure humankind were quite
that reliable.

The sections on
cohabitation caught my attention. Persons had to register with the
State for such a privilege, and sign contracts in which each vowed
to honor the other's rights and privileges as a member of society.
Again there were many references to not causing stress to or
interfering with the privacy of the cohabiting partner - which
seemed, again, intellectually and logically odd. Separate rooms for sleeping and
meditation were encouraged by the State, but not mandated. However,
those living in one sleeping quarter were to be regularly checked
by a State Sociotherapist every month.

Also within this section
was listed the periods of time for which cohabitation could be
registered, those being six months to five years, after which the
contract was necessarily broken. It had been discovered by the
State through its years of exhaustive research that any period of
time longer than five years caused irreparable damage to the
sanctity and Adaptation of the two individuals cohabiting together,
ending in bitterness, argument, and hate, all of which finally lead
to Reprogramming. There was one exclusion, and that of people
cohabitating together for the sake of the preservation of their
estates or businesses where such dissolution of the arrangement
would cause further discordant repercussions to society or its
workings through the inevitable destruction of that estate or
business. In this case, regular therapy by State Sociotherapists
was required, along with one month vacations from each other of
three times each year. There was also the recommendation that they
reside in separate rooms within a household of at least 3000 square
feet.

The notions of romance
which I'd read from historical text - when I could retrieve them
from the archives, which maintained restricted availability - were
totally eradicated by the Precepts of The Code, in order to ensure
the sanctification of individual freedom, integrity, and peace of
each individual. The Government Literature and Entertainment Board
made decisions on which books and videos were appropriate enough
for the general Adapted audience, and which were on restricted
availability, accessible on a case by case basis. The emphasis was
on minimizing, or completely eliminating, conflict and stress, with
the intention of preventing those who would otherwise go on a
killing spree or commit some heinous act of suicide which took a
group of others with them - behavior which occurred often enough
during pre-Code times. Productivity and safety for the State, along
with personal happiness and protection for the individual, became
paramount.

I sped read through most
of the document. Very boring, redundant, verbose, and largely -
silly! Silly, except that it was law, which made it serious. The
final pages summarized the purposes of The Code, once again
restating the devotion the State, conservation of optimal
harmonious civilization, and the preservation of each individual's
sanctity, equality, personal freedom, and happiness. In this, it
was felt, every human being could be totally equal to every other
and finally have precisely the same freedoms, delivering happiness
to everyone along with peace and harmony to the State. It is an
interesting concept, but within me I sensed that an outside force
could not artificially cause equality - only sameness, or at best,
similarity. It wasn't the same thing. The Law was clear; the logic
was, at best, fuzzy.

I wondered if anyone had
the audacity to question this piece of legislation since it had
been drafted. Naturally any person that did would be accused of
mal-Adaptation and held up for Reprogramming, thereby being removed
as a threat to the thing. The way the law was drawn up, even if it
was later found that legislators had been wrong in enacting it,
there was no way to question or correct it - at least from the Code
itself - for to do so would make one a criminal, and those factions
who were devoted to it, which I could only imagine were substantial
enough, would see that such criminals were prosecuted and thereby
removed as a threat.

As I thought about the
implications of The Code, I realized that, right or wrong, it was a
monster that could now never be removed without a total overthrow
of the existing government. And now, with the World subscription to
the United States' Standard, most countries were run by the same or
similar rules. There was in fact a World Council which maintained a
homogeneity between the Codes of all the various countries, which
were enforced by Interpol.

I had to question in my
mind how such a piece of law was ever allowed to be put into
effect, what had in fact prompted such a radical and comprehensive
overhauling of humanity and society. Too much crime? Wars? The
ancient terrorists? Manipulative and self-aggrandizing religions?
Continual discrimination, which would not abate, despite myriad
laws to extinguish it? Too many criminal personalities gumming up
the judicial works? Too much unhappiness, or pessimism? Perhaps,
more simply, too much suffering of the individual at the hands of
the rich and powerful. The Code definitely sought to correct that.
It had also “corrected” individual creativity and genius, love,
faithfulness and loyalty of one person for another, the worship of
anything mystical or supernatural, all religion, and the final
catchall: “anything which substantially endangered the individual
or society.” I could see why it was necessary to have the many
exceptions to the laws that allowed scientific endeavor. But, those
persons who enjoyed this exception were medically and
psychologically screened monthly, to judge whether or not their
work was degrading their work, thus providing a danger to
society.

Clearly, I could not tell
anyone that I felt very uncomfortable with such a system - nor am I
quite sure why I do - but surely The Code itself did nothing to
encourage my optimism. Within me I knew there would never be a time
when I would find these rules of society comfortable and reasonable
to live by. I could not understand why anyone else would. I knew I
always would need do my best to avoid Reprogramming; hopefully, my
exemptions as a scientist would keep me enough aloof from the
prying eyes of government authorities.

** end report
**

 


 


Chapter -8-

 


It was early evening of
the day of David Killan’s release from the hospital. The newly
released patient had just finished reading the many pages of the
legal document which came to be known as “The Code,” while his
newly appointed Nurse-guide, Sellene Rannard, rested in one of his
two his sleeping chambers. He put the pages down on the small table
in front of the couch and considered what he’d just read. He
speculated as to whether his winsome Nurse was sleeping, reading,
or watching some video.

He found he was stiff as
he arose, his legs developing minor cramping as he walked, which he
massaged away with his hands. The beautiful face peaked around the
corner of the bedroom door.

“David? Is something the
matter?”

“Cramps in my legs when I
got up.” He sat down on the floor and continued to massage his
calves and thigh muscles.

Sellene raised her
eyebrows and began to walk toward him. She had on a thin yellow
robe which hung just above her knees. “Let me help you with
that.”

She began to knead his
calf muscles first, then his thighs. After several minutes she
walked into the kitchen and brought a glass of liquid.
“Concentrated nutrients and a muscle relaxer,” she stated simply.
“Please drink it.”

She handed it to him and
watched him gulp it down quickly. “You appear to be losing minerals
at too great a rate, I fear, and that causes other nutrients not to
be absorbed, and wasted. The Doctors told me they weren't sure what
was the best combination to give you for your constitution.
Something about it being different somehow - because of the
accident and the multiple drug therapies. It doesn't make sense to
me, but they know much more than I do about biochemistry, surely.
You're very lucky they were able to bring you around, you
know.”

“So I'm told.” He handed
her the glass, which she promptly deposited in the counter washer
slot, waited a few seconds until the cleansed and dry glass popped
up, and stored it in the cabinet.

“Did you find any of The
Code enlightening at all? Did it help?” she asked as she knelt down
next to him.

“Have
you ever read this thing?”

“Naturally. When I was
younger, in grade school. Everyone has to. And then we do theses on
parts of it in college.”

“And you understand
it?”

“Yes! Well, I guess I
understand most of it.”

“Do you
have any idea why
this was ever enacted?”

“What do you mean
‘why’? So everyone can
be equal and happy! That's why! That's such a silly
question.”

“Are you happy?”

“Of course!”

“All the time?”

“All the time? Yes, I
suppose I am. I have very high Adaptation scores. Yes, I'm happy
all the time.”

“How about now, this
minute? How about a little while ago when you found Tillis wanted
you to stay here with me? You didn’t seem very happy then.
Essentially you told me so.”

She stared at him soberly.
“It was a surprise, that’s all. I'm over it now. Besides, The Code
doesn't mean that you must
be happy at every single second, merely
overall.”

“Mm-hm. I suppose. You
feel completely comfortable with all the Precepts,
all the
Code?”

“Yes. I think I
do.”

“Never questioned any of
it in your life? None of it? Ever?”

“Well, only when I was
first learning, when I was younger. But a certain amount of that's
normal. After all, we’re so young. We question everything because
we don’t know very much.”

“I think you're right. It
has to be normal to question a thing like this.”

The attractive young Nurse
eyed him suspiciously. “What are you saying? You think The Code is
- is wrong? My
goodness!”

“I think that the people
who made it up were - overzealous.
And very cynical.”

“What do you mean
by that?”

He could see the Nurse was
beginning to get upset. “I’m not sure. It appears that there are -
oh-h, far too many rules. After all, how would the average person
be expected to remember
them all.”

“I see.” She thought a few
moments, her expression relaxing.

“I don’t think you do. In
trying to remember such a voluminous thing as this, with all of its
intricacies, it would take a superb memory. Which is a mal-Adaptive
trait - according to the Code itself. Therefore, trying to learn
the complete Code would actually be against its own tenets - its
Precepts - and mal-Adaptive. You see what I mean. It’s
self-contradicting.”

She thought upon that a
minute. “Well, we remember what we can, that’s all.”

“And if you don’t, you’re
mal-Adaptive and get reprogrammed?”

She raised her pretty,
golden eyebrows in reaction, then shook her head briskly. “You’re
over-thinking it, David,” then sighed. “Analysts! I can see why you
scientific types must be watched by trained Sociotherapists
regularly. You see, the State understands how much each of us is
able to comprehend. It’s not as if you forget some little thing, the
Government will pounce on you and throw you into jail! If
authorities see someone not living perfectly up to Code, they will
bring him to one of the Adaptation authorities and they will simply
put her back on track. It is not as drastic as you make it
sound.”

“Mm-m. It’s drastic
enough.”

“This
posture is undoubtedly normal for you - and people like you. You
question everything, no matter how insignificant. From the
standpoint of not remembering it, I guess The Code would seem like
a lot to you. Once you get used to it, you won't have any problems
anymore. And you’ll be happy. Trust me. Don’t forget, most of us
learn this over a lifetime, as we grow up. We don’t sit
and memorize it,
like you just did - we’re not able! We learn it
bit by bit over the years, and so it is simpler and much less of a
problem.”

“Of course.”

She smiled sweetly. “Are
you feeling better now?”

“ Yes. Better.” He stood
up and stretched to work out residual stiffness.

“If you don't mind, I
think you should have something more to eat - like Dr. Tillis
advised. Then I have to get some sleep. I'm bushed.”

“Really? It's only eight
o'clock.”

“I've had a long day. I'll
take my sleep drink, and then I'll see you tomorrow. I don't
imagine you'll be up long either. You should take some of the
tranquilizers and then sleep yourself.”

“It'll be a while for
me.”

“It will? When do you
think you'll get to sleep? I don't want you to be up too long. It's
not healthy.”

“Then there’s something
else they haven’t told you. I haven't slept more than a few hours a
night for a long time. I might sleep around midnight or so until
three, then I'll be up and around again.”

“When will you go back to
sleep?”

“The next day, around the
same time. Maybe. I might skip a day.”

“And that's
all?”

“That's it. I told you,
that's all I ever sleep, except for in the beginning, when I was
really sick, and I think most of that was being unconscious and
drugged. When will you be up - if you go to sleep now?”

“Tomorrow morning, about
eight.”

“Twelve hours? That's half
a day! Is there something wrong with you?”

“Of
course not! Everyone
sleeps that long. It’s healthy!”

“I see there is one more
little detail the great foundation neglected to explain to either
of us.” He walked over to the video library and reviewed the many
tapes behind the glass doors.

“You never sleep more than three hours?” Sellene followed him as she
spoke.

“No. Sometimes less, as I
said. And sometimes I skip a day or two. And the rest of the world
is sleeping, what, ten twelve hours every day?”

“That's
right. It's normal.”

“Normal. And what is this
sleep mixture you take before bedtime?”

“Just a nutrient drink
with many of the elements that cause you to sleep soundly and
restfully. Everyone takes that, too! I knew you'd ask. You don't,
I’m guessing.”

“I've been taking so many
things, I wouldn't be surprised. But I'm a patient. It's different
with me. How long have you taken it?”

“Everyone takes it all of
their life. Like food. It's part of the things recommended by the
government to make your life healthy and restful, and keep you
alert for the rest of the day.”

“The whole twelve hours
you'll be up. Yes, very taxing,” he said with whatever sarcasm he
could muster.

“David, you'll get used to
all this as soon as you're healed.”

“You think someone is
going to make me sleep longer, too?”

“I don't know! I'm not
sure what your accident has done to you. That and the medical
techniques used to bring you back were very drastic. I'm sure the
Doctors will have something for you to help you stay
relaxed.”

“I'm sure. We'll have to
see.”

The girl shook her head.
“I have to get my sleep. I'm afraid there is nothing I can do for
you while I'm asleep. I don't think you'll get into any serious
trouble in that time, otherwise the Doctors would not have let you
out. I'll make you some of my sleep drink. Perhaps it will make you
sleep longer.”

“I don't want to sleep
longer.”

“Why not? It’s good for
you. You'll be healthier and more relaxed.”

“That's not true. You
forget I'm a scientist in biochemistry and genetics.”

“I thought you couldn't
remember.”

“Not completely. Some
things have come back over the last year or so. It’s more like
filling in blank spots amidst disorganized data. And I've been
studying a lot. I seem to have an aptitude for the science - which
makes sense, I suppose. So I know that nothing important happens in
sleep that can’t happen while you’re awake. It's only an ancient
habit. It seems to me the most important thing that happens is the
government only has to deal with individuals for half a
day.”

“That’s silly. Sleep is
very important. It's when you relax yourself, and cure and heal
yourself.” The girl adamantly stuck to her reality.

“It’s
not true. Fairy tales. You do the sleeping that you do because
that's when your primitive ancestors did it several million years
ago, when there was darkness, cold, and danger at night - and
nothing else to do. That's it. This feature became impregnated into
homo sapiens as we evolved over the years, since all mankind did
it. Therefore people essentially trained themselves to sleep longer.
But you can train yourself to sleep far less. There were early
studies done at premier institutions that showed most of sleep was
unnecessary, and that many people needed little sleep; some, none
at all.”

“What?”

“That is an absolute
truth: Historically factual biological data about our physiology.
It may take you some time, but virtually anyone can do it. You
sleep longer because you've gotten accustomed to it, not because
you'll be unhealthy if you don't. Of course, if you’ve been used to
sleeping a long time, say ten or twelve hours, it will take awhile
before you can healthfully change to sleeping a shorter time -
because your body has gotten acclimated to the habit. But that’s
it.

“In fact, according to the
restricted scientific studies I've seen, it seems that as man has
evolved over the eons with a tendency to sleep less and less. The
government’s position on this, that it is beneficial for you to
sleep more, is simply inaccurate and, I believe, self-serving. For
instance, if everyone slept all the time, the government would have
no problems or conflicts at all, and no danger of there ever being
any.”

“That’s
ridiculous! You couldn’t sleep all
the time! How would anything get
done?”

“Ah! An excellent
question. You see, the purpose of government is not to ‘get
anything done,’ as you say, but rather to keep perfect order -
everyone happy. If we’re all sleeping, everyone’s happy, and there
is perfect order. Government is perfectly served.”

“That -
that’s - ludicrous!”

Killan nodded. “To a
point, yes. But it would be in perfect harmony with The
Code.”

“But -“
she began, a bit flustered, “but - you wouldn’t need The Code or
any rules at all if everyone were sleeping
all the time!”

Killan nodded again.
“Exactly.”

Sellene merely stared at
him, intellectually bewildered. “That makes no sense! We’re people!
We need to sleep!”

“We’re
people. What we need
is to live.
Sleep is a bad habit, from which nothing good at
all derives. Some of us may need a little. But, there have been
those, throughout history, who have not slept at all, or only a few
minutes in a day, here and there.”

“That can’t be
right!”

“I’m sorry, but it is.
According to all anthropological trends, man should be moving
toward less sleep, not more. Darkness and cold are no longer
problems. We have no need. Simple evolution would dictate that man
lose sleep as a function - although, it would, naturally, occur
slowly. Sleeping twelve hours a day is neither natural nor healthy.
Nor is it productive. But it does allow our government, which
appears to be completely obsessed with order and peace, less time
to deal with its citizens.”

Again the young Nurse
stared blankly at him for several moments, then took a deep breath
and exhaled quickly. “The government would have its reasons to do
the best thing for us.”

“Why.”

“Why?”

Killan nodded.
“Why.”

“Because
it wants us healthy and happy! You’re being silly - and,
and obstinate.”

Killan gave a tiny shrug,
finding the argument agreeable. “Maybe that’s what the government
wants. But if you read this thing,” he pointed to the voluminous
Code Precepts, “what it mainly wants is peace and quiet. No
commotion.”

“Well, I’m sure I don’t
have your brains, David, but there are complicated social
considerations in order for our civilization to run like it does.
It's a very complex thing to run a whole society. Millions of
people. To run a whole world! Of course they want things simple and
peaceful!”

“True enough.”

”Of course! Then you
should realize that regardless of what barbaric instincts we have,
they must be controlled for the sake of a more perfect society, and
a happier citizen.”

“I understand that too.
Nonetheless, I don't sleep much, and I have no desire to. And more
than that, I’m quite sure that you, and most everyone else, don’t
need to either. But if it will make you happy, I'll take your
drink, although it probably won't change anything.”

“Well, I'm gratified that
you’re willing to try.” She walked into the galley and mixed two
glasses of nutrients in the blender, then came back and handed him
one.

Killan downed it quickly.
“I'll lie down here on the couch and do some reading, and if sleep
overtakes me, fine.”

“It's not as comfortable
as your bed. With your system healing as it is, you'd be better off
on the specifically designed mattress, so you don't get any
stiffness.”

“I'll keep it in mind. See
you in the morning, I guess.”

She finished her own drink
and took Killan's empty glass with her to the speedy washer, then
put them away. “Good night, David.”

“Right.” He watched her
disappear into the room.

Since David Killan felt no
tiredness as yet, he went back to his reading, searched over his
background, the college he went to and didn't remember, the earlier
grade schools he could not recall, his experiments and job history
at Park Medical Research Center that were foreign to him. He read
over his PhD thesis on genetic and biochemical reconstructive
engineering. None of it came back to him, but he understood all of
it with the reading he'd done the last several months. He
discovered that he was thirty-three years old, which was about what
he believed.

He walked over to the
library part of the room, and found few books housed in their
shelves, mostly videos on history and medicine. He had heard the
names of the classics, but had not been able to obtain copies to
read. He grabbed one of the books, “Adaptation, A
Psycho-Sociological Insight,” and read it. It was boring and
essentially a political tome. He read two other books on history.
Most of the material rehashed things he’d read before. Finally,
sleepiness overtook his consciousness, and he lay down on the couch
and closed his eyes.

Two hours later, nearly
five fifteen AM, daylight crept through the narrow slit in the
livingroom drapes. The scientist rose and opened them wide, staring
out into the dawn crisscrossed with steely rails on which sped the
sleek and lighted, silver creatures known as the M’s. In the early
light, they gave the appearance of an incredibly busy carnival or
fair at dusk, with rides that lit up the sky. There were few
carnivals any longer; those he knew of came through historical
literature. They were considered too dangerous, too frivolous, and
engendered several mal-Adaptive qualities.

He wondered about Sellene,
and walked over to the door of her room, glancing inside. She was
soundly asleep, her arms flung out as she rested on her stomach.
Her face was still lovely, even in repose, strands of light auburn
hair caressing the smooth cheeks of her face. Feeling a twinge in
his stomach, he left for the livingroom again.

He pulled a tan lounge
chair over to the front of the large window, put his feet up on the
sill, and watched the atmosphere outside, speculating on where
everyone was going. Back and forth to work, for the most part, in
the many shifts spread out in the government's ideal scheduling for
the workday.

After an hour, and another
nutrient drink, he decided to walk outside on the grounds. He was
the sole human observable outside of the closed-in city structures.
These days the only people who ever left the conditioned air of
building, Monobus, and Entries, were the groundskeepers, who had
special Dispensation to do so. A few centuries earlier, the
government had considered too much outside air to be unhealthy, and
the penchant for walking about in it was therefore mal-Adaptive.
Better to utilize the optimally conditioned and scented air that
inhabited every inner piece of space.

Killan enjoyed the
outside, freed from the confines of interior walls. He looked about
the other buildings surrounding his Goldwood-Tinings apartment
complex, similar in design. Even on ground level there were
walkways enclosed in plastic tubing, providing piped-in music,
piped-in atmosphere, piped-in security; they ran from building to
building. Few ventured to walk in them during the early light.
After a couple hours of strolling about and limbering up his stiff
muscles, he went back inside the Goldwood building. Sellene would
be waking soon; he didn't want to miss that, although he was unsure
why.

He had to admit to himself
that keeping her there was not particularly helpful, not yet.
Certainly he could make the drinks and food he needed himself. But
the vision of her from his early life persisted in his mind, and
one cannot remove the importance of primal remembrance. More
important was that no one had yet explained his indefinable
accident or those early days two years ago adequately, and Sellene
was part of it. He would have to find a method of extracting
whatever facts she had somehow locked within her brain concerning
those earliest of times. Yes, keeping her around could yet be
useful. And she was not at all unpleasant to look at - regardless
of the uncomfortable feelings he had when he focused too long on
her.

Killan walked through the
entrance door to his apartment and, not finding the young Nurse
about, walked over to her closed bed chamber door and opened it
slowly. He stood in the doorway for some long moments, watching her
stir the precious, delicate curves beneath the thin, white night
clothes. She had not used the blanket to cover herself since the
room temperature was ideally maintained by the apartment’s
atmospheric conditioning. She had closed the light arresting
drapery and maintained a soft, dull, yellowish-red color on the
Chromillume. The admiring observer felt it suited her, and only
added to her celestial beauty.

The huge golden brown eyes
opened slowly. “David? Is that you? Uhm-m-m.” She stretched herself
awake.

“Yes, still alive and
well, thank you.”

“Oh,
good... David!” She suddenly became aware of her condition and pulled the
covers up to her neck. “What are you doing there!”

“Where? Here? I live here.
And I’m talking to you.
Is something wrong?”

“I mean
before that! How long
have you been - been -”

”Looking at
you?”

“Yes!”

“About a minute. Why? I
thought you looked very pretty in the early light - well, I mean
the light in your room is a lot like the dawn. It's very
becoming.”

“But -”
She was momentarily perplexed over something. “Well, thank you for
the compliment - but it's not - not exactly lawful for you to be
intruding on me like this, when we're not - when we have only a
professional relationship. My privacy!”

“Mm-m, yes. Privacy. An
interesting concept, that. Sellene, I didn't even walk into the
room. I only wished to see if you were getting up. I'm not used to
seeing people sleep so long. They come and go at the Center, so I
never realized that everyone stays unconscious for so long a
time.”

“It's not unconscious! Oh,
let's not do this again. I need to take a shower. Would you mind
closing the door so I can get up?”

“You mean, if I stand here
and watch, you won't?” He thought he might have felt some amusement
in that.

The girl stared at
him. “Please, David. My privacy is a very protected right. You're
infringing on it right now. Certainly you must know
that.”

“It seems to me that
you’re not going to be very good at this job if you keep calling
out for Privacy all the time.”

“It’s not all the time!”
she said in a definitively upset tone.

“Mm-m. I see. Well, how
good are you at breakfast?”

“Adequate! Would you
mind?”

He nodded and closed the
door tightly. “Amazing,” he muttered to himself as he headed for
the kitchen. His muscles were twitching again, no doubt from the
recent increase in exercise. He made a quick nutrient and protein
drink and flushed down some muscle relaxants, tranquilizers, and
pain killers, unmindful of specific quantities.

He rummaged through the
videos at the end of the livingroom while Sellene cleansed and
refreshed herself.

“What's this?” He picked
up a small, square cartridge and turned it over a few times in his
fingers, then looked closer to read the faint printing. “’Romeo and
Juliet by William Shakespeare,’” he spoke aloud. “How about that.
Literature a millennium and a half old.” He stuck it in the
appropriate opening in the video machine deck.

Immediately the book
shelves in the far wall spread apart and a ten foot wide by six
foot high area displayed the same title. It dissolved into the
opening scene of the play, with nearly life-like, holographic
images. Killan watched the play, fascinated, for nearly half an
hour, until Sellene entered from her room.

“Ancient literature,”
she drawled with admiration. “You must be more
important than I thought. No one gets to see those these days. I
didn't think there were any around anymore.”

“Here they are,” Killan
responded, “Any time you want to see one, you're
welcome.”

“Really!” she replied,
eyes wide.

“Of course.”

“Oh, well - maybe for
historical perspective I might. One of these days.”

“Of course,” he reiterated
drily. He turned the tape off, and the walls resolved back into
book shelving.

“Are you feeling well this
morning?” the Nurse asked.

“Well enough. A little
weak and twitchy, but that was probably due to the walk I took
outside for a few hours this morning.

“Outside? You mean you
took an entry tube to visit another building.” She made a
statement.

“No. I
mean outside! In the air, and the sunlight.”

“Oh my. That's not a very
healthy practice to cultivate, you know. Particularly not in the
city limits.”

“I've been told
that.”

“When did you do
this?”

“Dawn. When the light
first comes up? It’s very pleasant.” He felt somehow they had
immediately been reduced to elementary school.

“Dawn,” she repeated,
staring blankly through the windows. “What time was
that?”

“About five. Ever been
awake early enough to see it?” He thought he was making a joke
about her sleep.

“No. I
haven't.”

“Never?” He found that
strange.

“It comes and goes so
quickly,” she said wanly. “One must be awake at the precise
moment.”

“Perhaps you should stay
awake to see it sometime - maybe even take a walk outside in the
early daylight. It's pretty, and refreshing. Even someone like me
can see that.”

“No!”
she said firmly, turning to look into Killan's eyes. “It's not
recommended as a healthy practice. Besides, sunrises must be very
much like sunsets, and I've seen them.”

“They're not really.” He
scrutinized her with his eyes, trying to read her. “Sunsets are
pretty, but they're not quite the same. Sunsets are like - dying
embers, and kind of sad. Dawn is more like -” He thought for some
seconds, attempting to conjure up an image. “- like the beginning
of life. Like something beautiful being born. Like
you waking up in the
dawn-like light you create in your room. There's an interesting
fact.”

The younger girl flushed
deeply. “Rather dramatic and poetic images coming from an unfeeling
scientist, don't you think?”

He regarded the pinkish
red color rising within the smooth skin of her cheeks, both of them
knowing he'd observed it. “Something wrong with that,
too?”

She took in a couple of
deep breaths. “Perhaps not for a writer, with the proper
Dispensation, but for a scientist, it's a little irregular, I
think. You haven't spent all your time reading chemistry books, I
see.”

“No, I haven't. There are
too few of the classical works of literature left. It's a shame.
The images and words were so beautiful, not sterile, as a
researcher's would tend to be. I even have a copy of Dante in my
bookcase.”

“Oh, my goodness! An
ancient heretic. How did you get that?”

“I found it in the library
when Keri and I travelled about. I had it in my briefcase. I needed
special Dispensation to get it, but I had one, so I took it out. I
must admit, now that I think about it, that Keri was a little
befuddled by my interest in it, also.”

“I imagine she would be.
Even his own religion hated him in his time.”

“He was a
genius.”

“He was insane! Telling
horrid stories about even worse people - angels and demons. Ugh!
Terrible! I think you might’ve taken the wrong
avocation.”

Killan shook his head.
“Did you ever read it?”

“Of course not! It’s a
dreadful piece of literature!” she stated emphatically.

“Then how would you
know?”

“Because I was educated!
And that’s what our teachers told us about him,” she replied
smugly.

“But you
wouldn’t know - unless you read it yourself. You can’t be ignorant enough
to have an opinion on something you’ve never experienced
yourself.”

“No!” she argued back,
becoming incensed that she was so questioned. “I’m not ignorant,
Dr. Killan! Just because I don’t have your analytical brains or a
PhD! But they teach us about such mal-Adaptive literature in school
- so that we know!”

“But you
really don’t know,”
he continued smoothly. “What you believe is what
someone else told you. That’s not a very wise practice, nor is it
particularly Adaptive.”

“You! You are trying to tell
me what is
Adaptive!”

“I can read.”

“Well,
you’re reading it wrong! I know I’m well Adapted, Dr.
Killan!”

He walked up close to her,
feeling his neural jitters increase. “You’re very cute when you get
angry. It’s really very charming.”

The girl nearly stepped
back, apprehensive. “What?”

“You heard me.”

“Yes. I heard you. I’ll
make like I didn’t. It has nothing to do with ancient heretical
literature!”

“Mm-m.”
The {h shook his head gently. “Dante’s work wasn’t meant to be a
history, or a religious treatise,” he stated. “It was fiction! Told
in beautifully poetic and symbolic language. That was it’s point!
To make you think about religion, faith, customs, mores, and
practices of human beings, and do it in this very imaginative and
lyrical way. The people who made this Code - they
should love Dante! He hated the same things they did. He just put it to
paper in a more brilliant and powerful fashion. And that was over
fifteen hundred years ago; even before Shakespeare.

“You don’t have much
fiction today. Most of it is mal-Adaptive. It’s a shame. Human
beings can create some truly beautiful things.”

“Yes,
and they can also create some terrible and ugly things, too. We try
to stay away from those in this society.”

“Mm-m. I know. The
glass-is-half-empty kind of mentality, huh.”

“The what?”

“Haven’t heard of that? A
glass half-filled with water. It’s either half full, or half empty.
Whoever made the Code clearly sees the glass as half empty. We, in
research, we see it as half full. And are trying to find ways to
fill the other half.”

“Hm! A very euphemistic
way of looking at what you do.”

“It’s how we
think.”

“I can see that.” The
Nurse had calmed herself, and was maneuvering away from him and
toward the galley. “Very dramatic images from an analytical
scientist, Dr. Killan. What would you like for
breakfast?”

Her patient smiled.
“Anything you make will be fine. As I told you before, I still
can’t taste much.” He took a few deep breaths himself, finding his
delicate nervous system had been unsettled by the close proximity
of the comely young woman.

She busied herself while
Killan walked over again to the window and stared out of it. “There
must be more to the outside than this,” he stated aloud.

“There
is,” she called back from the galley. “But no one actually goes
there. It's all wilderness and a few wild and untamed animals,
insects that bite and make you sick, plants that give you hives,
dirt and filth.” She walked into the livingroom and placed two
dishes of synthetic scrambled eggs on the table with wheat bread
toast. “We don't actually find it charming, Dr.
Killan. That's
why people don't go there.” She was being pedantic,
and a trifle sarcastic.

Killan looked at her.
“There must be more to it than that. More life than inside these
plastic and steel walls we live in.”

“Certainly, where no one
lives anymore. And then there are the Preserves. They are outside,
but in carefully landscaped and cultivated areas.”

“The Preserves. Keri spoke
of those. Must be interesting. Ever have the craving to see
one?”

“Yes! I actually was able
to go there a couple of times as part of my college curriculum.
Anthropology courses. It was difficult to find a place that still
taught them.”

“I can imagine it was.
Interesting. Maybe we can go together, then, sometime.”

“I don't know, David. It's
not thought very highly of to visit such places too often. It is
the outskirts, after all, and outside - ”

”Is
mal-Adaptive. Yes. But not enough to keep a highly Adapted person
like you from looking, within the curriculum of a school that
allowed you to go, huh?”

“That was different! It
was education.”

“Naturally. Makes perfect
sense.” He turned around and walked over to the window again,
staring at it for some moments. “What do you see when you look out
there?”

“What do you mean? I see
the city. The M-rails, and M’s. Buildings. And sky. What else is
there to see?” she recounted.

“What about
beauty?”

“What about it?” She
walked over next to him.

“Do you see it out
there?”

“Beauty? I don't know. I
never thought about it like that, not out there.”

“Exactly.”

“What is that supposed to
mean?”

The PhD looked at her
flawless face. “There's supposed to be. Don't you think? Somewhere
out there, there has to be the appreciation of beauty.”

“I think you can do that
inside, David. You don't need to venture to the outside for
that.”

He looked her over and
once again felt the appreciation of her shapely figure. Somewhere
within the veiled sensation which penetrated his consciousness
there was the unsettling sting of pain. The newly released patient
momentarily gritted his teeth. “There are certainly
some aspects of beauty
retained inside.”

Again the girl flushed.
“Some of them you're not meant to notice.” She walked to the small
table and sat down on the couch.

“Is that so? Is that some
other part of The Code that escaped me when I read it?”

“I thought you forgot The
Code.”

“I did. You know I read it
this morning, before I went to sleep. I was thoughtfully provided a
copy by the Doctors at the Center.”

“You
read all of it? And you remember it, I suppose.”

“Yes. Why do you seem to
be offended when I notice you're very pretty?”

“Because
I'm not especially pretty! I conform to the Standard. I am the
average standard of attractive! That's all.”

“But you
are especially pretty. I
don't understand your emotion over this. How can it be unreasonable
for someone to be told she is found attractive - or even
beautiful?” He stood in front of her as she dawdled with her fork
over the eggs.

Without looking up at him,
she answered. “Perhaps if the two are sexmates, or have signed for
cohabitation, probably then it is permissible. Otherwise - you're
telling her that she is not Adapted, and a freak.”

He nodded. “I think I
understand how you feel, Sellene.”

“Do you? You're not a
woman. You're not even a normal man!” She immediately closed her
eyes, then took in a deep breath. “I'm sorry - I - I'm - very
sorry. I didn't have the right to say that. It was improper. I
think you're starting to get to me already. It's going to be much
harder to maintain Adaptation than I thought. I never realized it
could happen to me like this. I was so sure!”

“I
understand more than you think. I don't feel that much, I don't
know all that's proper, but my intelligence is intact, only
memories are gone. There can be nothing intrinsically
wrong with being or
doing something a little better than others.”

“Oh no, it's just against
the Standard of Average law, that's all. Against the very spirit of
The Code.”

“Then The Code's wrong -
certainly it’s contradictory.”

“What!
David, are you insane?
You shouldn't even be saying that out loud. You
don't know who could be listening.”

“Let me tell you
something, Sellene. I don't care. I don't know exactly what I am,
but I can tell you that something is not right here, something goes
against all reason. Common sense.”

“We
control our base instincts in this society. That's how we get
along - and produce things.”

“Reason is a base
instinct? And because I have a lot
of it I'm given all these special privileges -
Dispensations - by the government? Because it’s so important? And
allowed to be a borderline mal-Adaptive?”

Sellene cast her eyes down
at the table, chewing on her lower lip.

“I see many of these same
things have made their way even into your precious Adapted mind,”
Killan continued. “And naturally a highly Adapted person like
yourself would never even mention it. There must be many others out
there like you. As you keep telling me, you’re not that
unique.”

She glared at him. “You
ought to sit and eat something. You need it. This line of
conversation will do nothing but hurt your development. You must
work more toward Adaptation, David, not away from it. I don't have
the capacity to understand how you are the way you are, but I think
people like you are - if you'll pardon me for saying so - a
necessary evil. I'm sorry to have to put it like that.”

“It's all right. I've had
the same thoughts myself.”

“You have?”

“Certainly. It's a
reasonable thought. But, my point is, what does that say about our
society, about us?”

“It says we're imperfect,
but we try. Your analytical tendencies are getting all tangled in
that because you're not completely Adapted yet.” She was being
sympathetic. “Take heart in the fact that you will get better. The
Doctors said so. You will.”

The ex-patient sat across
from her and ate his breakfast silently, his mind continuing to
strain through the data of his recent life. He finished quickly, as
usual. “I'd like to take a trip to one of the Preserves. I have to
see it, to experience it. The air, the new life, animals, rivers
and streams. I have to go. Will you take me there? It is part of
your job, after all. And if you don’t, I’ll go anyway without you.
I don’t suppose Dr. Tillis would be too happy at that
prospect.”

She forced out a sigh, a
typical and becoming response when she was slightly irritated. “You
don’t have to extort me, Dr. Killan. I believe I can manage that.
I'll admit to you that I do
find the places interesting myself. Sometimes I
wish that I didn't. It makes staying Adapted difficult at times -
all that quiet and beauty out there.” She thought to herself
momentarily, then composed herself and went on. “But we all have
these things inside of us that we have to deal with. It's alright
to be weak occasionally, as long as you see it and are willing to
fight it. And if you don’t, there are people who will help you to.
Our civilization provides for us - therapy and medication - so we
can always cope, so we can continue to work together in harmony and
peace. That's the truly important thing.”

She thought to herself for
some more moments before speaking again. “I'll take you there
because it is part of my job, because I know you do have to see it in
whatever form of growth you're experiencing. If you've been there
before, it may help bring back your memory. If you haven't, it's an
experience one such as you should have. You don’t have to worry
about me doing my job. And if I have any problems, I know how to
get help to solve them.”

“A very logical approach.
You are definitely well-trained.”

“I am. That's why I'm
here.”

“Perhaps.”

The girl pondered him
silently as she removed the breakfast dishes to the
washer.

 


 


Chapter -9-

 


LOG

 


It’s Wednesday. Still
another few days to go before the weekend and Sellene and I see
each other. I’m feeling well enough now, but I have to be sure that
my weakened system will be up to the task. I don’t want to get
together with her, and then feel ill and immediately have to go
back home. That wouldn’t be good for either one of us.

I worked a full day today
at the lab. I’m feeling much stronger and healthier than before. We
got some interesting data from the cell mutation experiments that
we did. The little Martian creatures gave us more insight into the
longevity processes we are studying. I believe we are on the right
track. Further experimentation should yield more positive results.
More on that later.

 


 


I need to get back to
recounting that first couple of days in my new home, after my
release from the hospital, they were so momentous. I couldn't
articulate exactly what I was feeling for Sellene that second day.
Or why I thought it was important for her to know what was going on
inside me. The reasoning was right there at the edge of my
comprehension, but I was unable to fully grasp it, and less able to
communicate it.

She bothered me. Inwardly
affected me somehow. I knew from Tillis that I had some sexual
attraction to her, and that I was partially obsessed with her image
in my mind at the beginning, that it worked on my neuro-musculature
to disturb it as nerves continued to grow inside me and fully
reconstitute themselves; a great thanks to modern medical
science.

Still, that gave me no
reason to let go. Before I released Sellene Rannard from her duties
with me, I would know why she was in my life before, what she was
doing there, why she didn't remember that presence herself, and why
responsible citizens were reluctant to tell me. That was too many
mysteries simply to ignore. I will know how one of the more highly
Adapted women in society could have any interests at all that
tended toward mal-Adaptive, why she would be interested taking this
job, and how she was able to tolerate me despite whatever strength
she had. The world was filled with questions; answers were at a
premium.

It had occurred to her,
too, that something was amiss by letting one such as me out on
society. It had to, unless she was mentally impaired, which she
wasn’t. Despite all the logic and rationale she used, despite her
Adaptation training and education, my very existence went against
the grain of everything she understood, and yet that existence was
thought somehow to be valuable to society by people who were
important. Thus, here, in the midst of its powerful control, was an
element society found invaluable precisely because it was opposed:
me. I was an anarchist they found essential. I believe it might be
instructive to discover who in government thought I was
important.

She asked if she could go
back to her room for awhile, for some privacy and personal
relaxation. I told her that was fine. When she left I returned to
watching the “Romeo and Juliet” video. It was wonderful. There were
two more Shakespearean plays in my special collection, “Othello,”
and “Richard III”. I'd see them later. I reasoned the rest of the
famous playwright’s works must be available somewhere also. Nothing
so far sparked a memory. I lay back against the couch and listened
to the music on the sound system until Sellene returned later and
advised me that she had made arrangements in our schedule to see
the Preserves next week. Meanwhile, we both read, relaxed, and ate,
with little other conversation. I think that she’d had enough of it
with me for the moment.

** end report
**

 


 


Chapter -10-

 


CHRONICLE ONE

 


Five visionary men of the
early twenty-second century gathered together at the home of Dr.
Donald Kilborn, Biochemist and Geneticist. A subtle gloom hung over
them as they'd collected their thoughts this evening. Wives and
children had been sent out for the evening so that plans could be
covertly discussed.

Along with Kilborn was:
Allen Cambridge, Professor of Philosophy at the University; Arthur
Correlli, Experimental Psychologist for a local research complex;
Brian Chambers, Professor of Theology and Epistemology; Eduardo
Tamaroff, Biologist, Anthropologist, Paleontologist, a writer and
researcher who also taught and spoke on the university circuit and
consulted to several research firms. These formidable minds
collected in a session of thought and debate, one of many such they
had recently managed in the failing of their current
civilization.

Cool drinks were made to
offset the greenhouse effect heat on which air conditioning had
little effect due to power cutbacks. Since oil had run out almost
completely nearly half a century ago, alternative energy sources
had not yet caught up to demand. There were many potential
solutions on the drawing boards, but implementation would take much
time, and general cooperation between industries had not yet been
achieved. The oil industry and its industrial cohorts had raped the
world; it would take time to recover from that hundred year
assault. Kilborn retrieved the last of their secreted files
containing notes and data, and had just thrown the final one down
on the large, oval, acrylic table in his study, around which they
sat.

“Shall we continue,
gentlemen,” Kilborn said, siting down.

“I think at this point,
Don, we ought to list the deterrent and destructive forces we are
sure are at work here,” Arthur Correlli responded. “We are in
accord that we are facing a degeneration in our lives and
civilization that will prove terminal within a matter of ten or
fifteen generations.”

“Correct, correct,”
Tamaroff added. “Although we have greater medicine to keep alive
the sick and weak, the quality of life itself has declined.
Genetically we are not as strong as we were five thousand years
ago, when the law of survival of the fittest dominated the Earth.
The gene pool has eroded to a paltry level of health. Genetic
engineering has made some inroads, but its radical failures have
only worsened the situation. We have a circumstance now that finds
us amazed at the discovery of three in ten healthy people in a
group. We have medicine, surgery, and therapy to aid us with these,
but as time goes on, the general health of our descendants will
become worse. And although this is certainly discouraging in
itself, it is not the key consideration. Other sociological
elements erode more seriously as the quality of man
decays.”

“Worse than that, Ed, is
the future composition and quality of mankind itself,” Kilborn
interjected. “As we know, the current genetic pool being what it
is, and with the many governmental proscriptions the scientific
community has, our society will be left with a largely sickly and
weak group of people - perhaps as much as eighty or more percent of
the available populace so effected. That will be contrasted against
a much smaller, genetically healthy, strong, and superior pool of
individuals. The inevitable friction which will come from the
confrontation will amount to virtual warfare. The weak and sick
will choose to have less and less to do with the strong and healthy
whom they’ll see as especially privileged - your basic
rich-man-poor-man animosity at an increased level. Laws
notwithstanding, we’ll not be able to change people’s
feelings.”

“Assuming the genetically
improved pool is allowed to live,” Tamaroff added, “and not somehow
become stamped out by the extant society and government which will
exist in greater number. Jealousies will become rampant. The
healthier and thus more advanced people will be considered freaks,
mutants. Civilization has never been kind to those of it who are
different, particularly when that difference exhibits superior
traits.”

“Yes, gentlemen,” Allen
Cambridge, the Professor of Philosophy continued, “but we are not
barbarians. You have suggested here many times that you believe
these people who are our brothers will ultimately destroy those of
us who have greater adaptive capacity. I cannot believe it. You
suggest the horrible holocausts of the past to be
reenacted.”

“Not per se, Allen,”
Tamaroff answered him. “Rather, government and society itself will
find subtle ways and means to neutralize these people, such as in
laws which are being promulgated now that limit or eradicate
genetic engineering, cloning, and advanced stem cell research; that
research might correct the deficiencies which the people now
exhibit. Otherwise, they might enact a plethora of ambiguous laws
for the so-called purpose of fairness and equality, which leave
greater talents impotent. It will be the voluminous weak,
overtaking and dominating the minority strong. We are seeing this
play out even today.”

“He's right, Allen,”
Chambers injected. “Currently there is absolutely no economic
advantage to high intelligence, that having been completely erased
by laws which forbid tests of I.Q. or compensation to be based on
higher levels of intelligence or ability, and other such pieces of
'equality' legislation which essentially mandate quotas for those
of lower talent, and physical and intellectual capacity. Thereby we
have lesser intelligent and capable people in jobs where they
otherwise would not belong, and who cannot contribute any
furthering of the systems, whether in science, management
administration, or government itself, for that matter. I suppose
you cannot truly blame them, for they are opting for survival of
their own future and that of their posterity.”

“No, you can't blame
them,” Correlli said, “but the terminal results will occur because
of it. They won't believe it, and they won't be bright enough to
see it. The end comes nonetheless. Natural resources are being
foolishly wasted and squandered; ambiguous laws are enacted which
are nearly meaningless and give no clear posture or foreign policy;
scientific endeavor is raped and pillaged of its funds and
resources because of the Frankensteinian, illiterate fears of the
masses. Our future is being effectively ripped from our grasp as we
watch.”

“As you see it!” Cambridge countered. “Look at it from
their standpoint. If
they don't stop those who have inherently greater talent and
strength, they relegate themselves at best to obscurity, at worst
to poverty and servitude, perhaps even their own extinction
- now, not in the
future generations. That future is just as bleak to them. What can
we possibly be left with, my friends? There is nothing that can
truly be done.”

“We have discussed several methods of
attack, Allen,” Donald Kilborn returned. “We can become able to
create our own map of the future and implement it with our own
scientific ministrations.”

“It's illegal!” Cambridge retorted. “If we
were caught, not only is the vaunted plan stopped and destroyed,
but so are we. You cannot continue to recommend these felonious
activities.”

“You would be the one to
turn us in?” Kilborn asked, his pale blue eyes smiling with some
amusement.

“Don't be ridiculous,
Donald,” Cambridge answered. “But you would need the cooperation of
a clan of others. Leaks are inevitable, and even if not, detection
devices of the government are formidable, you would have to evade
them constantly in order for the plan to work. I see no way this
option could be accomplished.”

“But
there are ways,” Tamaroff said, his black eyes twinkling.

“What are the other
options?” asked Brian Chambers, the theology professor.

“We can do nothing, and
let it all happen,” Kilborn replied.

“Yes, protect ourselves
and our families currently as best we can,” Tamaroff continued,
“Pull ourselves into a defensive posture and not worry about the
future generations. There are always books and articles to be
written, speeches to be made. We can surely forestall the worst
effects this thing for our lifetime. But what about the children?
And their children?”

“What else do we have on
the table, Donald?” Cambridge asked.

“Assassination of key
figures, force changes in the laws,” Tamaroff answered.

“We can't do that,”
Correlli said. “My uncle and his group already gave that a world
class attempt. Ultimately it made little difference. We're again on
the same course.”

“Where is their leader,
Colt, and his men, your uncle, their families?” Kilborn
asked.

“Some island someplace,
I’ve heard. Either there, or in lost in Europe and Asia. They're
wanted by almost everyone here in the States,” Correlli embroidered
on his story. “They went at the key figures, the corrupt people in
power. My uncle's best friend and their zealous leader, Alexander
Colt, thought that they would stem the tide for perhaps five
hundred years. It didn't last as long as they'd hoped. The decay
was already too great, the criminal and diseugenic elements too
deeply dug-in. Irreversible. They bought perhaps a generation or
two where counter-evolution was stopped, but then it began again,
and became worse, as we see it today.

“We can't try that again.
Government and enforcement have become too firmly entrenched, too
powerful. Besides, Colt had an enormous network of loyal followers,
including inventors, electronic and mechanical geniuses - and
several billion dollars to fund it, when a few billion dollars was
worth something.”

“An epic battle, his,”
Kilborn added. “I was only a teenager at the time, but I know
something of those men, and those times. I agree, Allan, that is
not an alternative available to us any longer.”

“How can we possibly have
gotten to this point?” Brian Chambers petitioned rhetorically, his
hands thrown theatrically in the air. “Is it the destiny man has,
to evolve to a point where he forces himself into
extinction?”

“It has been foretold that
way, as you well know, Brian,” Cambridge admonished the
Theologian.

“'Revelations' has no relevance here!” Chambers retorted.
“There are no demons, no devils at work! It is not the Second
Coming which perils us. Man is causing his own demise -
with purpose. It is the sociological system itself that has gotten out of
control.”

“You don't think that the
eroding of civilization and the death of mankind has any biblical
proportions to it at all, eh?” Tamaroff injected with
sarcasm.

“Whoa!
People!” Kilborn called out. “It doesn't really matter at this
point why we arrived at the condition we find ourselves in. We are here
to try to accurately access where we might be going, and if there's
anything we can do about it.”

“Right, right,” Cambridge,
the Philosopher, added. “So where are we going, boys? What can we
really do? And whatever we do, if anything, how do we know we'll be
right in doing it - or at the least that we'd be any better
off?”

“Certain things are
fundamental, Allen,” Tamaroff said, “but most fundamental is that if nothing
at all is done, in a thousand years mankind is a laughing memory
the insects will be talking to their posterity about.”

“You're completely leaving
out any beneficial mutation phenomena,” Chambers answered him.
“Something surely will develop over the next millennia.”

“Well,” the Biologist
returned, “what would you like to bet on the mutations being,
providing the unlikely event that they do occur in the
comparatively short period of time we have left? Something better
and stronger, or something worse?”

“That's
your field, not mine, Edward. You tell us what we can
expect!”

“Not very much, I'm
afraid. No - mutations of the character you are speaking about come
from an inherently hearty stock, evolved that way by nature's own
process of survival of the fittest. We don't have that pool of
genetic strength to begin with, at this point. Secondly, mutations
evolve over a period of many
millennia - eons - before significant changes are acquired.
No, Allen, gentlemen, this is not a thing to rely on. And, it is
only another way of doing nothing and merely hoping for the
best.”

“We can always pray,” said
Chambers seriously.

“We're already doing that,
Brian,” Kilborn stated, “And we're here.” He ran his fingers
through close-cropped ash blond hair. “If there is a divine plan
involved, I'm afraid it involves us spurring the effort onward
ourselves. I believe the only option opened to us is to create a
little evolutionary change ourselves, as soon as we
can.”

Brain Chambers shook his
head. “I resist the notion, but I'll be damned if I can think of
anything else that will help. I'll throw in with you. Whatever I
can do.” He was reluctant, but his honor and loyalty was respected
by all.

“Excellent,” Tamaroff
commented with exuberance. “We should commence as soon as
possible.”

“You and Donald have been
working with this concept for awhile now, why don't you fill us in
on the details, and we'll see where we go from there.” Cambridge
sat back and ran his thick fingers through thinning blond hair
.

“There are many things
which have to be prepared, other people who have to be recruited
and counted upon,” Kilborn began. “The schematics for this thing
will have to come from here, we can risk no greater nucleus to have
all the details. No names, only numbers for all personnel. You all
are assigned yours as of now. And we're talking about a project
that could take us some ten years or better.”

“Ten years!” Chambers
whistled. “And you think we can maintain the proper degree of
secrecy and subterfuge over that period? I will concede your
substantial scientific genius, Donald, but you're being optimistic
as hell.”

“I have some people and
facilities at my command that you are all not aware of,” Kilborn
answered, “I believe we can manage it. After all, who could think
we'd try? And then, how many in authority have the capacity to
understand precisely what it is we are doing?”

“You don't need much
capacity to recognize a covert operation,” Chambers quipped. “And
to want to stamp it out.”

“We'll just have to keep a
few steps ahead of them,” Kilborn's reply came back. “After all,
gentlemen, if we can't out-think the government watchers, perhaps
we don't have the right to succeed.”

“Let us get on with it,
then, Don,” Tamaroff said, rifling through the papers to find the
notes he was looking for.

 


 


Chapter -11-

 


LOG

 


After a week of rest at my
new home, following my two year hospital stay, I was ready for my
trip to the Preserves. Sellene had gone back to her own apartment
after three days staying at mine. I simply couldn’t muster up an
emergency sufficient enough for her to continue living with me, and
she continued to be adamant about her privacy. Tillis concurred
with her when we called him. I saw her regularly each day, however,
until the following week when we were supposed to take our trip to
one of the Preserves.

She came up to my
apartment looking typically spectacular in a relatively sheer
yellow dress which, typical of her ensembles, hung a few inches
above her knees over those lovely long legs. It was a newer version
of her chameleonesque and provocative custom-made day-clothing. I
had come to know, over time, that she had a lot of them. Once again
I noticed that she wore a kind of leg hose which shimmered with a
silvery, flaxen glow. Always her superb figure was amply noticeable
beneath it all, providing its own twinges and pangs of discomfort
within me. She carried a tan, vinyl bag over her shoulder, which
she told me housed various remedies which might be necessary for me
should I overexert myself or adversely react to something out in
the open, in addition to the regular precautions.

I followed her with a good
degree of intellectual curiosity about what I might discover
outside the confines of the plastic and steel protected
environments of the large cities. Had my nervous system been in
optimal working order, I’m sure I would have been excited. I must
confess to a considerable degree of yearning to get outside the
megalopolis walls of my recent world. Certainly a mal-Adaptive
characteristic. I now counted so many of them that it no longer
concerned me, but I continue to note them.

My mind wandering, I was
unaware of anything at all within the sameness of the Entry
conduits until we climbed into a Monobus.

I moved closer to the
young Nurse whose countenance was engraved within my memory and
attempted casual conversation. “I suppose you might characterize
this as our first date.” I tried to smile; not sure that I
did.

She looked back
quizzically at me. “Date? Don't be silly, David, there is no sexual
element to this. I'm doing my job, being a Nurse. You're recovering
from a bad accident. We have nothing else happening here, and you
shouldn't romanticize things like that. It's not healthy.” She
ushered me into a window seat in the long, silvery
conveyance.

“It's not?” I
replied.

“No!
You've been watching too much of those old videos and reading too
much ancient literature. You can see how counterproductive it is if
they can affect you
that way.”

I stared at her with some
confusion. “But, didn't you want to look over that collection
yourself?”

“That's
different!” she answered quickly. “It would be part of historical
research on my part. After all, I am already very well-Adapted.
They would have little effect on me. And it would help me in
dealing with you.”

“I see. However, I thought
it was the very act of desiring
to see them that was in itself mal-Adaptive.
Perhaps I don't fully comprehend the phenomenon.”

“I should say not. If you
are perfectly Adapted, as tests will demonstrate, the act of
wanting something, even if it is a thing which is normally
mal-Adaptive, is perfectly fine. It’s simple curiosity. As long as
you do not do it too much. Then
it becomes mal-Adaptive.”

“I see.” I was forced to
say again, but I didn't at all. “Is there always something sexual
when a man and a women get together on a date?” I asked
innocently.

“Usually. Otherwise, what
is the point?”

“I believe that was my
question. But, since you ask, what about friendship?”

“Friendship is fine,” she replied pedantically, “but between a
man and a woman we must admit that a relationship over an extended
period of time will always be sexual. Historically, in more ancient
times, people deluded themselves into thinking otherwise, even
striking laws and such against familiarization between men and
women. It was ridiculous, and sick! State Psychologists and
Sociologists proved in tests many years ago that any relationship
between the two genders is based on a primitive, autoerotic
attraction that is inescapable and overwhelming. After all, there
wouldn’t be people in the first place if it weren’t for that
attraction. Relationships between the genders will always climax in
sex, for not to do so would bring about great personal discomfort
to the two parties, and be generally unhealthy, and, in modern
society, mal-Adaptive!
Therefore, we have incorporated sexual behavior
and culture into our normal lives, as it should be.”

“But not between us.” I
stated sincerely.

“There is no ‘us,’ David,
really. I am a Nurse and effectively a Therapist for you; you are a
patient, one recovering from a long and traumatic illness. Our
relationship is strictly professional. We really don’t know each
other at all.”

“I didn’t think that
mattered. There’s nothing in the Code about that - how long one has
to know another before sex can ensue.”
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