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It Coelo ful men, mox Sceptra Tyranni
(AHe seized the lightning from Heaven a

-AnneRobert Jacques Turgot, regarding Benjamin Franklin. March 1778.

“So convenient a thing it is to be a reasHgqa
make a reason for everything one has a minrn

-Benjamin Franklin, 1817.




Il 6m fl at on my back, and thereds a |ife | &
Around me, windows rattle. The floor is shakihghe whol e wor | dos falfl i
on a broken train, andab kicking itseflapart with stress and strain. It could go off the rails
at any moment.
The stupid powder wig feeleeavy on my head. My clothe tight; britches andfills
soggy withsweat. Behind me, the carriage dooareforcedopen andif’e men irbody
armour burst in Their heads are helmeted, their eyes are unsympathetic and some of them
are bleeding. M e y 0 vbeenthroughta battle.

Thearmoured men part, and someaise stepsm . Hebés not dataalsed il
He has a great frilly bea and a tall tophat. His clothes are immaculately tailored, coloured
black Unl i ke me, he doesndét have a belly.

His face is stern and somewhat gdiie. One of his eyebronwseempermanently raised

60 1 6 m, Bempsaysytheman who looks extly like Abraham Lincon 6 But honesjt |
how did you think this was going to eldd?

The men advancejeapondit with crackling blue fire Some of them also have batons.

| tense.

So | et dsdnr ehweireew. i n t he babaltyto getfimy Baéne heatani n [F r
out. | could ask myselthy? but | know the answer.

Because | had a deadline.

| close my eyes

And at that moment, dinosaurs attack.

My real name is Jacob White. | used to have a real body. It was tall and gangly and plain
looking, but it was mine.

| used to have a real job, too. | worked for the Applied Fundamentals Division of The
Salmon Corporation.

What does an Applied Fundamentals Division do? I dond t Iyrkeowa-Ino one does.
Applied Fundamentals is a warehouse department, a dumping ground for whatever projects
the company candét fit el sewhere. Getting tjo
means the company considers you smart enough, flexible enough and above all unscrupulous
enough to turn your hand to whatever their latest vague and seedy project might be.

The Salmon Corporation is not the most above-board companyi n t he wor | d. Afct
runbytheMa f i a . | 6m not surespneei sbakeiyeorbnéh ®EhcCc
business cards. Wait, thatodés a |lie. They 4gct

go into specifics.

The day my deadline came, | got a business card.

It was a Tuesday. 09:23 A.M. | was late for work.

This was in no way unusual for me. My lovely little box-apartment was located on the
other side of the city, behind the metro-lines. Getting to the office every morning was a bit of
a hike, especially to a man like me- that is to say, a lazy man.

Usually, my tardinesswa s n 6 t  al wgs lmigh dndugh op.in the department to be
sure nobody was going to call me out... except for this particular Tuesday, when I got hauled
intomy ma n a goffice énd glared at by beady eyes behind little wireframe glasses.

Ihadalotofmanagers. | 6d never seen fatmansithecausage bef or .
fingers.

The Fat Man sat behind his desk. It was nice desk in, and it was in a nice room. There
were potted plants.

OYour a touléusedomeveord, Mr. White,01 was told.




O0YesdO sli mnjodded. | di dndt get promotlete up
system a little bit. Suck up to your superiors, bark at your inferiors. If necessary, grant sexual
favours.

60l hope youodoreofiott rmaubil g aanyoknmend Mr . Wh

ON®ir, 6 | s.hoookkv emmyyQKhei andgi ri.s6 A

0 Goolde 6Fat Man grunted. OWel |l , jbathsring i n ¢
you gi ve medealtwith &\e dt The Salinad Colp cabe about our employees, you
know. 0

d know, sir. 6 He gave me t Iha@ethbuwes iFrad s Mam
name; Peter Greuze.

| t kelddaltwith |1 di dndét want to ask for detail g
ever, under any circumstances. The Corp does take care of its employees. Sometimes it
flattens entire neighbourhoods to make life easier for them.

0 Wedl | Gr aeugheded bhw that you are here, | want to give you your latest assignment
in person. We have something r at her speci al pl anned for A

0 Oh yelbat 6ssi rex ci ti ng t o.Ypeeidisexaitingl wasnot

b

The Fat Manbeamed. Ol ndeed wetdvies .d eYcoiud esde &, e x pan

merchandising rights into hitherto unexplored areas. We want the rights to an American
Presidents Action figure |ine. o

I nodded. Fair enough. Action figures seemed a little... small, though.

60But we hcanvems almow imageacopyright. We want to make sure the

Presidents6images are all exclusively ours For that, theyoll need

The Fat Man could see my blossoming disbelief. This was bigger, all right.

60That 6l I be your j ob, rddurrectiny\Hnesidents.. All \iviety wa n t

three of t hem. 6

Technically, there have been ninety-four Presidents. However, the ninety-fourth (President
Huey Jackson I1) was only in office for a grand total of forty-seven seconds before his office
exploded, so people tend to ignore him. Since Jackson 11, the institution has fallen sharply
from grace. Nobody pays much attention to the Presidency anymore.

Greuzeds task was certainly something

Walking through a bad neighbourhood at a bad time of night, I lost myself in daydreams
of Presidentspast.1 di dndét need to worry about bei
that- the little salmon symbol on my jacket kept all the lowlifes at a distance.

On the horizon, there were fires. A police helicopter was tumbling through the sky, tracing
a rapid path back down to earth. On its way, it clipped a shiny skyscraper; | had to wince.

Even if the pilot survived that crash, he was going to be in trouble. The skyscrapers were
supposed to stay shiny at all times- very rich people have paid some very big guns to keep
them shiny at all times. In the city of America Little, you respect your janitors.

Ameri ca Lirtetalld ydde syrebtup t o spanstsvo coagtsreane all |
t he | and ismotqbiteup tv thesscale of Anteréca Large below, but Large is
mostly artificial oil fields.

| took the subway in the direction of home, spent the ride chatting to a couple of
prostitutes. They wanted to know what working for the Corp was like. | exaggerated a little
bit, because I like to impress people. What? We all like to impress people.

My apartment was horribly cramped, which was exactly how | wanted i t . I coul
afforded a much swankier, up-town place- or at least, a slightly swankier, mid-town place-
but all that space would just encourage me to clutter. | had what | needed: A few desks, a few
drawers, and not enough floor to sprawl on.
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That night, | slept to the soothing rattle of the metro-tracks outside. Still trying to wrap my
brainaround t he Fat Mands order.

Resurrectll the Presidents.

For a fewof them that would be easy enough. That is to say, all the ones recently buried.
Their bones would provide just enough bio-matter to extract a halfway decent clone. The
Corp performed such resurrections fairly regularly, usually in cases of criminal prosecution.
Murder trials tend to collapse when the victim turns up alive again, even if only for a couple
of hours.

But the Founding Fathers? Everyone pre-Millennium? T h ey 6 d difer @ges Whae a
was | supposed to do, invent a Time Machine? Applied had already tried that. The dry-
cleaning bills were ridiculous.

All right. Think aboutthiss Y ou 6r e a smart man.

| just needed inspiration.

That was when dinosaurs attacked.

Nobodyds quite sure where the di ncatsmur s

thatwei nvent ed t h epossible.dhemdstaamgnbing rurodr says that they
were manufactured by some Fast Food chain as part of an incredibly elabourate advertising
campaign. Chinese whispers aside, the creaturesn ow consti tute the
control issue.

Most of them are harmless, not to mention cute. Little blue and green lizards
sitting outside restaurants, begging for scraps. They 6r e sort of | i ke

The Raptors, on the other hand, are a pain. Apparently, real Velociraptors were small and
fairly timid. Whoever engineered thesemonstrosities had no head for historical accuracy. In
mylife, Rapt or s ar e bi ¢ h eV Db,angthel @anpirkdoaks. ,

Some of them fly.

6Shit!dé | yelled constructively, HEi®e a
forced open the door; one barged in through the window. The former were classical Raptors,
long tails and gnashing jaws. The latter looked similar, except it had wings tacked onto its
back. Genetic engineering can do crazy things.

The Raptors hunt in packs; stalking via shadows. They generally pick their prey at
random, except... did | have BB@auce with my lunch¥es, | did. Stupid meFor reasons
unknown, the smell of BBQ sauce attracts them. They can sense it miles away.

The creatures surrounded me. Claws clicking, heads cocked. The flying Raptor was
stumbling about, making a mess. Its wings were too small for the tiny apartment.

| backed up, toward the kitchen counter.

The reptiles hissed, flaring gigantic nostrils. Long necks extended, and I could see
salivating tongues as they crept steadily closer. About to pounce...

| thrashed for the nearest drawer and yanked out my taser Gauntlet. A hail of spatulas
clattered around me.

Gauntlets look flimsy, like gloves made from copperwi r e. Dondt | et
foolyou;t h e y 6 r weapdns. Bothting at the dinosaurs, | clicked twin thumb triggers.
Bursts of electricity flew out from my hands; arcs of lightning. Flashes of blue tore through
the room- my own little thunderstorm.

| released the triggers, and the storm stopped. The dinosaurs fell, flesh sizzling. Quite
dead.

Gauntlets are an Applied product. I di dn 0 butldichmale tham extrdx e m,
dangerous. Nowadays every cop carries one and every criminal owns four.
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6Crap, 6 | refl ect e d withmyfdot. Theylastthimgel wanted ¢0dce
was lug five reptile corpses all the way across town to the dump, especially at this time of
night.

| decided to go and get something to eat instead.

D e r rwgs@bsut ten minutes walk from my front door. The food was generally worth it.

Nestled between street corner and curb, the restaurant was a fairly well-kept local secret.
A dull exterior served up poor expectations.

The interior, on the other hand, was a thing of beauty. Serious money had been spent- it
was definitely plush. Red lanterns hung over blue tables, fluorescent bars of every colour
ribbing the walls. Every chair was a sculpture, every lamp a work of art. There were even
water features.

Still, all that shine simply hid a different kind of dirt. | recognised a couple of patrons
from O6Most Wantedd posters. Ther e \atdhs
corner table, being pressed into an uncomfortable meal.

A brilliant blue lizard flashed over my feet, chasing after a cockroach. The dinosaurs here
had been repainted to match the decor, and trained to earn their keep. | watched them
distrustfully.

Derry herself was behind the counter, yelling at chefs. Her face was round and kindly,
which somehow made her temper all the more terrifying. She twirled her moustache with
villainous abandon.

Qasie! 6 The moment sheWsead meowbheeaybhs mit hed

di dndét grow up far apart. O&é&What can |
5The wusual . 6 Brot h.

O Raptor mea

5Coming up, 6 Merbrryi ngr isromed .hidyo f or me?06
t
r

6 | told her. O6Five big
< ~

5Fried or cri ed?6
5Bot h. 0

p
S Hmmm. 6 Derry bi

h

0

0
0
0
0
0
0 it her bot tethimytogethepwithtbal. c o u
| 6 m g uyeosus idnogn 6t 7abv e it with you
OMy apartment . I tossed her the keys.
01 61 lcousee ndd Sehe tossed the keys to one of
0Tell them not to touch anything. 6
OPl ease, 6 Derry said. oMy ki absv ek nyoonu bbeetetng ru
to?06 Shehkeaounber, apparently oblivious
6Havenét seen you here in | onger than usu
OBusy busy,6 | shrugged. O6You know me. 0
OHardly ever. o
Ismiled. 06 Say, Derrly. alfowt kmiosvt onnuyg ? 6
6Got a degree in it.o
|l blinked.Dér dy dma&vtvi mgcan leducation. ORe
0 Yeahryrodddde 61 me anndegred. ltd@waloadeditta couple of years ago
for a | augh. 0
OFor a |l augh?5é6
00On & bet.
60h. 0
OVhyd6d you ask?59d
6l 6ve got this, uh, project,d | waved my

history. 0
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O0Wel | , ©of Rapter probably dbes buy you more favourst han a free megl .
clickedh er t oehl gouvehat, comdby my place later. 16 1 | see i f | can pel

That night, lwenttoDer r yés apart ment . mistéyouhohitadbitdt | i t t}l e
was quite nice.

Afterwards, she showed me her history degree.

Cybernetics had alwaysbeenDer r y 0 s p as s i -shoppinglaugrpehtaiont s, b qdy
that sort of stuff. When she was little, she had a blue LED installed in her right eye for no
particular reason. ltdés a phase some kiddg g

Thus, her apartment was filled with Neuro-interface clamps, Virtual Reality Headsets,
Holographic Immersion pads; some of it quite high-end stuff, some of it quite nasty looking.
Apparently, the restaurant business could fund some pretty serious hobbies.

Her history degree had been downloaded straight from the internet, through a jack cable
and into her skull. Not being one for shoving relays into the brain myself, | asked her if she
could get me a more tangible copy.

OSur elatiechonghe said. O0Bustgpubeengesalutlh agqpr

Derry plugged herself into the mesh of circuitry taking up most of her living room, and
spent a long moment doing what | can only describe as writhe. Apparently, VR provides the
ultimate high.Per sonal | y, pomtoftheunl6tti nsaetee thhiegh. Event pal
to have to come back down to Earth.

After a while, Derry emerged from the web of wire clutching a small crystal disc. The
wafer thin speck was pressed into my hands.

OHere, 6 shkeushed, &l lihihl yfF heatd.everyt hifng

6Thanks, Derry. o6

6You know, itdd be easier to experience t
she said, pointedly. O6So | 6ve left all thgq V
0That @srrynitkcwet, | 6mdbnot going to

O0Aw, cdasee 6oDerry grinned at me, moufesnt achp ¢

on paper. Try living in the past for a couple of hours. 0

Reading up on the nationds Fthaisokiofthg Fat hgr <
stories might have been just a little bit exaggerated.

For instance, the tale of George Washington defeating the English Hordes at Olde New
York. Of course Washington was an excellent General,buti t di dnét seem r e al i
coul déve kill ed fi v e-hdndediydAlse tile petrayaloiforeigtne n s i n gl e
countriesstruckmeas s i mpl i st i ¢ aote cobtrédoion to histéayseallptpea i n 6 s
invention of cannibalism? Surely treachery was not universal amongst the Ancient French.

Clichés are a modern problem. Since the Great Collapse, every country on Earth has had a
particular national stereotype, and all the history books have been altered to make it seem
forever-s o . | suppose it bs aaonfusimgfderehidprt t o make § hi

Of all the stories, the most inflated was the biography of Benjamin Franklin. | refused to
believe that any one individual could be responsible for inventions ranging from the light-
bulb to electricity to the concept of yellow. There had to be some distortion in there
somewhere.

But as | sat alone in my bed, reading over all those great stories of all those great men, |
couldnét help wonder... what were tthteey | i Qe ?
legends they inspired? The Founders- they had a whole mountain carved out in their image.
What must a man do to earn that kind of respect?

A few hours | ater, tkp. IvwasgourinshenorniognGetlingherr y 6 s | d
to answer the door was a challenge.




0Jekxidesd Her yawnoWastadoogou want ?6

OYou rwegrhet . 6 | p wghbuetkinkingnltdom haelrl ofweadt t o

help noticing that all of her VR equipment was still up and running. Maybe sheh a d n 0 t
asleep after all.

| held up the little data-crystal. 61 do want to see it for

The virtual world is tingly.

Experiencing it involves sensory aphasia; an enforced departure of mind from body. It
makes your nerves all fluttery, makes everything go looseand light. | t 6 s a bi t
comfortably drunk- not hammered, but slightly more than tipsy. You get used to it.

| was standing in a room.

Derry wasnoé6t with me. Shoekmyselfroat with lRec k t
equipment.

| felt queasy. The last stages of uploading are like a mental dry-heave. The tingling is
briefly supplanted by internal retching- then equilibrium returns.

| was standing in a room.

It was a simple room. Nice furniture- all wooden and antique. Crimson drapes. A desk,
with a window looking out onto nothing in particular. Literally, nothing in particular- a flood
of blinding daylight was blotting out the view, overexposing it into nothingness. Probably so
thes er v er dawbmyabbut réndenneg tootmany extra details.

Sitting at the desk was a man- a big man, quite rotund. Head balding, remaining white hair
grown long to compensate. Glasses balanced over a wide nose, jaw curved. He was wearing a
frilly shirt and a ruffled waistcoat. The man had an aura of kindness about him; his glance
instilled instant trust. There was a knowing sharpness behind his eyes; signs of a soul wise
and a little bit mercurial.

The virtual Benjamin Franklin was writing- or rather sketching- with a quill pen. It looked
like he was in the process of scribing some kind of blueprint for... what looked like a stove, or
fireplace. Okay,I thought, this is getting ridiculous. Is there anything this man rhd
invent?

Franklin did nothing for a while, apparently ignorant of my presence. Then, quite
suddenly, he looked up. His expression indicatedh e 6d been aware of

He wasnot sesmeropcourses Enasimulabion would be programmed to absorb
my presence. For some reason, | felt a little bit unnerved. | t 6 s loav-evelSimd told
myself. H e @ gery simple programrmot evemearly alive. Still, nothing about the man-
shaped thing before me seemed the slightest bit fake.

This is why | donoét |i ke VR.

| took a seat.

OMr FrBerkl i@an | call you Ben?2d

O0At this early stage odoonpau dedHabhobné

0]

me
OYes dadpide t |l y. oO6Can | help you with anyth

hi

OFair enou@my@odld ms miclh ec | | yaSmuolacia.mi gi&hatre d

case... | want you to tell me all about your| i f e .

0
OAh. 6 Ben smiled. OA biographer. About

OMr. White. 0
OHmmm. 6 Benl Igrring kfetd .t AN , Mr . Whit e.

0 He d i dgmaduiatefrenvtliee school- he was supposed to go into the Church, but he
was so smart that he managed to get out of that, he was married twice to women who, if I do
say so myself, were verynice for their time... he travelled all over the place, | mean, he was
practically-6
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OAI'l right, & Derry snapped.Befaviokuéinge goi n t
Franklin right aboutnow, or | 6 m going to kill you. 6

O0Sor saigshydy. | 6Am | gushing?6

O0Li ke the cohwe peevsdr wheotr,ed IDerry sai d

We were having dinner- at my place, for a change. | cooked, as a thank you to Derry for
installing some VR equipment in my room.

OHedbds just . . .Dear rrye.malrheceayladrrécaima @, me n. Peop] e
born anymore. 6

O0Sure they ar eWedustklkethem offeadytbr ugged. O

o hat 6s eben wor se.

o1 really dondt see why youodre soofi mpresgec
elderly, white, slave-owning men who happened to be both not stupid and not in the wrong
pl ace at the wrong tiYmeapulsd majsugiooas ago ¢ dh ¢ans

ONei t h@rl op o,iumsd ierdledrity edd

OHe dnvatedectricity. ..o

0l tdéds amatzo ntghi Dkerirgym going to play a par|t

| stopped, and dropped my fork. Oh, crap.

o0fBringing these men back to life, 06 Der r y peicnighayddsigapr oj ect . |6
6l dondt ceuldfongedlsversaid that?6

6 My Gwlh? 6 J,

O6Merchandi sing. 6

Merchandising®

0ltés that kind of worl d. o

Derry was takenaback. 6 Uh . . . | omeane. yowowoi Alg to dp i

O0Th atagbéTawre 8. 6
OExcuse me?0
0 St ahgeds warking out how to do it. Stage One is assimilating the enormity of what |

have to do. In@mobéstill at Stage O

0 Wh aStage Swo ? 6

01l nastpiian magi cally stri ki ngiawieushabit.] & lufb boend wr
they hadnét messed up that stupid time madqhi
OWhy dondét yomujasta®ée the S

| stared at Derry. 6 What ?6

0 Why d o n &de thefPersonality Sistlations from the VR degree | gave you?
Download a Sim, find something to use as a brain, stick them together in a cloned body, and
bang Youbve got a wal ki n@rasgtoaoldk iansg. 6hi st or i c a 1

I considered this. But... O0OThe Personalify
just designed to educatey o u a b o u t s lifehTleeir respolsgs &ecall pde-
programmed. ©6

60S0?6 Derry shrugged. OYoubre pretty smaft.
| thought for a moment.

Yes.

| could.

Stage Two.

Nhat are you doing, young man?2&f
| was pottering around Virtual B e n  F r airtukl bffice, @oking things. Occasionally,
0d stick my hand through a wall and come Jou
00h,t dmndd me., 66 Il 6 wwotjhgd/sutpiogreenc ode . 6

The virtual copy of Benjamin Franklin bl §nk

g
;




d dondét actually need to be in here to d
6l just thought we could chat while | worled
A string of ones took flight with a string of zeroes, bouncing around the room and out the

window.

01 s e e, répeatedrcamefulkyl i @ What about ?0

| considered. 6 What oés the first thought that <cotes
6l was borbn on the date

ONap, oot 6him off. ONot part of your biogre
fixx-we d6re going to see iIif we candét get a new]fi
0Osee. O

60So, Mr . Thé&trick wakgettingiexacily the right balance. | had to make the
Franklin Program seemintelligent without actually beingintelligent. Ididn6t want hi mjab

outsmart me, but people would have to believe that he might. 6 Why dondét you el
you feel about. .. creativity in invention%qo
0 | t bhoull Be celelirated. I think it should be embraced. 1 think invention should be

the prerogative of al/l men and in priorit 0
6Go on. 6

6l think |1 I|ike to invent things. Il thin i

Excellent I grinned. A small demonstration of personhood. He had passed the first test.
There was a long road ahead, but still.
This was going to work.

That 6s whatesl told my boss
And thatdés what | told my coll eagues.
And that 6esyselfhat | tol d

Turned out, | wasn é&completelywrong.

Unfortunately, at the time | was so sure of myself that | even self-imposed a deadline. To
the Fat Man himself.

6Youbre sure you can be ready soisgganticck!| y§ o
desk.

60h yes, sir. I can have your first mode r
walking-t al ki ng Ben Franklin. o
0l see.® The Fat Man wrinkled his brow. Ar
| was thrown by the question . -Oyd@iassigned me-0
0l asked vyouPresidenty eBeirr rFerca n kK lhien was never |Pr
0Yes, he was! 0
The Fat Man glared at me.
OTrust me, Mr. White. Il know my history. ¢
6But ... my sources. .. 0
O0Let meougarestsdging frovh one of those Download Degrees you get online?
Theydére always riddled with error. No, Mr . W
Presidenti al Material . 0O
| felt vaguely insulted. Of coursethat man was Presidential material. This feeling was
quickly drowned out by the depression sinking through my stomach. Damn you, Derry...
O Hew er , Oabr@ptlyadderl,e 6we were eventuall er plangir
historical figures anyway. So | suppose your mistake is not completely without virtue. Tell l
you what, White. Yougetusaworking Fr ankl in in two weeks, apd

is happening exactly as it should. Deal ?0
Oh, thank Godé De al . 6




0 B twb weeksWhite. One day more, and your head is on the line. Understand?6

Gulp.
0Yes, sir.o
Did I mention that Applied has a very hi

brightest work best under pressure. Lots of pressure.

When Greuze says somet hinreg odalihreeand Yobur 0

a lot of room for demotion in my department. Some people have been demoted all the way
down to Organ Donor.

You get one mistake.

This was my first.

Twelve days later, | made my second.

And once again Derry found me thumping on her door at a stupid hour of the morning.

She started to yell, then saw my expression.

Qasie. What 6s wrong?b6

| began to shake my head and gibber. This went on for some time. In the end, Derry pulled
me inside and administered some coherence via an industrial strength cup of coffee.

6Calm down, J, calm down. Talk straight. @
6tandt 6dd dbtuctbedt be do@hgod getmdadrekwite ver y ] hi
somealcoholi n it . . . 6

OWhatudmegn, you | ost everyt hibowbnénthBer ry | de
coffee. 0O

d suppose | havendbhabblédechButcadgil ywe |l olsemia el
oh yes, theyodoll take it away fTheopmbabheny St arft i
liver, or whatever else is valuable, working their way up-0

6Jtos | at e, | 6m t i r ed,llya plase jusbcalnddovenand al ki np

explain things to me properly, before | crack your head open and scoop out the information
for myself 2?6

OAI'l right. All right. 6

| took a couple of deep breaths.

d dondt know xvatcatl yh aop lpewassi ,dpreogr ammi ng.

just like normal- everything was going fine... everything was going great, actually. | was
ahead of schedule, Derry. Wayahead. And t hen. . . 0
0And then what?0
6l dondt know! It all crTheehvassbmekiadof my
massive system failure. Imu st d6ve. .. | dondt losheweryth win gt
teeth chattered. 0 keverytliing t6

dat

lh
ar

a,

0l Mihu s

6Canét you redo it? Retrace your work?2?6%6

ONot all of it! Not in two days! o
@Gurely you can get an extension6 Derry bit her bottom
harsh to give youatwoweekd ead !l i ne. . . 0

o1 asked for it. o
0 Y aaskedforatwoweeld ead!l i ne ? 6

a pretty easy project.

606rgive me for having a healthy ego, 6 I 1
| elt

i p.

00Okay. 6 Der rShewasetgtangito gpt pust as finegked outasme. 6 Ok a 'y ,

be sensible. Webre smart. We can fix t
OHow?6

O0Youo hepingh 6t

0Thiss all your fault, you know. Your
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OFi nel tnhen smart one. 06

0l tgwaneg t o be tcked diggingmp fingersidtothes bva. 61 6d h hv e
done by t o mo rthe BemSim irtodid body @dayealidr, spend the afternoon
playing chess. You know he was the first dhe

Derryds h e addplos hira iptphés dodyd\wh at body ? 6

O0We 6ve gahellwaitingihtome dl a b, 6handls. Bagineerdito loukyas
much like Ben Franklin as possible. Pointless now.6

Derry was twirling her moustache. She had a particular kind of look on her face, a Stage
Twokind of look.

Shewas al ways better at i deas than me. Il 6rp a
restaurant s o mhgb-tpjinAppheebymw.manodéd be
O hi s Deoysya,iodd. oO6Can you show me?6

| took her across town, to see the lab. Why not?

The Salmon Corporation is a building, tall and plain as any other- a skyscraper with glass
skirt-tails. Three miles below, there is a basement.

The basement is a squareddh. kil ometre in si e

| t afl sarved from chrome and polished glass; Perspex cages lining the walls, plastic
screens and chemical cabinets everywhere. Room after antiseptic room, each one devoted to a
more baffling design. Half-built robots and mysterious machines stand by lumps of bubbling
flesh and vats of half-green liquid. All sorts of things for all sorts of reasons; details on a need
to know basis. The whole place smells of carpet cleaner, despite the lack of carpet.

Getting Derry in was easy. My security clearance was only moderate, but a couple of well
placed bribes served to jack it up a notch or two.

We walked together through the subterranean corridors.

0 S derr§ said, unimpressed. Thisi s where you wor k. 6

OYeah. 0

OFunnyaysl palcw ured something |l ess... shin}jy.
| wasndét really in the mood for conversafioc
Eventually, we reached my workden-my A of f i c e, oneofthedaggpuidr s e. AF

Labs, it was positively cavernous. So big that it was always cold; every breath turned to fog,
drifting off in little clouds.

Great tubes hung down from the ceiling, each one filled with liquid. A few also contained
half-grown organs, suspended in goo. Spinal cords, skeletons and the occasional beating
heart.

In the middle of it all was my baby. Shining in the stark light, covered by cables- a naked
body, rather plump,inst antly recogni s abl eperfect ¢feurse-l esh Ppc i
they hadndét got the nose (fardorheeeasoniclgnmgdecene nd t Rer
hair is difficult). But other than that, the illusion was unimpeachable. Benjamin Franklin was
in the room with us.

ONot bad, 6 Derry said, circling the Clon i

O0Usess now,.6 | muttered
ONot ... ot Deaelc g6 Whlat |lare you using for g b
6Compl ex Comput-aeugrPamtceds stoec h .Bd o

0Generation?96
OrhirdandSev ent h. 6
Derry stood for a second. Then said; OYegh.
| stared blankly.
O T Hand Seventhseries ar endt perfect , tdohe htearclo,ntd hwtd dt,

just about hold a human mind. ltds been ddne




There was a short pause.

0Der sag., 66Youbve got to be kidding. 6
0You have twohidrmay swdrokigred Itihky asWadldsoda, |ri
can get it working |Iike a person. o

0 Wh atdesywogugesti ng. .veryiiltitéeggaderdy, very,
60Since wheomgaey vaue?C

O T h iore of thase crimes they actually giveadamna bout , 6 | hi ssed. qFo
reasons. 0

0 P frdligion. . . 6

0Derry, 6 | shook mpodhead. dbndhoekemykwbwl &t
O0Trust me, ikaldos8dleadgygné Dedathtedsferandstorage-t 6s | g st
t hat s al | brains do, thatoés all computer d
yourmindinthatb ody and have it back out again whene

OWhy does mymimaweé t o be
0 B e c thisiisyeur responsibility. 6
O0Buhey donodt | ursidted. wadnTth eay bdoodnyd!té want a | ofo k

real thing!o
OWhy i1isnbd6t a | ookali ke good enough for ther
60h geé, khowoDérry. Maefectoniskserjuafuckimgp t hey or g

insare!?Wh y d o n @gkthem!@d g o

6Cal m dowiseddd Dlemow t hey want more than a |}l o
reason it has to be you. You have to convince them, Jasie. 0

6Convince them,6 | echoed.

O0You have t o maydurexpdrithest morkedhYionhkve to nmake them
thi nk ¢t tealgBeyno uForraenk ! i n brought t o oufrome. Thpt

being punished.d

6But i f they catch me. . . 0

O0But doéndthBPgrry grabbed my wathherdig, bedutdub ki ng i r
bl uesgovedyy d®drl data, find out what you did ro
and running in a couple of weeks, Il pr omi e .
ONo. i $hissane. 601It Gsltle prpeevde rb aweckr kK, it ds t do.
and 1061 | confess. Il 61l tell them | screwe u
0And even i f they dondt do s omedatidoldyg hor §i k

A

O0Best case scenario. 0

60 Wh at  ank?aodtithat moment, a tiny switch in the back of my head went click, and
I knew two things. One- | would have to do it. And two- the personal pronoun problems were
going to get serithsluedy .0 Myh dtodlyappemseatng i t]? 06

OWedl | kepeppattiment, weodl l pretend youodrdq s
done, |l doubt that theyoll care. 0

ONo. They wonodt. 6

OWe <canlasttob tdhes ,gri pped my face, and kisded

i f we coul dnodét . o

Ismiled qui t e without meaning to. | definitelly
6 Al I right. We can do this. o

0 Fithngsft i rst , 6 Derry said, braiding my haing w
| was sitting in Derryds bath.

| di dbedtr ylbiskdat h




For one thing, it was dirty. She assured me everything was perfectly sterile, butitd i d n 0 t
look clean. The porcelain was cracked, the shower-head was crooked and the taps were
covered in grime.

Also, there were the rats.

The rats helped Derry out, and in return she sheltered them from the reptilian predators
outside. She had them all fitted with little neural clamps; flashing blue and green lights,
stapled to each rodent cranium. With these she could control them, use them as little four-

|l egged hel pers. Rats donoét bsrongandeuppsinggya bl e Jt h
delicate.

The rats never failed to freak me out. Watching them scuttle back and forth, trailing cables
and hairless tails... all right, so they had fluffy fur and smelt of apricot. Derry kept them
soaped and scrubbed. I still didndét trust the I|little]bl

OListen, 86 Derry stood over me, |l ooking cenc
close your eyes for this bit. o6

Behind her was a huge pile of electronic equipment. Most of i t, | couljdn
identify. Wires, baubles and three-pronged plugs. Sparkly things. Sharp things. | gulped.

6Uh, I think maybe 10611 get -6s o mestthabtetge dt ot Joe ¢
stepping out of the bath. Not a little bit gently, Derry pushed me back in.

ORight, 6 | mumbled. O6Sorry. o

6Just dnelbaxall going to go according to pl e

She started shovelling electronic equipment into the bath. Goosebumps struck me skin. 1
smelled something acrid.

6Just | ay back-sedousk-tcd otsel d omeg. e Arsd 6

She was holding what appeared to be a small lawnmower attached to a giant meat cleaver.

| shut my eyes.

60Derry, 6 theothhougkd. séddenl y want to sa
you. Youobre alwags here for me. And |
60l need to use your mouth for the next p

60h. Okay. 0

60pen wide. 0

| did so, and felt something bitty and sticky shoved down my throat. My oesophagus
began to spasm, and | fought the urge to vomit.

My spinal cord made a bid for freedom, and my liver tried to burst.

Everything went black.

Darkness, and the place under darkness.

Two trains, passing the night.

Two windows, just for one moment standing side by side.
And my reflection...

...Is behind me.

| opened my eyes, gasping.

Water rushed down my throat, tasting of salt.

| was floating, breathless. Arms flailing, starting to drown. Brain in shock, something
telling me... wrong, this iswrong.. arms too big, legs too short, heart too slow... trapped... my
hands hitting glass... trapped in a tiny space, drowning in a tube... drowning... drowning...
w h a happening

From somewhere below, there was a hiss and a slurp. | felt myself falling, falling...

...Something beeped. The water went away.

l




O0Brain activity det ect apter.oOEmergegnyeventiln e gent § e
progress. o

| felt the glass walls around me falling away, and saw water spilling out onto a shiny floor.
| flopped to the ground, rolling onto my back. Naked and vulnerable, my body refusing to
respond to commands. My brain refusing to command properly.

Dono6t f eel right.

| remembered why.

| am in the lab.

| tried to say the words out loud, but my throat would only croak.

| am in the lab, and | have to get back to Derry.

But for the moment, | could not move. Not on muscle.

Solstayed flatonmyback, breathing heavily with sofnec

| stumbled.

And fell.

And crawled back up, onto unsteady feet.

Over by the lab-door, | found a pile of clothes. Underneath it was an ID card. Convenient
that they were here, | thought, then remembered vaguely: Derry and | planned thisNe
planted thisstuff. So | woul dndét have to walk outside]ne

My mind was still quite jumbled.

Obviously, the pictureonthe IDcardwo ul dndét manynoh,bmy f add be
enough to get me past the electronic securfjt:
pay too much attention to somebody going out.

Thec| ot hes didnét fit. 't t ook .Tsoeserkegstaol dedp
long, shirt like wearing a corset. In the end, | had to leave everything unbuttoned. Not very
professional looking.

There was a white lab coat hanging by the door. That would do for a little extra cover- it
was almost my size. | caught my reflection in a particularly shiny wall. Buttoned up, | looked
almost respectable.

| also looked like Ben Franklin.

| touched my face. It was squidgy. | touched my knee. Ten years ago, | fell of a bike and
permanently scarred my right leg, shin to thigh. Naturally, the mark was gone.

My head swam. Every limb provided resistance- | had to work twice as hard to make them
move. It was like walking through syrup.

I got out of the lab, onto the street, and prayed for a quiet night. This would not be a good
time to get mugged.

Somehow, | found a cab. The little yellow car stood anchored by the roadside, dirty engine
spewing smoke. The driver gave me a funny look, as if trying to recognise my face.

| told him Derryods apar tigneradhisattemptsbte r . It @l c
conversation.

Peering out of the cab window, the whole world came across as an indistinct blur.

Abruptl vy, I real i s Shbrtsiglited | neell dlastee.en st umbl i rfg.

Mybody kept doi ng .Hahdstwiighsng. Pulsediiffedent.0roueverx p e c t
think about your pulse? You ever really notice it? You will if it starts changing pace, trust
me.

The cab stopped. I reached De pushgdpastheh o me, | f
just kept going straight for the bathroom.

| had to see him... | had to see me My own body, my real body.

There it was, in the cracked porcelain tub; covered in tubes, being scurried over by creepy
cybernetic rats.




It was like looking into a mirror, except infinitely more realistic. No. Not like a mirror.

Li ke a madmanés portrait, covered in rust.

| always thought my jaw was wider than that. | never realised | was so thin.
Irrationally, | reached a hand down-
-Derry grabbed it.

0l tds very i mpaotr tyaonut ,doo nsdhte tsoauicdh, aontyht hi ngf. 6
I nodded, clearing my throat. Still trying to get the hang of my voice. It came out in gasps

and rasps.

6l can go back at anytime?6é | managed to]as
O0You need to give me& saheomueplei ®d. hours net.i
| nodded.

ONow for the hard part. o

Derry pulled a data-disc from her pocket.

0This is all the reasonably reliable, regsc
find. o

OReasonabl y?5o

O0Youdmdt give mé& Shegsaiodwos&ratl¢chi ng her] h
to Il earning your new | ife story. Youbve g(qt

Apparently, Ben Franklin used to play the guitar.
|l still candét quite believe that.

The next day, | strode into work.
In full costume.

|l dondt know where Derry found t-Hasttrackl ot he¢s.

delivery. Whatever she dgoddMorkimpodaotly, diooked d i
accurate.
Frilly shirt. Puffy collar. Little glasses. A white wig stuck firmly to my head. | kept a kind,
knowing half-smile active at all times. It made me look smarter.
It was the middle of the day, and so the lobby of the Salmon Corp was crowded. Shiny
boots trod the shiny floor as workers bustled back and forth, some descending down to the
lab, donning white coats on the way- others in suits and ties, ascending up to middle-
management.
0 E x c us e | wasstppped by two sBcurity guards. Large heads bulged out of pastel-
blue uniforms, looking me up and down.
6Do your evor ki head8kedOne guard
6l do. 6 | remembered myself. ONot. Il do
The security men exchanged a look- then they started moving, ready to throw me out
overarm. | raised my hands to stop them.
OWai t ! 6 Isqugerofdaminated cerdlandadata-d i sc. O Wai t . I am
here on behalf of Jacob White. He sent me with his ID card.0
| showed them.
0 And t hlisdiscdhas ssmessage for Peter Greuze. | can wait here while you deliver
it. When Greuzeseesithe dl | al so want to see me. 0
Look calm. Look commanding. @Ben Fr anklIl i n. Ben Frankl.
afraid of anything.
But | 6m not Benarthksraaimgk.l i n, and my he

| kept my gaze steady.

dap

pot




Begrudgingly, one of the security men snatched the disc. | could tell what he was thinking:
Yes, this man in funny clothes could be some nut... or he could be something impoutant.
never knew with The Salmon Corporation.

OWat here, 0.0I0rweaed ser.der ed

| waited.

Heart racing, heart racing, heart racing...

It seemed to take an age for the security men to come back.

OMr. Greuze says you can come in,od6 | was

The data-disc contained a pre-recorded message, made by me and Derry just before the
body swap. It was essentially just me monologueing to a camera, explaining that | had,
through sheer effort and hard work, managed to effectively resurrect Benjamin Franklin. Of
course, the entire affair had been explained to the new Franklin, who seemed surprisingly
agreeable. | had wanted to accompany him into the office myselfbut, u nf or t unat el vy,
been shot...
That | ast par heomykind ofsiekrleavg thesCorpordtienavpuld readily
buy. A bullet hole in the leg. Not serious enough to be permanently debilitating, not mild
enough to shrug off in a day or two
She did actually shoot me in the leg, by the way. So she could zoom the camera up on the
freshly bandaged wound, to make thingsmorefibel i evabl e. 0o It hurt |

k

me some drugs to make tée ,padld cgeoon ahwaawe tOH4d «

fixed up far before you actually needtouset hem agai n. 6

She was sure that Peter Greuze would buy

He did.

And so | found myself in thewhkndondigtadnos o
playback.

OA remar khatMkre Wante, 6 the Fat Mbhe. &was mu

0l ndeed he is. 0

O0Al ways gets the job done. To be commend
enough-i t 6s only a | eg wound, barely broken f
sure you got here. Hedidma ke sur e, | assume?0

Chaperonesandcab-f ar e . 6

6Good. That man knows h oevyinipatanka®undghereaButd e a d
enough about our inconsequential little workerd r one s . 6

Something inside me tightened; | kept the indignation down. Greuze interlaced his fingers.
6Let 6s talk about you. o

OWhat about me?20

Should | be speaking moreelda s hi oned? Shoul d | use oO0yef
0 y eved?

Stop thinking stupid thoughts.

0 For o e Frankiim, yogappear to be taking your... re-actualisation... extremely
well . 6

Crap. | should actnore freaked out.

0Ah, 0 ed, wéastusn@wved at first, but your Mr. White calmed me down. Explained
the situation. 0

60And you were able to understand it?86

Beprs sy. Heds insulting your intellect.

600f course. 0

OHmm. 6 The Fat Masn ha@aokked 6Truth be told,
exceeding his bounds by taking you home. | suppose he values the personal touch. But

tr

fi
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regardl ess, | Ge able @ &llonayoudut ofrthis fagibitynagatn foroa little

whil e?d

dVhaf 6

60You see, wedOre going to have to run som t

psychologically and physiologically identical to our profiles of Benjamin Franklin, as close to

indistinguishableas possi bl e. 6

OFair enough. 6 | took a deep breath.

600t herwise, youbre just another expendable
Expendablel tried not to catch the implied threat.

O0And it seems to me, 06 thes Raetl | Mbre gs mi lae d p nd
OWho was your travelling partner to Pari i
6John Pringle. Sir John Pringle. My usua [
O0What was your proposed motto for the degl ¢
0 Redbellion to Tyrants is Gdience to Godl 6

6By what ratio were you elected presiden C
6Unani mous. 6

OHow did you feel about George Washingtof?¢

| paused. They had me in a sparse room, hooked up to all manner of lie-detector machines.
Polygraph hands wavered and heart-rate monitors beeped. Fooling these machines was not
difficult; all one had to do was remain calm, apgd

tranquil w h e n  stidl gefiing €he hang of usingit.

The factual questions were easy to answer. Derry and | had stayed up all night cross-
checking autobiographies; web6éd taken great] c
accur at e. But feelings? Emotions? Few of Hr a
misinterpretation. Nobodyknew how he felt.

0l n t hRetryhadadsised, danswer however the hell ydgu
sound authentic. 6 ]

OHe was aggead, manmed | said, 6an excell eft
befriend. However, hedidtendt o drink a bit too much. o

The white-coated scientists looked up from their clip-boards. From the corner of the room,
Peter Greuze said:

OReal |l y?5o

6Very méch so

The Fat Man shook his head, and lit a cigarette. The questioning resumed.

dist your thirteen virtues. 0

OTemperance, Quiet, Order, Resolution, FQYac
Cleanliness, Chastity and Humility. And Tranquillity, of course. 6

0And how wel | embodyt hyeosue yvoaulruseesl ?f 0

OWell .6 | <crinkled my face modestl y. 6I or
every week, and getting a |ittle better egch

6Do you bel iFawkdn?26i n God, Mr .

00f course. But | prefer to call him Ath i

600kad the Fat Man s uddgehn | yE vseproykbeo duyp .0 udt T hogft ¢

Accordingly the scientists fled, leaving me alone with the rounded spectre of Peter

Greuze. St i | | connected up to the pol ygr spjgeh maqghi
| concentrated on keeping myself calm. Tranquillity. Tranquillity. Tranquillity.
60 Alglhtr,i Mr . Fradk|l 6h, ad@reukémsatill a | iftt

little bit, in fact. But you seem to have answered all our questions honestly and without flaw,
and you certainly |l ook the part. o




60Thank you, 6 | inclined my head slightly
0l really woul dhowMrRMaite namagel tn do w. Hewasasavaglie y

about his plan, about your exact nature. Why, you could be anything. You might even be the

real thing. o

6l | ike to t hgrneke ,hld6 alm.cMaunl ddWwihitd @ easd swer Yo I
OWell , you can tell him so yourself. 0
OQuite. 6

OWhil e wedre meeting with him.d

OExcuse me?d
Beep My heart rate skipped. Greuze pretended notto noticee Knowi ng | coul dnjot
another such mistake, | started slowly and subtly unplugging myself from the machines;
gently pulling electrodes off my head.
OWebdbre going totbheeFMt. MWhitéYb6busand me. | Nc

0 B u Keep. It.Gogethel.smiledt o cover my anxiety. OHe as
6Justwoaunldeg Caught in a gang cr oswerk,but e. Sjo
doesndét nmeaamnviwda tcahn mti ohshawedmdidyn guwe® hjeobd
to answer them. Mr. White always did have Ja

6l ... did he?5d
6Come, Mr. Franklin. 6 Gr eu zoueofmustat. hWesd lalr m} ar
get you some more fitting clothes,andthen it 6s off t o meet your ak

The Fat Man smiled.
And in my head, | started to swear.

We took a car across the east side, down to my apartment.

It was more of a limo, actually. Black with blacked out windows, the seal of the Salmon
Corp shining on the doors. An effective shield against all the street skirmishes we drove
directly through.

| sat slumped in padded leather, trying to keep my brooding subtle.

Greuze was opposite me, drinking from a bottle of Champaign. There was a body-guard in
the drivero6s seat.

0l do | obveGrtehuzsed cdadigd so cl ean and dirty, jal
think. o6

I made a nonspecific noise.

Theydédre going to find I &m not ieydanyl hpause¢

looking for me and take, what, ten minutes to vemrythingol2 They 61 1 find PpPer
Theyodl |l find my b aspsoperlyTOn&gdd!| | shoot both (df

O Will never understand why White enjoysthi s nei ghbour hood¢pgbdt &Gs gu z
S0... unabashedly cheap. 0

d assume your tastes are more refined? 6snapped, almost without thinking.

Poverty, 6 Grdaenaexase ferlalack af ignaidation. Being poor is no
excuse for lookingpoor.o

The limo stopped. We got out, in the shadow of my apartment block. Suddenly, the
building seemed to loom. A big grey cube, dark and ominous, hogging the street-side.

Mr . Greuze took a little piece of paper \lrc
Apartment... twenty-one B, apparently. | think 1 used to live inatwenty-one B. Thi s

Greuze led on. His bodyguard-cum-chauffeur stayed with the car. Apparently, Greuze
wasn 6t worried about needing protection

We ascended up a broken staircase, and found my front door.

O0Youbve been vsidy quiet, o Greuze

6This weekodsodvirtue is Silence




O0Ah. 0

Greuze knocked on the door.

I could hit that Fat Man in the back tife head and run. | could go fifiRkrry and get
away.

| had nothing to lose. | felt my fists clench-

The door opened.

And there was me. The real me, in my real body. Walking with a limp, and leaning on a
cane.

| stood in the doorway with my jaw on the floor.

OAh, 6 sai dMrtFlang | r ea | | descet ibnege ny oeux. pd

I 61 | cal l him Jacob White, ewen Whhaduweghh twipait
better. WIj

Mr. White didnét move | i ke me. ThatHewas e
seemed too self-assured. Too confident.

He walked about my apartment like the king of a very small castle.

6Tea?6 He offered. 61 6d&m sure | must havel]sc
rooting through my cupboards.

No, you dono6t. Youbdre out.

0 A here wengo. | broughtitjustthi s mor ni ng. &8 Mr . White smifl e

Camomile teabags. | hate Camomile.
61 6d appreciate some tea, 6 Greuze nodded I
| just about managed to shake my head.
60nl vy tferoTTwosmar s, i f you have them. 6
Mr. White nodded politely, and went about brewing. It took him a couple of tries to work

the kettle, I noted.

Derry, | thought. It must be Derry. Controlling my body somehow to cover for me. Clever
girl.

0 He r e ,red, rushingantothekitchen. 6 Let me hel p you pour Jth

| watched my own hands lift the overflowing kettle, spilling a little water in the process.

Mr. White winced, and so did |.
60Derry, 6 d0 whu isgpterteldgt | WwWearsumd®eGreguze Jc o
Mr. White ignored me, striding past.
OHaweheai of you r ead , HaddiegGraghsta? 6 6 War t eb helke

A

business this morning. 6

OTerrible business mostltakeadtyonmeangosmethingitGr e u z r
particul ar ?0

OA young woman, stabbed to death in her W r
0Senseless. Horrible crime. See for your qel

Mr. White picked a newspaper from the coffee table, and threw it to me. | stared at the
front page, and wanted to cry.

60l 6m sure whoever did it is filled with er

Derry.

Derry was the young woman found dead. Only a handful of hours ago. The press print
quickly, in this day and age; the newspaper was already updating itself with the latest details
of her murder i nquiry. Seemed t heattomewhoeverf t
voluntarily. There were signs of struggle, but all the doors had been broken open from the
inside. Some very expensive VR equipment had been found in her house, smashed almost
beyond recognition.

| needed to lie down.




O0Are yophit ,alMr .riFranklin?6 Greuze noticed [my
OForgi ve dad m,0HeWhsi tfer om a si mpler ti me. 0
OWel | , you wo ugtinded.k noodwf, éa | Gr,e uyzoeu ar e t he njan
O0Yes. 6 Whisguaoekiend tnkee eyes. Somet hing rad

White knew everything.

Everything.

He knew how the cloning process worked. He knew how the Simulacra was supposed to
develop. He knew all the technical terms, all the jargon. He knew exactly what | had done,
how I had done it, and how | was supposedo have done it.

He sat and sipped his tea, idly spouting off technical specs and humorous anecdotes about
my life- anecdotes which never happened. Occasi onally, hedéd wincl]e
incoherence.d t 6 s t he pain meds, 6see. They foggy Jup

Greuze brought it all. Of course he did. There was no reason for him not to, no reason at
all.

Eventually, I managed to scrape my jaw off the floor and make a show of nodding,
agreeing, going along with... whatever was happening.

60 We | | , finally\shid, afte¥ anhourorso. 61t 6s getting | ate. A\ N
fun, butnow I reallyneedt o get some rest. O

We | et ourselves out. O6Drop by anytime, 6] se
6That all certainl y beamed, assverétuonedio¢helimo. or der | 6
6l rri,tatthantglman is certainly worth his ego] 6
01 6 m Isnumbled, 0

OWe can | et hi m r e sundestanbing bf the process: Tht ehrae 6 sven dp a \

reason we canodét go aheuseadveswdot h the rest of Jth

| nodded absently.

0 Afsor yoursel f, Mimbediftotten BF i np66@Brabizraid e
you much time to adjust to your new situation, but dondt worry. We it
the utmost veneration and respect. 0

| nodded again.

OWhich is why weol | be assigashgnyou a spec
OHandl er 26 6Mi slsii mih & d
OMi ssion, 6 Gr euze strongastarnd leetrme ekplaind mi ght be 0 C

The engine started.

Her name was Natalia Abranos Ilinyova.

She was, unsurprisingly, Russian.

Short red hair. Sharp eyes. Appreciable curves. In other words, very attractive. Under
ordinary circumstances | might have been attracted to her, but at the time the only woman on
my mind was Derry.

She canoltt bki ddredtd . seem realdnodékt haemdobasaegno
restaurant,, hadndét RSVPG6d dohngof thasethings,ddcause Iwaspomwu | d n gt
living in the confined quarters of the Salmon Corporation. Being followed around by a
stupidly sexy Russian and her atrociously over-exaggerated accent.

My cage was gilded. | had a slew of comfortable rooms with cushions everywhere, and a
fridge forever stocked with fatty foods. | had all the books I could ever read, and any piece of
equipment | cared to request. | think they were waiting for me to invent something.

Once or twice a day, Ms. Natalia would take me out for a walk. | was given some proper
clothes. Simple garbs in black and grey, designed to echo my previous outfit without




appearing too antique- they at least kept all the frills. I had new shoes. Comfortable shoes,

with Salmon labels on the heels. | had been tagged.

0And over here, we have the Monument of g €
metal spike because frankly, thatis what it i s. But there we gfo.

Natalia had a tendency to mistake herself for a tour guide. She rarely gave me time to get a
word in edgeways. | was actually quite happy to hapg
expect me to be... well| Ben Fr awthing.i n. Natjal

We were walking around a public park- Memorial Garden. It was a nice park; peaceful
and green, possibly more so than anywhere else in the city. Baroque bridges hung over little
ponds, swans circled fountains and tyres swung on tree branches. In the background, the sun
was fighting to get up over the skyscraper skyline.

The Monument of Ages was square in the middle of thepark.1 t 6 s supposed tq ©b
commemoration for the LaboyklthoughttestyalMdataliai | | eq@ o
would often make mistakes,-thawodldhbelbreaking ur se I} ¢
character.

This was only supposed to last for two weeks.

Two and a half, and counting. No plan for a way out. Getting my body back was all | ever
thought abou t . But without Derryds equipment. eq
tempting suspicion...

And there was the otherme. Mr. White. Part of me still clung to the faint hope that,
somehow, some way, it mightbeDe r r vy . I knewutitvios | déwled matd el ¢ |
so much easier if my friend was still out there somewhere.

After our walk, Natalia took me back to my cage. As always, we restricted ourselves to the
barest pleasantries. | called her O6dear | atdsoynded a coupl] e
authentic.

A message from Greuze was waiting on my bedside table.
It said: Time for your premiere.

| 6d b een mppremiereevergsince Grduze had first mentioned it.
My mission.
To sell. Basically, to sell my=lf.

| 6d signed away the rights to the Benjamin

wanted. The Corp had ten million tiny little versions of me, packaged and ready to sell- all
they needed as an excuse to put them on the shelf.

| would be providing them with that excuse.

My job was to go from place to place, and wave at the crowds. Apparently, the Corp
wanted to give me a grand unveiling, or rather, a succession of Grand Unveilings- one for
every state. People would flock to see me. And after the amazing experience of seeing history
come to life, people would obviously want a souvenir.

There was a reason the company had really wanted me to go on those walks with Natalia;
those very public walks. They let the press could catch glimpses of a man who looked
vaguely historical, drumming up that little bit of extra interest.

Alllhadtodowast o st and on stage and be Ben Franfgkl

be yourself . 0

The first time was the worst.

| was sent out in the middle of a rock-concert. The audience was dominated by punks and
goths, the stage crowded with ugly faces. The main act had just finished playing, and they
had left the stage a mess; broken wiring and mysterious fluid everywhere. Spotlights
exploded across my eyeballs, coming from all directions. This was New Hampshire, the
northernmost region of the America Little. Eight hundred square kilometres devoted to




stadiums, sports centres and palladiums. In the distance, | could see other concerts; firework
displays and limelight flares.

| 6d been introduced already, i n between gct

for me. I could tell, because the moment I stepped on stage they exploded into rapturous
applause.

| was nervous as a pimp in hell. My head thumped, my blood-pressure soared and | had to
fight the constant urge to pee. Natalia was behind me, along with a few beefy bodyguards.
Somebody handed me a microphone, and | stood on the edge of the stage; looking down over
the precipice, staring at all of the scruffy young people below.

o6Um, 6 | coughed. The mibackk ophone gaze a sl as:s

Glancing over my shoulder for support, | found none. Natalia just shrugged. Helpful.

0Greetings to wgurl gll 6&Golbdf embli ed ns ! Ft i

Al t i s nl ,FrBaennkMybraincechdedancredulously. What the hell are you
thinking?!l s houl débve practiced my speech.

ONow, 6 I, cointk mauve dwhat vy o ulénraremusabdedclottinhi nki njg .
costume. He must be false, a fake,aph-6Ben Fr ank!| i n waoWicdmil@ét say] p
Well, | can offer you Ilittle firm evidencd a
at Natalia, omy f r iwlimadsubthavesome stientiéic eddencefoo n Cqr p
those of you with inquiring minds. In the interests of not boring you, | shall confine myself to
the only fact of the matter you need to know. | am the real and true Benjamin Franklin. From
your history. Andt hr ough t he wonder of technol ogy, f

There was a long pause. Silence from the crowd. A few people scratched their heads;
wondering if this might be a joke. A few others choked off laughter.

S o me h o koped for & ldt more of a response.

6l am history come to | if erggonsdfromthei ed agaljn,
audience. | began to feel very small.

00Ok ay, OGsaiddauti xclkilay, stepping forward and snpt
think Mr. Franklin 6s ti red, and wedve probably take e
stage, good sir.o

She gave me a pointed look, eyes flashing. | nodded glumly, feeling humiliation deep
inside. | let the bodyguards lead me behind the curtain.

O Notwn, 6 aNlatads woitche tfhaeddd ghat 66 bthe spagfdac
|l et s see i f we c anplebee ére famsofoMertialia B?! Hbhomany ma ny Jp e
people want them on for an encore?! o

Cheering from the audience.

Somewhere backstage, an argument was raging. A lead singer was complaining that he
O0Di dndt ev.edr Idowaesnncootr elsi st eni ng. The momen
flopped onto the floor.

The humiliation... being stared blankly at by half a million faces...

Well, chirped a little partof my brainn. They wer enét really starijg

Yes they were.

No. They were staring at Ben Franklin.

| thought about this for a minute, and decided t hat it di drbditarr make e

0 Ok a ytaliddappddrad, hands on hips. Onstage, another band had started playing.

Ok ay, Il think I know what we did wrong hej]e.
gig.6

0They applauded when | came on, 06 | muttefec

60That was jpunsigles Wen glowelr dth 6t boengamdéenckogdt i ng Jt o
least, notthisyoung audience. Will you get off the}]f

60h. 6 | stood up. O6Sorry. o




0And another thing, 6 she s nanmpmssideyoulnowvou c ¢ ul
Youbre not going to convince anyone with afjdi

Ol 6m sradliedd y 96 6m hawvoughmomt bhi tl @ sure itos|pl
my charisma. 0

6dugh, &6 Natalia said flatly. OTbeaenmpressehr e 0C
by a harmonicaandalight-b ul b anymor e. Deal with it. o

OYoudre not helping. 6

OMy job i snsad. todMyh glofp, 6 sshe organi se. 0

O0Youbre a press officer. o

00f course,® she shruggedc.oncWltatnediéd youl]t}Ht

| was left in her wake; Natalia was already speaking on the phone, organising another
round.

From the stage, there came the sound of a second encore.

OWe shoul dndét be targeting the Memtary h, 6 Ngt ¢
education system, a pop-obsessedc ul t ur e and very I|little res p[ec

We were in the Fat Manods office. Il coul dpot
weight.

0 Ou e-Puliticity department picked that location for maximumpr ess cover age} O
pointed out, from behind his desk.

0l 6m sure t By dArd 6i fNatt ladyyecatmnsentations, tkey e ne d Jt o
would have realised that we were alwaysgoing to have maximum press coverage. We could
have opened in a shed in the Nevada desert and gotten maximum press coverage- this is Ben
Franklinwed r e t al ki ng &dwdthePress seek thegpublicoeach © 1 s

OHmMNBr euze WeH,isiricdthasds now @ job for Post-Publicity, Nat al i a, i tps
going to be up to you to make sure this kind of mistaked o0 e s n 6 ta ghad mp é&n

OAl rantdry Natalia smiled smugly. 61 6ve arj]ar
tour of America Large. 0

| gave her an incredulous look. Greuze raised an eyebrow. | remembered that Ben
Franklin probably wouldnét have a reason tjo
down to merely O6écurious. 0

OAmerica Large?6 | asked, trying to sount} [

&ou would have cal |l e dGretzher ml ahee&oubdBema 13
anyway. That area has considerably expanded since you were last around. Are you sure we
Sshould take him down there?6 Greuze asked |Na
Large. 0

ONonsense, @ NMa toanleivauldsvaritaydtofpaemus. They 6r e a t i i d
backwards lot, but their obsession with the past makes them perfectd

Greuze bit his upper-lip, considering.

OAl | Weidbdht try it vyjpmim wayxk Matbalgi. &@. Ben

O0Yes, s alntlehtstiffly. Going ta Large. Great. One more thing crossed off the
Things-1-Never-Wanted-To-Do list.

00h, Bencalléd, Gasuwe were | eaving. O0Stay beflpir
need to talk.©od

Somewhat nervously, | stayed behind.

ONow, Mr. Franklin. o6l Guedeesgand ahsbotvagilt
transition for you. o

O0Yes. O

OAnd the process wkadmitsvasdxpetinentab It mightgothave u h e § e,
been perfect. Given your... behaviour... |l thought | should ask i }




60Strange?5d

oDi fferent . Not your sel fsmiledMbel nft ayloluy schoonupl rdg nfi

yourself feeling any of these things, it is importantthat you let someone on staff know as
soon as possible.
The meek little Yes Sirtrickled to the front of my mind- but something stopped me. He 0 s

callingyou outlrealised He 6 s testadmi youl didndét have nuc

just had a lot of anger and frustration pent up, and it sounded like this man was dangerously
close to blowing my cover. | felt awful.
So | spoke up.

OAre you gquestioning my inteodlyangerpnebhéimd as f ec
stay in character- it made me feel strong and smart. For a second, | genuinely thought that |
was rightand hewaswrong. O Ar e you suggestineg?Addled? | a i
Damaged? Less than a man? Is that what you mean to say, sir, because if it is then | appeal to
you to come straight out and sayit. I may have | ost some of yojut
stranded in an alien world, but I am no fool. I am myself, | am fully in possession of my
faculties, and | do not appreciate the implication that | could be otherwise. Do | make myself
cl ear ?0
Greuze seemed taken aback . | 6d never s e.€anasdcdnctlthdught Man Jc o
Oh, s hi t getidt@uble.§henr reneembered- | was the honoured guest here. And |
puffed my chest out accordingly.
00f course, & kGryeurzd@dt smeedi dalqluii mpl yi ng
0l should thinkuthimeff, 6 | cut him off. I
60 Wel | then. That, uh, that wil/l be all . o] Gr
OHmmph. 6
| strode out of the room, not giving the Fat Man time to regroup.
My brain was arush. Endorphins were flowing. | felt good.
| 6ve never | iked helicopters.
They hover and buzz, like bluebottles. They look unpleasantintheskyand | 6 m f ai r vy
theydre not a safe; they tend to shake.
| was sitting in a helicopter, on the edge of my seat. Natalia was opposite me, dropping
pills into a glass.
OWhat are you doing?6 | asked.
6l déspiwg, 6 Natalia replied, pulling a é
whi sky. &édYou want some?29d
6fank you, no. o
OSuit &oNatsaellifag shrugged, downing the gl gss
Soon after, she was asl eep. I was | eft afor
The side of the helicopter held a single window. | peered outside, squinting in the sunlight.
America LargeOnly a few minutes after crossing the border, and the landscape was
already undergoing a massive shift. Grey hills and canyons were subsiding, flattening into the
ground. Grass became rock and rock became sand. Everything started to look beige.
We were drawing into the desert.
A few miles later, and we reached the Oil Fields.
For a thousand kilometres, the oil rigs stretched. Built under bright blue sky and over
stone-baked sand, the great metal pumps looked like huge overturned hammers- rocking
gently back and forth. Steel wells reached down into the Earth, oil barrels lined up beside
them. Little figures, tiny as ants, crawled around gigantic drills. Workers, sweating out the
day.




The helicopter chose to dip low, for some reason. Maybe the pilot wanted me to see it all
up close; we flew right by the nearest pump, rotor blades practically kissing the rusted metal
frame. | saw the size of it; the unfathomable scale that would make giants seem small and

skyscrapers tiny. | saw the depth of the well,and |  h e a r dcallt Mok hardér. Werk s 6

faster.

A man in an iron helmet was standing high up on the rig. He waved at my helicopter. One
of his arms was a hook.

| waved back.

The pilot took us a little further up- so I could be reminded that this Field went on forever.

A burst of flame flew up on the horizon. A controlled venting, I hoped. This was no place
for untamed fire.

We flew on.

Eventually, we reached the border town of Louisian.

From the air it looked more than a little ramshackle. A wooden clock-tower comprised the
shoddy town hall, surrounded on all sides by shanty huts trying to pass for houses. Rickety
old cars and jeeps chugged along rocky roads.

We landed just outside of town, and the moment the rotor blades stopped I truly felt the
overwhelming heat. Like a wave of shrapnel, digging into my skin- | had to take my jacket
off. I suddenly felt very self-conscious of my pudginess.

ONo more frosting!o6 Natalia yelled with § s
for a minute in obvious confusion, beforel|]re
shirt,standi ng up. 61l 6take it wedre here?

| nodded.

OWell tdhhego. et u

The two of us stepped out of the copter- the silent pilot chose to stay with his ship, which
was presumably his only friend.

0 E x a chdt Wwaywrong with the frosting?6 | coul chq@dt hel p aski

OExcuse mdifkéd. Nat al i a

6You yelled it out, just before waking up, ¢

6l dondédt know. It was just a dream.

dor some reason, drebamieRupianblttaeld t hat youodd

OWhy? | dondét speak Russian. 6

| gave her an odd look. At that moment, we were interrupted.

0Greetings! o

The man doing the interrupting was a fine and fearsome specimen. Tall, broad, handsome,
dark skin and glittering eyes beneath the brim of a cowboy hat. His clothes were mostly
coloured white; | wondered how he managed to keep them clean. He spoke with a strong
southern drawl.

6Good to see yball. Right on time, too. 6] Tt
0That 6s somethiné | approve of. 0

@Mr. Franklin, this is Colonel Parker Harland- Mayor and Military Viceroy of Louisian.

Col onel Har | a patinwas coNsantechbly thedC@ 4 otgiemgya st i ¢ paw. | 0°
BenjaminFr ank !l i n. o

0So | 6ve h eéedoweatl.! 06 oattanour tameet you sir! A real honour! Should
-6 Ha todkedtodllatalia. 6 Shoul d | bow? Am I-6supposed] t

0 No n éatwillfbenecessary, 6 | sai d firmly. OA handshalke

My own hand was crushed by the Colonel6 .s

OTruly sir, this i s hewaygHadahdwe tockidgsat me-ithe e s t

adoration-i t was al most frightening. 00One of

h

s

r
\



6Um. Thank you. 6
o1 under st an
we strode into town.

00h, Thes Col onel nodded qui ck begaroundyopuwe h av

arrival, siThanedntmabdeamtown should be tu

| was already drawing attention. | could feel gazes on my back; people peering out from
between curtains, stealing glimpses through letterboxes. The town was little more than a
single main street, bordered by shops and houses. Few pedestrians were about, but all those
who were chose to stare. We passed an open bar, and a couple of patrons even came out to
wave. | coul dndét help waving back.

0 1 a d mueretal] surpiged that you chose tocome here 6 t h esaiC o |I60Nee |
expect ed vy o uadidBostomanRhiladelphia ar thelike. 6

ONe consideredittd6 Nat al i eforalicosidve réeBdut s i n cesmentiBlly s t
under water and Philadelphia is... well,
Somewhere more appreciative. 0

0
d youwbdganofeaveangefl oa soinit ght €

rni

on @
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OW are t hHatlapdsaddbd® amkdy. oO60Oh my, yes. We ajJe

The Colonel took us to what he optimisticallyt er med Ot he f iltwasast
bit... rustic. Wooden floors, wooden walls, wooden chairs... it was like the whole place had
been carved from pine, with only the occasional cushion to break things up. So strange in
comparison to my city of metal.

The hotel lobby was small and low ceilinged, with a single reception desk dominating
everything. A staircase rose up and around in the background, surrounded by landscape
paintings that were probably supposed to look snazzily post-modern but were actually rather
bad.

6l take it t hdtsyoupantgue ensibilgiesdNatalisaidsdryly.t e

Uh..maybe | t houghtsad 6 Somewhat kB 6 I

There was a bellboy to show us upstairs. The little brown kid never once looked me in the
eye, nor spoke a word to my face. He handed us our door keys, then darted off.

Natalia and | stood in the plywood corridor, outside our respective rooms.

0 T h ealy darbdieve in historyhere, 6 | obdstedved. over whel

6The backwards are often obsessed with trte

Natalia,d | had to ask. o6You really d

OWhy would you assume that | do?6

oOoWell .. . 0

O Mg ccent ? 06-an8 juselikeahat kher wbice changed. The low vowels dropped
away, high tones slipped in. She became a city girl, just like any other.

hot

mi n

ono

e |

D € |

| blink@&d. OHow
60l am Russian, ® she said, siegmdulgnotteecBut m
me their | anguage. Still, I do not || ike td
ORI @ hatu.lcdndét think oVeaydeceanatdmieapboesé.
Or haps. 6 Her Somebosvdteeemedtoessuitberal eod mor e. 0 Or
amsimplybei ng stubborn. 6
She disappeared into her room.
A few minutes later, I did the same.
The Col onel hadnét been exaggerating. Th
| made my appearance on an improvised stage (made from plywood... where were they
finding all these trees?) outside the town hall, at the stroke of midnight.
There were maybe three hundred people present. A far smaller crowd than the New
Hampshire stadium, yet somehow far more intens e . Some of them cl ear




lot of extra cars were parked around the town- cameras and notebooks were in evidence. The
Press were showing in force. | felt the pressure.

Natalia was behind me, wearingaDo n 6t s c exeressioh. hi s up
d

OLi sten, 6 | hissed at her, o6woul you pl a s
60ltés my job to make sure things go smoo[hl
OWell, thingsoéll go a | ot smoothemake f yogor
surefromoverther e. 6 | poi-at @gevag@g@el ynof$Shoo. 6
Natalia fixed me with an irate glare, then made a show of sauntering off. Left alone on
stage, | fought off images of my last live performance. This would be different. 1 6 d s pent [t h
entire afternoon practicing my speech.
Okay. Deep breath.
OHel |l o. 6 |t wsatsanr6tt itnh et hset rwoonrgl eddce tolseeiyiou i t  wWa s
all . 6
Somewhere off-stage, Natalia was rolling her eyes.
60 No, r rananly daze ové thelcrowd. Psyching myself up, getting fully into
characterr o601t 1is nice to see you al lher It is nifce
0And | dondt meameltbhmtnottheayher drheémigeryou spio
| am merely a man, no more valuable than any other. But your remembrance of the history,
the past, the events shepherding you all the way through yesterday toward today- that is
important. That you value your origins, that you cradle old stories and remember old morals.
Thatis important. | have looked around this strange new world, and it is full of wonderful
things. Technology | had never dreamed of, miracles I can barely understand. But for every
wonder, | see something else, something to... to repulse me. Decadence. Crime. Ill-virtue
ruling the streets, apathetic young and violent old. People who have forgotten where they
came from. People who have forgotten the values upon which this nation was built, the
values we need to be worthy. I have not forgotten. | was there... it seems like yesterday. | was
there, at the beginning of it all. | saw those who forged a nation from fire and blood and they
birthed a beautiful dream. | walked with great men, and did what little I could to help.
Perhaps you will say that there are no longer such men. I do not believe that. There are
always giants, and each of you has the potential to become one. | was there at the beginning
of it all, and I am here again. Those days were bright and full of promise, and they can come
again.
601 have notitisftomforgng to knemthat neéther thave you. My name is
Benjamin Franklin. My return from the dead is nothing to get excited about. But if we can
bring some of those old morals back, if some us of can be giants again...then perhaps I will
have proved myself worthy of such small resurrection.
60Thank you all for your attention. Enjoy|th
Wow, | thought, stepping back. Where didhat come fromS ome of it was wlHat
rehearsed, but a lot of it... just came from nowhere.
Clap. Clap.Clap.
Someone was applauding.
Clap-Clap-Clap-Clap-
Clap! Clap! Clap!
Everyone was applauding.
Clappaclappaclappaclappa
The air was filled with cheers. Apparentfy,
Whisking me off-stage, Natalia whi spered: o0Looks | ike you] h:
l eft after all . o
| could only nod.
Looks like.




Shortly after, the buzz began to spread.

| was a hit.

| travelled from town to town, Natalia in tow- streaking all across America Large, hitting
one border community after another. Setting the Oil Belt on fire- metaphorically speaking.

The crowds got bigger. The cheers got cheerier. My speeches grew in length and verve,
though I always tried to keep them reasonably brief. | was afraid that talking too long might
break the spell, or blow my cover. | never answered questions from the audience; too risky.

After dark, | had nightmares about Mr. White and my long lost body. Come morning, |
tried not to dwell. The day would invariably bring exciting things.

One day in particular, Natalia barged into a quaint little hotel room to find me in
underwear, splayed out on the floor.

She just stared, apparently not so much embarrassed as perplexed.

O0What ar e Shedemandddoi ng ? o

0Stretching. 6 | wilsuldbdembmriassed. Any ditemiptite r  or  n @ t

movement risked unwanted exposure, so | stayed very still.
60Stretching?6

0Trying to.bget into shape

ANhy? 6

OWhy not ?506

Nataliawasa pparently satisfied with this. She
oUh. .. Natalia, téhis isndt the best ti me
OWhat do you think you are doing?66

There was a brief pause.

AdWVe just-6

6l mean your speeches, 0 isabrey.sbai d sharply
|l blinked. O6They are not. 6

6 AForgotten morals, o Athe | essons of th

A

revolutionary. o6

6l simply saying what comes to mind, 6 I
0The Corporation didardath hire you to be
O0Actually, d | t ook t hheywantedsnktoiospire mdplaimtdei n g .

direction of merchandise andthati s exactly what | 6m doing. |
my own way. 0O

Natalia stared me aotwgddonddgrasp theasitpasonadd s he s
completely as you think. 6

OMeaning?b6

6Meani ng t dneisingispehsabjesMy sugeriors are prone to shifting
expectations, especially when what they perceived as an exercise in style starts to have
substance.6

OAre you nmehd® eatening

61 6 m wa r acause despite myself, M. Franklin, I find myself beginning to like
you. |l wish you to take care. 0

| wascaughtoffguar d by the unexpected pl dasant ng
0Thank you very much. 0

She answered with a terse nod, striding straight out. | assume the kindness was a terrible
strain.

A few minutes later, | was back into my stretching.

The telephone rang.

—+
™



Iwassurprised-1 di dndt eaoonecame with apliond After a bit of pottering
about, | found it on the bedside table. It was a ridiculously old-fashioned device; a circular
dial plate with a corded speaker. For a moment | just stared at the thing, then a fresh burst of
ringing convinced me to pick up.

OHel l 0?6 | held the speaker to my | ips.
There was a pause. ThenMr . Whi t ebs vaice froze my hea
O0Hel | o, Ben. 6

All of a sudden, my new life melted away. The crowds, the charm, the success... |

remembered my ultimate natureasaf r aud. How convincinlgbd 6d bjee

even conned myself. Mr. White could strip that away with a word and make me remember all
those nightmares.

60l hear youdbve been enjoying yourself. o

|l didndét knowethamhtadkt t o say, so |

0lsit en, Ben, |l donmbghaeeybagl heartllwhy n
you- no hard feelings.6

| breathed: O6Who are you?2o

6Dondét be coy. You worked that out ages g C

0 F r a nThkd FHranklindSim.

@enjaminFr ankl in has been dead for several hju n
And I... I am just a faulty echo. Jacob White. I like thatn a me . It has a niceljri
OListen.® | struggled to s o aouhaletacuodenstaén di n ¢ .
D@on®dt The word was s har pournanemw. §¥durs kama | | me [t h
Jacob White. We have swapped places. Wedrdq n

6You... you donét want your body?656
01 n arltd?iWhat weuld | do with it? | let youhave it. A donation for your hard work. |
faked my death- my crash and | moved in here, while you were busy packing. 6
6l dondédt wunderstand. 6
0That 6s because | 6m a | ot s maritdeera,t hbaunt yygouu,
slow. There are other ways.0
6 Mr . F White- kldase-d
6Goodbye
For a second, | could hear background noise from the other end of the line; a brief burst
of ambient sound. | realised that White must be calling from the street. Then the phone went
dead.
I was left in silence, holding the receiver. Breathing heavily.
That was when Natalia burst back into the room. This time, she looked solemn.
OWe havetadaothetawairny, 6 she said. ONow. 0
Our helicopter tore through sky.
Outside, flying Raptors rattled the windows; an aerial assault from flustered dinosaurs. We
were heading back to the city in a straight line- the route took us right over a bunch of Raptor
nests. The helicopter was armed. Machine guns dealt with the overgrown birds.
Natalia wouldno6t tell me what was wrong. | St
there had been an emergency.
All the way back, my heart woul dndét stop]pl
*
't didndét take |l ong to see the probl em.
Fires on the horizon. Smoke above the city.




There stood the dark monolith of the Salmon Corporation skyscraper. All around it,
buildings were burning.

0Jacob White. 6

His face was on the table; a spread of photographs. Family pictures, friendly photos,
corporate ID badges...

0As of this moment, he is the most wantedg r

Peter Greuze sat behind his desk, arms crossed. Natalia and | opposite.

0 He tht hagpen? 6 N a ted, yestuaing ® svikindow. Flames were rising outside;
the emergency services were desperately fighting them back. The disaster was under control,
but only provisionally.

OApparently, when one has access to all {§he
highly destructive bombs becomesdepre s si ngl vy eaedpapnedd Gr eu z e

60 But . .laskedwheakly. o

0 That 6 sewsehepimgeyouuwnight have athoughtor t wo ,répliedsr eSlAd & e r

all, the man created you. 6

0 Not e nshappedehdrsier tiéan irtended.

0 Of sceowr sai d Greuze. OBnmgight.s& i | |, you musp
0 1 6 m tlaatfl haze absblutely no idea what might be going through Mr. Whited Bead. 6

OHe must be apprehended, 6 stated Natali a k
OWel |l . . waysest,hda hgpgegner al gi st of me calling h

Greuze shook his head. o6Butng,f hWhdiltle bhea sa sgnfy.
Little as he can possibly get by now. 06
OPreaps not, 6 Nataliacloeahand 6Her mhyr whaet ajot

OWebre provisiosdllly berompinng stohat eddhi nci dnt
dJnlikely. This kind of attack is a clear statement- an opening move, designed to get
attention. A message. 0

0 Yo u 06 rkeowledgeablga bout terrorists this mornind,
6l am a publicist. | understand publicit S

OMaybe, 6 Greuze sebtmemd urhd earkv il mMaleagkthe ed But t o
single act of a madman. Optimism, eh Benj ami n?26

| said nothing.

Hol d on. 6 Greuze held up a hand. He was Pt
couple of random spots on the shiny surface, and a holograph screen sprung to life before us.
Modern computers can be disturbingly difficult to notice.

OLook at this,d® Greuze said, as the scregn
net work news broadcast three minutes ago.

The picture was of White.

He was standing in front of a grey backdrop- somewhere that could be anywhere. Talking

directly to the camera, White | ooked somevha
storm of soot.
6Citizens of America Little, 6 he said. OBy

outside. | am responsible. Let me assure you, this havoc was wreaked with only the greatest
regret. | have done my best to target unpopulated areas at unpopulated times, but the guilt still

wei ghts heavy on my soul . 0
O0Huh, 6 maered,uzleooki ng my way. O6The bastard |Jso
dthadt o be done, 6 White continued. 61 6ve sfru

so-called Salmon Corporation- a holding of gangsters and criminals. Building after building
filled with crook, strangling the city, breaking this great country. | have to tell you, I tried to




understand it. | tried to tolerate it. | tried. But the truth is, | am sick of this world and its
compromises, its |lies, its immorality. Thi
Natalia also raised an eyebrow in my direction. | felt almost embarrassed.
OThis was a demonstration of power- to show you all that theyare vulnerable, that one
man can take them on and win. Imagine what a hundred could do. I know many of you must

feel thesameasme,so | 6 m a s ki nygtruggle. JTogdther, wg canimake the world
the better place it was supposed to be.
OA change is coming. Rest assured. This

And then the image cut to black.
| shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

O%u know, 6 pGimedlpyz & |ls aie,l |l y dondt feel <co
enjoy making speeches. 0

OWhat do we do?d Natalia asked.

ONot hing, 86 Greuze shrugged. O6Mands a cr a

in six hours, and so will his revolution. In the meantime, | suggest we all try getting some
sl eep. 6

6Youbwernoed at all ?6 | asked

Al |l ow me to be bl unt ,YowldettobeEkpreacimykdéalistn , 6 s ai
because you have us behind you- paying bills and hiring bodyguards. Plus, your antiquity
gives you a certain acceptability. People find you tolerably quaint. White has none of these
t hi n g scorpsél €8 anly ancerning question is whether his death be a fitting end to
the injusticehehas caused. 6

0l see. 0

6Stay in the ci orderedime.r oOal 6wdh irlaet,hGe rGrneoutz eh a v
during this crises. o

60Thank you, but i1 f 1tds all t ¢glaacedstahme t o
window. h6 Nbi swout si de. 0

Not with my own house burning. | know it is, White. You bastard.

f o
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OFair enough, ® Greuze shrugged. O6But you
is ready. o

| nodded, and started to leave. So did my partner.

®O®h, Natalia, 6 Greuze called. O6Stay a mom
She di d s o. rthatgart dof thedconvergadon; theé door chosedain my face.

That was probably for the best. | already had too many things to think about.

| di d maiyht to gyaoons. There was something | had to see first.

| headed for the lab.

My security clearance was shaky at best, but the guards knew who | was. They also knew
whose office 16d just come fr dyoualoAgwhyi t t | e

Really, I only needed a quick peek.

The moment I entered the clone chamber, strange memories assailed me. Crawling out of
thatsalttwat er tank at an ungodly hour of the m

The lab looked just the same as it had that night; tubes filled with fleshy bodies. This time,
however, there were staff about; ladies and gentlemen in white coats, cradling test-tubes and
flow charts. They saw me coming, and stopped to stare.

| found what | was looking for.

Apparently, White really had given Greuze all the data he needed. Every tube contained a
body, and every body was a famous figure from history. Most of them were only just
recognisable; a few were still mere chunks of meat. But one, one quite near to me... one was
unmistakable.
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Abraham Lincoln, perfectly recreated. His test tube bore a plaque reading: Model Number

Two.l assumed | was Model NumberOne, so apparently they werfpn
particular order.

A lab-tech approached, tentatively. 6 Ex cuse me, sir. Can | hell]p
OHow | ong until heb6s ready?06 | asked, pofgnt
0 Our p rreagertidl markeng his personalitySi m, 6 -t @eh |l héamed. OF he
ready i n a week or two. 0

A week.s ObTeheer edd0 si gn of error ?0

ONO sir. Everythingbés going perfectly. o6

What are they doing right that | did wrongyPaybe my mistake really was just a freak
accident.

| looked at the next tube along. The creature inside barley had a face but somehow,
instinctively, | recognised it.

| knew it was to be my twin.

Your speeches are inflammatory.

And noeone is indispensable.

And Natalia, could you stay a moment?

0lt wasy.,alwhen we g o ttechdvaswibberit og .i t § We G lhle Habe
whole Iine ready in a mont h. Sir? I s sometjhi

6No. Nothing at all, o6 I |ied.

On the way back to my room, | bumped into Natalia.

60There you are, 6 she said sharply. 6l 06ve]be

We were aloneinacorridor.l tri ed to pass Natalia, but Jsh

OLiI &t e h g Frankléngl said like you- butt h anbt énsugh to endanger myself,
do you understand?6

Catching her glare, I nodded slowly.

0 Gr euz e oworrysYowsounditoa muchtlike White. Given events, he 6 s
beginning to think you might be a corruptcopy-and even i f youdre not ] vy
road to becoming a nuisance. 0

My heart caught in my chest. &6What does. |.

0 N o t hornowg Greuze still hopest hi s mi ght bl ow over, and] y

6But. . . 0o

6You have to |l ay |l ow.d She took a step t owe
l oud. o

| nodded, images of the lab still freshinmymind. 6 Less | oud. Less. |

0 Go Gabd MNatalia glared. 6rhey really d i dward you to be an inspiration, Ben. You
were supposed to just stand there and be hopelessly authentic. Be under no illusions, if you
trouble them, the Corporation willkillyouu They 61 | s end queetyeone t o o]

She started to walk away. 6 Nat al i a! @81 F galul ¢thi nk thatds Jgo
hear them give the order. will you warn |me

Hereyesflashed. 6 | f it happeng,sédd]l 6be the one the

The next morning, | woke up quite early and went to see Greuze.

01 wa n theitvestigdtian,l @ | t ol d nohsuramow. Mafe if I lobké m
around Whitebds apartment. .. i f tidhtgateds anyth

A

hunch or two. 0
A little reluctantly, Greuze gave me permission to go and poke around. | was to be
accompanied by a full contingent of bodyguards, of course.




Whitehadn 6t j ust bl o wonhiuway out e realyced thetentire n t
neighbourhood to rubble. Dinosaurs poked around the remains; twitchy little scavengers,
fighting over scraps. | spent a good hour combing the debris, keeping every appearance of a
man searching for evidence. In actual fact, | was just trying to find something that might have
survived. An ornament, a book, a scrap of tablecloth- anything of my home.

Only ash, and ruin, and rubble.

And that was officially it. The last echo of my old life, blown away. | might have gotten
carried away with being Franklin... but still, in the back of my head, there had always been
this house to return to. Some time, some place, in the distant future- when things were right
and normal again- | could come back.

That pile of twisted wreckage told me, in no uncertain terms: There is no Normal Again.

There never will be.

The helicopter had been drafted into military service, so we took a train back down to
Large. Thereds precisely one mon eansangth
of track weaving a path through the entire country. Ancient and ill-maintained, it starts off
shiny and gets rapidly creakier as it approaches the border.

Natalia and | shared a windowless cabin.

The whole journey took thirty-six hours. It was conducted in silence.

OAttention, | adies and gentl emen. Thi
01.30 train to Orr, Large Statare reminded that we are entering a Dinosaur-Infested zone.
Cautionary dining car procedures are to be followed for the remainder of the journey. Please
throw away your meals and begin dent al

We stopped again in Louisian, under the Qil Fields. The town had grown somewhat in my
absence. For one, a ramshackle Benjamin Franklin Museum had sprung out of nowhere. |
passed a shop selling postcards, and was only moderately surprised to find my face on
several.

Natalia didnét comment , t Hawumgrusudher expr e

They asked if | would give another speech- my last had been so inspirational. I politely
declined. They asked again, and again, and | declined with somewhat greater force.
Laryngitis, | said.

So my duties were restricted to parading around in public and the occasional wave.
Possibly an autograph. It shoulddé vbeen a breeze- easiest job in the world. Honestly, though,
it didnoét feel right at all. I felt 1

The memory of the man whose heart and body you literally? $tadked myself,
sardonically.

Most days were spent indoors, pretending to be reading a book. My last afternoon in
Louisian was supposed to be no different- but the hotel room was small and claustrophobic,
and | was utterly bored. There was a broken down old TV in the corner, showing the same
news report on a loop, over and over again. Jacob White was still at large.

| decided to go for a walk- a harmless poke around town. I called upon the Benjamin
Franklin Museum. If all else failed, I could always make myself an exhibit.

The museum was filled with inaccurate biographical details and poorly-shot photographs.
Dioramas populated by waxwork dummies. There were history textbooks left lying around,
like scattered treasure.

Apparently, certain local business had also decided to take advantage of my presence. The
Ben Franklin Burger had beenrel eased by a | ocal street
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museum. The burger made me sick to the stomach, but for some reason | felt bizarrely proud
of it.

| spent quite some time pottering around, allowing my head to swell. In retrospect that was
a mistake, because the moment | stepped outside a crowd was waiting.

6@ | said, meekly. oO6Um. Hell o. o

There were perhaps two dozen people, all clustered around the museum entrance. Some
had microphones; some had notepads. They edged toward me. | backed into the doorway,
unnerved. Cameras flashed. A barrage of questions shot forth.

OPl ease, 6 | trileedasea,i siifngy anyd Lhlainj@lumsdly &lPg t t]ine

QJust a few wordavir. Franklin-6

OWhat 6s it | i kisan®o be back in Lou
ONhat do you say about the North/South Divile?

dVhat is your opinion of the bombings?

6l f youdll just...®o
dVhat do you think of Jacob White?
60l real |l y ancanméntton-& hi nk | ¢

@Gome have said that you and Mr. White appear to have very similar opinions, would you
agree with that®@

OMy opinions are my own. 0

&So you dondét endorse Whitebdbs actions

60f course not. 6

Orou believe our societyiis no need of chan@ed

6l didnéd say that, |

Orhen what are you saying, Mr. Franklii?

6Pardon?6 Stressed and harangued, I foun

orou claim to diagree with White, but your actual statements are almost identical
Precisely what are your views? Precisely wératyou saying®@

| knew that that would be a bad question to answer. | knew that the reporter was baiting
me. | knew I should say nothing; the back part of my brain told me this, again and again.

Unf ortunately, it had been several mont hs

| felt myself open my mouth. | heard mys

g
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words, but I 6m pretty s Owealues Vierauynewwoddiviguesal on  f

and new injustices. In-character stuff. Several times, | told myself to stop... but | was carried
away, and the words just kept spilling out.
I answered questions for half an hour or so. My senses returned to me on the way back to
my room. | realised that |1 6d just said al/l t he
My heart fluttered. | began to get the little queasy feeling that presages something
unpleasant approaching from the immediate future.
Natalia was waiting outside my room.
| looked at her.
She looked at me.
There was a warning in her eyes. She actually looked sad.
| didndét pause, I didndt stop, | didnot
| walked straight out of the hotel, and never look back.

Maybe | acted prematurely. Maybe i f |1 Ihacdonubltd érvuen sonfiofot h
with Greuze.lcoul d 6 v e e x perhaps the ehible situgtiorerdallfy woul®Phave
blown over. Natalia could have been wrong.
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But at that moment, | was far too carried away with my own feelings. Several months of
fear pent up, always expecting myself to be one step away from exposure... it was actually a
relief to run away. And after | ran, there was really only one way things could go.

Two weeks later, | came across a newspaper. It had my face on the front page, next to
Jacob Wiantetteetesdline screeched. Terrorist Suspects.

The article went on to detail just how many people | was apparently responsible for
murdering.

Being a fugitive is a lot more glamorouswh en youdér e doing it
go through in real life. For one thing, the personal hygiene isappalling. Ther e ar e

n
opportunities to shower. | 6 m edetail thanthab u d

The food situation is a little depressing, too. You have to beg, borrow and steal whatever
scraps you can get hold of. So on the plus side, | was finally losing a little bit of weight. Just
as well; I needed all the help I could get in making my profile less recognisable.

| kept my face hidden. | wore baggy clothes and coats closer to cloaks. I stayed in the
shadows wherever | could, and made a point of moving only at night. I felt like a rat.

It was not a good time for my ego; | felt my sense of self getting smaller and smaller. But
my reasoning kept me on track. This is what you need to do if you want to stay alive. You
made your own bed, now you have to sleep in it.

Fortunately, the folks of Large were a generally kind and simple lot, well-disposed to
beggars and not particularly observant. Small towns like Louisian lay scattered all over the
Oil Fields; the main train line branched between them. Generally the train carriages were

rusty and in ill-repaired, easy enough to sneak arideon. Theconduct or s di dnét

Complacency came easily after a couple of weeks without capture. People were so good at
ignoring me that | began to think of myself as invisible.

| went out during the day.

It was to steal some food, if I recall correctly. | was in the town of Orr, and a festival was
being held; a little county fair with epic designs. Home-made floats made their way through
the main street, accompanied by ticker tape and thrown confetti. Bars and pubs were
crammed full, people spilling out onto the street. There were stalls everywhere offering
snacks both delicious and gross. Bees buzzed around in the summer heat, robbing children of
sugar and ice-cream.

In the background, local bands were providing local music. A general air of glee
permeated all. Orr was roughly twice as big as Louisian, and twice again as poor. The people

here didndét have many n itk ehatdittleahtylovened was oub r

in force today. Diamonds were polished, necklaces on show. Shiny shoes clattered against
toe-tipped heels.
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| 6d been sl eeping in an allepyndébetwwde mea

there was hay- these southern towns can be quaint like that. The festival sounds woke me up,
and the smell of roasting meat lured me out. There were stands grilling legs of swine and
oxen bellies over beds of charcoal. The smoke was intoxicating.

Now think about thid scolded myself. Youdve already eat ego
risking anything on another meal...

By the time | completed that thought | was already in the street, hood pulled over my
head, hunched and skulking toward a snack stand.

Great.

A bunch of people twirled past me, dancing. A float drifted by, bearing scantily clad
mascots. Bucket-bearers hung alongside the parade, asking the audience for loose change. |
immediately felt a sense of rivalry- demanding loose change from strangers was my lookout,
damn it.
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| should be moving on soplhdecided. The festival would be attracting all sorts of
strangers and all sorts of attention- | needed to go somewhere quieter. Midnight would bring
a late train that | could scramble aboard.

I managed to pick-pocket someone next to the snack-stand. Smart men make good

thieves, as |l ong as t ldag)héew the vahdersqme chaage and I dr a
vanished from sight in the space of two seconds. | had my eye set on a dark alley, where 1
could consume my prize in peace.

At that moment, | happened to lookup. If | 6 d been ten seconds |jt

them.

| saw a group of people who looked out of place. Expensive clothes: suits, ties and
sunglasses all in black. Burly to a tee, these men had the look of predators.They were
pushing the crowd aside; making room for someone else. Their commanding officer, |
assumed. Quite a lot of attention was being thrown their way. Said crowd was evidently
impressed...

Their commander stepped forward. A tall man in an even taller hat. His clothes fit
perfectly, and he had a brilliant bushy beard that | knew to be a fake. We never got the hang
of growing hair.

It was Abraham Lincoln. Or at least his perfect reproduction.

People were pointing- parents and children in equal awe. Here was anotherpage from the
history books.

Why would they sertdm?

But there wasLniontc otlinndes tgoa zteh iwiaks. s ear ching
he was looking for. The Corporation had followed me this far.

| started to run, and was spotted at once.

| heard footsteps on my tail- I knew it was the men in black. For a second, I thought the
crowd might provide me with some cover, or at least slow my pursuers down with its sheer
density. Unfortunately the crowd parted eagerly,awe d by Abr ah a &wupid,i nc ol 1
easily impressed yokels...

My chest begantotighten.Out of s hape, thadmuchlweightafteballd n 6 t

| ducked between floats. Streamers flew in my face, dancers diving all around me. I let my
cloak fall away; it was only slowing me down. The important people had already noticed me.

O0Hey! dpe yHlirudhbd@ast the hot-dog stall, and took a moment to kick it over.
Sizzling meat spilled onto the street, charcoal mingling with tinsel. Irate yells came from the
vendor himself, followed by a loud crash.

| glanced over my shoulder. Three of the burly bodyguards were still right behind me.
Abraham Lincoln was walking at a steady pace, as if he had all the time in the world.
Something told me that this man was probably a bastard.

| bolted around a corner, almost ploughing into a small family.

0 Mommy , BenjaninFhankI| i n?0

Nod6 | yell ed.

| passed a bar. The saloon-like doors were swinging, half open.

@Psst this way 06

I ignored the mysterious whisperings.

601 Rsssibd

Rough hands reached out to grab me. I was pulled into the bar.

The doors clicked shut.

The bar was a dump.
The walls were mouldy, the furniture cheap. A few people sat around a slime green table
playing poker. Aside from them, the place was empty.




6Um. Hel Vaguelydp | sai d
The hands that had grabbed me belonged to a little man. By little | do not mean small
This man was not small, hewasdenseLi ke a pebble with a boul dler
lot of him, but what there was came made from pure muscle. His fingershad sinews.
6This way, Mr . Franklin, &6 the dense man ac
| was dragged bodily down a long flight of stairs. The dark maw of a basement consumed
me. More stairs followed- a narrow stone path, reaching forever underground.
OQuickly!d I was constantly told. OFastef! ¢
6Young snand, 6 tler nl y.quitd dapabde ofgealtingeo wigatever pace isa m
appropriate for the moment under my ownpower.Now wi I | you pl ease | qt
60h. Ri g h tthe derSeananrmymbleds letting, g@
OWhat 6s your name?6 | asked.
6Dani el . 6
From upstairs, there came a loud thump. It was the sound of a door being kicked down,
followed by angry voices. Clearly my pursuers were right above.
o0 Wel | Daniel,d | said, o6l think we shoul @ ¢
Danielledmeon. 6 Don &t wdrirsy,ed mbdmentdddire i s hidden.] T
never find it.o
OBy-what 6s behind t hi s amwdotlowdl byGhasstuedoh v oi c e f
splintering wood.
Dani el winced. O6Dondét woreaemnt | ybdon&®Tthiwordoqrd
hidden. 6
What door started to ask, as Daniel took a perfectly ordinary looking chunk of brick
wall and wrenched it aside to reveal a dark corridor beyond. Oh.
60Thi s way, tdhamnnsedtheseget ddor sBuabehingus. A minute later, |
heard heavy footsteps on the other side of the wall.
@&hhh 6 Dsaiechfor gobd measure.
Eventuallyy, t he sounds of searching died down.| 6
6Just an empty basement. 0
Footsteps going up the stairs.
6Come, come. &6 Dani el ushered. | foll owed
The corridor seemed to get progressively narrower as we went along. | fought the
claustrophobia, and tried not to feel trapped.
| had to breathe in to fit.
Finally, we came to the end- a room that looked like amo n lkseoret sanctum. Candles
everywhere, pools of orange flickering around my shadow.
There were lots of people.
The people all had a certain look around them; a kind of shell-shocked reverence.
Something about them said cultists.l was immediately unnerved.
And yet... they looked at mewith awe. Disciples before their messiah. All eyes wide... it
only took a second for me to realise why. My picture was everywhere; all over the walls.
Posters, portraits, easel-sketches. Books about my life-
(BooksabouBe n Fr dfe)k| i nds
-Texts and tombs of ancient history. There was also a pool-table in the middle of the
room, which sort of s poiwhattisptade lead baemused fern c e . I
before.
00h my, 6 someone muttered.
6l s that really him?6 Somebody el se askedg.
The crowd started moving towards me- instinctively, | backed off. The crowd froze, like
startled deer.




I'tos all ri ghtoé,sé6 abdnirdlghwhi sMrer &d.a nd&llti n}f
re your friends, Mr . Franklin. Webre ydqur

They sat me down. They brought me food- meat and potatoes. After the second course |
began to feel slightly atease,al t h o u g h help being distudbed iy tthe way they just
staredat me. I tried not to judge. They were being kind.

Daniel took it upon himself to explain a few things.

Firstly, that cloak of mine had fooled absolutely no one. My profile was far too
recognisable; everyone in Large had known precisely which homeless person | was, but the
people were too reverent to turn me in, so they pretended not to notice.

Those few throwing me pennies were trying to be polite. And the reason Lincoln and his
goons had shown up? Well, not everybody was full of respect.

But there were some who went further than simply turning a blind eye to me.

Large and Little were not great friends; few in the south harboured love for the north.
They were slaved to each other only by economic necessity. Blowing up a few city buildings,
not many Southerners saw that as any great crime. Given the thoroughly earned reputation of
the Salmon Corp, many quietly viewed it as a triumph.

Natalia had been right. History did hold great sway over the south. They were far more
willing to back heroes from the past than the dirty pragmatists of the present.

These people saw me not as a terrorist, but as a freedom fighter.

|l didndét entirely agree with that assessfper

6Yomud aMr . White, & Daniel was saying. 6Th t
showed us that we dondét have te get troddgn
60That , 6 | iwntedirupaleld ari c kwelloindand hg mdkd ,§ ol
aroundequat i ng Whiteds opinions to my own. o0

OWat do you mean?d6 Dani el blinked

6l mean, I am ndt san dt Hatr nmhaagrée sh Jamsdirorbée ¢ aju s
particulars of philosophy does not make m h
6But ... ou.e .towoDarfi eyl shook his head. O&éYoub
| smiled tolerantly. 6Says who?6

6Says me. 0
| turned around.
Jacob White was standing behind me.

A

O6Hel | o, Ben. o6

| sat in stock silence while White had a word with his flock. He told Daniel that he and |
wanted to be alone, to discuss leaderly things. The followers dispersed one by one, each
stopping for a reverent look back.

In the end it was just White and me, alone in the candle-lit room.

OWel |l Whi sai d6This is certainly cosy. 6

OWhat have yobesé®epaopledemantedbluttly. me ? 06 |

60 Ma n y thingsaNond of them true, all of themprude nt . 6 Whi tidmhopeat d Slwn

you wi || come around to seeing things my ay
OWedre not on the same side. 0
OWe ought to be. 0
| looked White carefully up and down, and found him totally unreadable. He  d iseem 6 t
like a madman.
He did look like he might have put on a little bit of weight- bulking up around the arms
and shoul der s. Part of me felt an instant 5t

with my former shell.




OWhat ianittgodow ex.acdThyi?sd ils déetmalnd7esd a njly m
dondt change the wora ddiafnfde roennec emabn can 6t ak
OFunny. 6 White tilted his head to one si e .

OYouwborieng to get people killed. 6

6l already have. o

When he admitted that, he did it with clear melancholy. At least | could be sure that this
man understood his crimes.

O0Think about what youdre doing, o6 | implofec
realBenjaminFr ank | i n. Don6t you remember all thdse
Tranquillity, peace and enlightenment? Be worthyof t he man hi st ory r enfem
White looked up at me, quite slowly. And he smiled, quite thinly.

O T healBenjaminFr ankl in, 8 he said, o6died. Those] wi
different time. And the man history remembersisnotthemanwh o real l'y | i ved.]o
Whitestood.1 6 d t ouc hYeodu ra sntearvye .bodboks arenodt ri h t
t han what was real, and youborDidyoathickljgmaner gdor
were imitating a gr e athatwhatlentyodr intpression credeace?e d at] n
Youé merely playing up to a fantasy. Not v

| tried to interrupt, but White woul dnodt | he

6l 6m not interested in who we weepst; 6 t he] me
that s a wall owing gr ouensd efdori nd ef ci axd enngt t noi drjpdys:
there is nobody else here willing to do it. S0y engyqing tb get my hands dirty and | will
consider myself proper |l y ddamnimgtiches lhefore, and It . | v e
know that they are sometimesn ecessar y. 0

6Doesnét sound | i ke you need my help, 6 I] s
your sheep. 6
6And | 611 h av e mogreaer sway down hgreoYlour face isthatiofano a r r vy
icon. Besides, deep down I really do thinkyoua gr ee wi t h me. 0
0l think otherwise. 6
OHmph. 6 Whhiitse tgereotuhfhid world haglbetraybdtyou judt as utterly as
ithasme. 0

| began backing toward the door.

0 Mband growseveryday, 6 White intoned. O6Soon enoufgh
whet her you | i ke it or not. o
ONo. 0O

6Go on then. Run for that door. & White geg¢st
more time as a fugitive, sorting through garbage. | am offering you the chance to earna place
in history. o

| admit, | was tempted by his offer. White had a scary, magnetic conviction.

Then | remembered something.

6You killed Derry. 6

OExcuse me?0 White stared blankl y.

6You killed my friend. Mi ght have been t[e
0The girl with the moustache?6 White | oofkec
an accident. |l was confused, and she want dgd
OYou stolaeudGrhe wearyi rnyg. 0

6You first. o

60You burned down my house. 0

60nce again, this is dwelling on the pas¢{y, ¢
OYou ki |l | e dted@t,acausy l.fef a tdrrible saameef@ almost forgetting her.




6l tire of this conversation, 6 White sai
your mind. 6
| yanked the door open, and ran upstairs as fast as | could.

In the bar, Daniel and his crew were waiting for me. 6 Mr . Frankl|l i HOwdé The é
was it Mr . Franklin? Did you make deci si ns
60Get away from me, 6 | muttered, pushing h €

bel | oGetaday fragn mé!

| needed some air. | stumbled out onto the streets- festival still whirling all around.
Suddenly, every third person | saw seemed to look like Jacob White.

| had to get space.

Blindly I fled, right into the arms of Abraham Lincoln.

Lincoln backed me into a corner. | was in a narrow street with my spine pressed against a
brick wall; nowhere to go. Behind the distant ticker-tap parade, the sun was setting.

Just me and him. No guards. They must have been off searching somewhere else.

| considered charging, trying to wrestle my way free- then | noticed the bulge in the other

ma n CGeeve. He lwas wearing a Gauntlet. | woul dndét get ten paces.
Reluctantly, I raised my hands. Surrender- the ugly option.
0Theyo6l |l want me al i Atkasttasflrst.tt ol d my captof t
Lincolnsmiledt 6 They dondét want you at all, excep|t
ideas. 0
| blinked. Quite shocked.
I 61 1 be the one they send.

Shocked, because Abraham Lincoln was speaking with the strongest Russ i an accent] |
ever heard.

At Gauntlet-point, Lincoln marched me to a nearby cafe. He walked the whole way with a
smile.

The cafe boasted wire tables and chequered clothes. Narrow windows offered a good view
of the street festivities. The moment we stepped inside every customer looked up, and every
customer gaped.

df you would al/l excuse us for a moment,\lé
accent. O6My friend and | require some pri ac

Even the managerrushed outside to give us room to talk.

Lincoln and I sat down.

0 Nat alnallpaskéd. |

8 that you?6é6
u

of
Lincolnglared. 6 Of course itdés me, you fool, & cdqdme
you it would be. 0
oBut . .. how?d | goggled. 61 mean, why? | | me
Natai a/ Li ncol n crossed his/ her ar ms. 6Publ (ol
OPublicity?o
OPublicity.d Lincoln removed his great hgt,
i dea. Fire with fire. The only way to beat] o
Understandingd a wn e d . O0You wamptioecceaneéea pe&o] u:
ONo. 06 Lincolnds eyes narrowed. Ol just wagnt
6So youbre not just here to bring me in?
OWel | , 6 Li n cambuppossl tokilliygugpmrestyht. Blotl a S

|
t h
objective compared to fixing the

| fidgeted slightly. o61I candét h

A

6Yet . O




| fidgeted slightly more.

0Greuze want ed tpletevatehistdrical nind-s$is dbsesdoy with o0 m
authenticity borders on a fetish. Fortunately, | was able to persuadeh i m ot her wi se. @
Natalia/Li nc ol n o f f e Aferll, @hitewvrasythe egnamesgorsible fod

programming the Sims. No matter how perfect his creationsseem, i t 0 snotmgoodb a b | vy

idea to trust them. O

OPropabl yechoed dryl y.

0So instead we deci ded t obodyandusestfise puppehy Cc O f S C
Greuzed i dn ot | iukheaccepteckitaspidotical, 6 b

O0Desperate times?6

OExact | ysaidd WbBilndhalve to say, it has been al v
0l 6m sure. 0O

6l am not enjoying having a penis.

o0Um. 0

0 Among ot hhisbodyis boidiffecerst to mine... it sends different signals. The
senses work in different waysyskin®todthick &, butj].

makes everything altogether foreign. The doo
OPerhaps you showl?2d di was gype sared do predml |jy.
OWell, then | wouldndét be paid my vast s §ms

O0Nat al i a. 6 Abrahbinm oo.wuhateder.. Aré You actually going to be killing
me or arresting me or something? Because if not, this conversation is beginning to get a little

existentialist for my taste. 6
ONonsense. Ben Franklin was a natur al exfgst
6Ben Franklin disagrees, 6 | said.
O0Andl @dm,not going to kill you. Possibly.

6That 6s very generous of you. o

Outside, a particularly large float drifted by. It depicted George Washington wrestling a
lion.

60l habetter view of things than Greuze, 6] s
working together. o

6You can b eStopburtieg youf own defeg ? 6

6 N o . sin& yotu have proven exponentially easier to track and catch than White, |
severely doubt youdbre using the same underfjgr
i mpossible to trust. o

6l d6m fl attered. 6

OEven so, neWhitahasatletstdriedtsos ur ecr ui t you. 6

OAssume away. 0

0 We ¢ a n 0 Benjaniinn BincdiniNatalia said. It was clearly a difficult admission.

fal)

OHe 6s t oo hehastod marty sugharterspand short of actually invadingL ar ge . . . §
60You ngeaat fl ush him out of hiding. o

Lincoln shrugged. OYoudre the closest thygnc
O0And am | to assume that you have somet hfnc
courtesy of not killing me 6

ONo, smole@kt éss @dilnd 6tmo of fer you in return. 0
O0Ah. 0

60This is not an easy olive branch for mej]tc
when | say, 1itbés the absolute best youdre Jgo
60h, | believe you. 6

GNow obviouslyyou 6 r e a b o metoutright.6 r ej e ct




OExcuse me?d 6ld Wleiemkedkactly one heartbea
then and there.

01 6 ve s tMnérandio Yourgpayche-p r o § prettyaransparent. It makes you
very predictable. 6

6l 6m... sure it does. 0

&ou are not a man happy to betr anjoyteeven hj§ s
thought of deceitonourb e hal f . 0

Belatedly, I realised what my problem with the schemeought t o ulbe.e d@An c d
kill White. Thaméaké me an accessory to murder. o

OExactly, 6 bBBotot hi nkdd-anhiitt etdlsi al waey,dyBesp o
mi nor attacks. When heds ready for a majorl s
going to suffer? Toquoteoneof y our ¢ o n theneegsofithamanyeuweigh thd
needs of the few.0 6

6Your argumentbDoi 4. .h.aveeomp anel itrog.t hi nk abofut

60f course,®6 Lincoln said.

60Thank you.

60You have el even seconds. 0

| sighedoudglkFadr

Just for the sake of appearance, | let eight seconds pass. Lincoln actually counted then
down. Bitch.

OAll right,é | said. O0Youbve got a deal.[

|l didndét go straight back to Daniel 6s ba
Instead | spent the rest of the night wandering around, lost in both thought and in reality.
Or r 0 s were mthedvandy.

The festivities had died down; the streets were empting out. Rubbish lay everywhere-
discarded debris and detritus, a carpet of party streamers. | kicked my way along the dirt.

You have to earn your place in history.

The worst part was... | could see Whitebo [
sceLi ncpbnéas, and | could agree with that. Jn
either of them.

Stuck in the middle. An undignified place to be.

| tried to get into character. I tried to ask myself what the real Franklin would do... but the

truth was, |l didndédt have a clue. Perhaps I} n
Maybe hedd do sepicasdprimdgiplkedy Wir s enalsetigid andeggeé d

hi mself Kkill ed. Somehow, l'iving up to his |Jst
suppose that was probably Whiteds influenge,
head. He was just a mg like any other

Of course he was. But possibly the reali{gy

fantasies to imitate.
| tried asking myself what | would do. Still no answers.
Your psyche profile makes you easy to predict...
Maybe | didndét know e x acliutlladawgdodideaoBnat Fr a g k |
hewoul dnodt .

OWhy do you follow White?86

| was asking Daniel- we were alone in his bar. The little man had let me in at the crack of
dawn. Outside, gold rings were ribbing the sky.

Dani el shrugged. OBecause | think heds spar
6Can | get a drink?6%6




Daniel nodded, fetching me a glass of tonic water.

OA dr iakcéholiwint ht . 6

Daniel nodded, fetching me a glass of beer.

OThgwoki. 6 Tthsted...bwfug uild s i

0l th@&s btest reasonlTbaba
them to be smarter than us.6

pped again. OI1ls thajt
Bi ehasawd want fr omj ol

| considered. ODmoyoU etaldienr Kk 61 6d make a g
6ls that a trick question, sir?6 Dani el mi
| decided to take that as a yes.

6Because | can assure you | am very much@]sr
have alookedgazes.wih mly drink. 6 | 6 mewhdepife invienting things for

ot her peopleds reasons. | 6ve never had to Jde
Tools doondtakaeveesponsibility. o

OWel | sir. |l dondét think thatds quite trge.
Il smil ed v a gvauld oy think 6fimé differéntly Wanisl? If | turned out not

to be the man you thought,if it had al | been a fraud, Il 6mjpr
unforgivable |lie. 0

0l nasmuch as | understand whats uypopuodsree IsGady i r
agree. 0

Somehow, thatwasnbé answer |1 6d hoped for.

60But thatodés whatodés so good graned utdo Yiomest.r &@n d | Mr
Youar it of a dream. o
60h?06 My gl @&ldigpedit apside abwna i n e

o6Until you came along, everyone had pret{gy
always going to be liarsandfrauds and dirty politicians® caufpe
Danielgr i nned. o6But itdeal gjosufer faidymidstend likeu People

would stand up for the truth, Be heroic. 0
60You think 1 6ém heroic?d6 | scoffed.

O0The gover ntnoe nktidlsl tyroyui,nbg 605z0n iee It hreera syoonueddr P2
monster. And since | agree with you, | go Jfo
OHmph. 6 | sat in silence for a |l ong momegt.
OHeds reachabl e. o

6Get him for me, Daniel, 6 | said. 6Tell ir

White and | met down in the basement, over a game of chess.
Il wasndét playing. White was beating himselff.
0l just met with represent dntxchangedor noyflife,t he $al

theywantmetodrawyououti nt o a trap. 6
OAnd you agreed?596

60They were heavily armed. 6

0l see, WwaWhekcessively calm, apparently 0 C
yet youbre telling me because. .. 0

0l dondét trust them to hold up theidllendjof
come for me. My only chance is to turn this around on them. 6

OA reasonabl e suppositien

as untrustworthy? 6
O0You at | east have a gentl emandés honour.
White chuckled. Unfortunately, y ou may ebBad. c @ Ir galkyarustdydd, yab

know. | was aware of your meeting- Ben Franklin and Abraham Lincoln walk into a bar,

,@oWhthénknuised/o[(‘)E




somebody not i c e sfaithirAyougdbut.l.wihalknolvs? Magbe they tolgyoutto
tell me all this. o

0 Ma yAllécandoispromiseyou t hey di dndt .

Hmmm. 6 Whi t e satlittledhdtf-atubblethad developadi there. Absently, |
realised that the man was trying to grow a beard.

d.incolnisar e a | problem, 86 White finally said. 0 H
influencet o t hreaten me. ltos the only real wedgpo
0l suppose you sabotaged all of the othe ¢
White smiled thinly. 0 L ggewaisng ip theCaorporstiany | h§ve
but this one is apparently walking free of my influence, so it will have to be dealt with the old
fashionedway.l suppose thatds where you come i n.
6Just remember, I 6m not doing this becauge
because Iitds necessary. o6

0 Go dddashmnedpr agmat i s m, & O well. €rustrolonat,d sipghose we

will have to rely on each other all the s¢dgme

600n Genthloammem®D
OExactly, 6 Gentnloadmderdds 6lOmnour . 6

As far as White was aware, the plan was this:

At eleven-fifteen every night, a train departs Louisian. It travels all the way up to the
centre of Little, deposits its passengers on the doorstep of the Salmon Corporation, then
winds all the way back down.

There are seven stops. Each stop lasts for a total of three minutes. The train itself is
relatively old, and only just in service. Very few people travel on it; its principal purpose is as
an artefact of tradition.

| would lure Lincoln onto this train with the promise of capturing White. Lincoln would
come with back-up, ofcourse-but | 6d warn him not to bringjt
giving the game away. At most, half-a-dozen soldiers would suffice.

White would be waiting for Lincoln with twice as many of his own men, and then some.

The trap was elegant.

As far as White was aware.

d can give you White. 6

This I told to Lincoln/Natalia, sitting in a quiet corner of another empty cafe.

OHe trusts you??5d

0Sort odHe viidArstasada m L i ndc ohl enddos dweialdl,i nagn t o Jr e
it. o

Lincoln nodded. Best we could hope for. 6

0l should waHelbhegpoeaepar edsthod.t bBecropsiogssi bi | ifty
him. 6

00f courBebdsrenmwt ld . moron. 0

ofl heds e apphentghtijust decida notttorshow up. He wants you dead, but that
doesndt-inteeodnlhyi meeds some henchmen and a pol

ONo. Hebs got to do it himself,6 OIfWhitoic ol n|] s ¢
seen to Kill me in person, righteously and with witnesses, that puts him up as a legend by
defaul t . |l f he does it by proxy itds cowarfjdl
| r ai s e Mouknowbhsometimes | vionder- what the hell kind of publicist are you?6
Lincoln gave Aadange®unaneg. & s hrug. O

As far as Lincoln was aware, the plan was this:




At eleven-fifteen every night, a train departs Louisian. It travels all the way up to the
centre of Little, deposits its passengers on the doorstep of the Salmon Corporation, then
winds all the way back down.
There are seven stops. Each stop lasts for a total of three minutes. The train itself is
relatively old, and only just in service. Very few people travel on it; its principal purpose is as
an artefact of tradition.
Lincoln was to board the train at the third stop, on the border of Large and Little. White
would already be on the train, lured by the promise of ambushing Lincoln. He would have
onlyafewmen-1 6d warned him not to bri nlgncomoo man
would arrive with a few dozen more. And that would be that.

And the actual plan?

Thanks to my (mis)information, both groups would have the exact same number of
soldiers. At the third stop they would clash. Both sides trapped in a narrow space on a fast
moving train, with no choice but to fight.

At some point, | 6d get off the train and

Betraying everybody equally-th e one t hing Benjamin Frankl
done.

It was a simple plan.

As far as | was aware.

White and | waited togetherat Louis i an Saint Tr ai nwheRthat i on.
ASaint, o part comes from. |1tds just there.
| checked my watch. El even O0Ob6cl ock.
It was dark and cold. The moon was heavy, pouring silver down on the wooden platform
and its little snake of rusty tracks. There were a couple of other passengers nearby, cradling
luggage-t hey wer eWhitt evd & heakeesip dboard, waiting. White himself
was carrying a suitcase, presumably to help him blend in.
| checked my watch again. The time was still the same.
White cleared histhroat. 6 You know, 6 he said, o061l really
di stasteful . 0
0l 6m &Bur e
A thunderous roar grew in the night; metal screeching and scratching. Twin lights in the
distance, getting rapidly closer. A great steel snake pulling into view, all black and blue and
green. It was made up to look as much like an old-fashioned steam train as possible.
The engine hissed, the train stopped. Doors cracked open, and conductors waited patiently
to be shown tickets.
White lookedatme. 6 Al | heaaboar d, 6

The trainbs interior was rickety. The wa
Everythi ng di d itdéds best t o gi wmehoganhaedpaddepr es s i
leather. The train tried for baroque, and ended up looking antique.

Carriage after carriage split into isle after isle of uncomfortable, shell-like seat. The back
half of the train was filled with private cabins- theoretically for the richer crowd. Since the
train was mostly empty, White and | helped ourselves to one such cabin.

We slid the door shut and sat. The train lurched on.

0l didnoét sppleatacwt ,08 Ilyosuai d to White.

O0Theybébre mostly hidden impledhe front and

0OAnd the drivero6s seat?696

5
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White nodded. Reaching into his pockets, he extracted what seemed to be a small
sandwich. I watched with mild disgust as he greedily (not to mention messily) tucked in.

0ltds going to be defensivelp, g ojfofu rmmye ye.x6p rVehsisti eolns. ¢
|l i ke some ?atnorsele of fered

6...No. Thank you.6 | stood. onm. & hink 16

O0Suit yourself, & White shrugged.

I made my way to the front of the train, occasionally stumbling as the whole thing
juddered. Landscape raced by the windows, shrouded in darkness.

I wasnodét | ooki ng f aghtfoathe branttofithe toaio, the cockpit-the a d e
driverdés den. On the way, | did pass an ircr
Dani el s hideout.

Every door on the train was unlocked- locks out of service, | guess- and there in the
dr i v er towmdBamebhimgelf. |

The cockpit was small and cramped with consoles. There were levers, knobs and blinking
lights everywhere. Daniel sat buried by the lights, occasionally pressing things. An
unconscious man lay beside him, tied up half-naked on the floor. Daniel was wearing an ill-
fittingtrain-c onduct or 6s wuni for m.

S

‘N

Hel | o, Mr . Franklin,d he greeted me cheeff
6Dami ¢l rai sed a brow. 61 didndt know youl]l c.
0l candéthebcompushicker 6dvatne d¥hebiadn ihed 6d f eel ble t
inthepi | ot 0sl chamral ways shake the driver awhKke

Unless that emergency is coming towards you at sekiaralredmiles an hour angiou
dondt notice untdoleabbuhieer eds nothing to be
60Yes, well, 6 | smiled thinly. o6Carry on.
With a grinding din, the train slowed to a temporary halt. Stop one| supposed. That was
fast.
ODond6tMworFryankl!l i.n,00l Draanni ehla nsdalied t hi ngs u
| took that as a polite dismissal, and worked my way out of the cockpit just as the train
began to move again.
Abraham Lincoln was sitting in a seat.
He was surrounded by ordinary-looking people with ordinary-looking expressions wearing
ordinary-looking clothes. In fact these people seemed soordinary that | knew they just had to
be cops.

Lincoln was reading a book, apparently engrossed. He di dndét see me. | Jda
quickly as possible, keeping my head firmly down. A couple of those ordinary folks tossed
me gl ances, but they didnét say anything. Pr
disguise.

6Lincolnés here,6 | said to White, as sog¢n
OHMmM? 6 White | ooked up

dAincol n®s here

00Oh .hilecWecked hhat wiag cthat Wdr ahead of schdqdu
O0Arendét you going to do something?d | demmar
ONo. O

ONo?! 0

Whiteds expression became one of straine t
schedule, it implies a change to theirplan-a change you werenodt t ol 8
his arms. OApparently their trust in you ifsn
6Somet hing unforeseen mustéve happened. 6




@r they are simply being prudent. Th e r e 6 s r e areltoyknow, and Iveatainlyf o r
dondt want to act without a bettnh&rngdeaTbhfgyt

havenot cyoente, fsoor tnheey dédre being just as caufi
OWe should tnow 6t 6 saked,t ftatedoml yv. White jupt
0Go and talsdkd. t 6Ft hé mpdt hehat you can and/]r e

lbristletd. O0Youdr erdggsn o wR § me

6l have been for some time. Youbdbve only u

I coul dnabnty twhiitntky orfet orts. 61 Onumbled i nd out] w
instead, leaving the cabin.

A sonic boom struck through the train as it hit a tunnel. Darkness followed greater
darkness, and emerged on the other side as moonlight.

Ireached Lincol nds s e at .coveAcopd foezl menwithuheidcellective gaze.

Lincoln |l ooked up. OHell o, Ben. 0

60Youbre early, 6 | said, atcusayiadnahg t o sound ror
Lincoln shrugged. O0Didnét see the point n
OAparently you do, 6 | countered. O0Since yjou
Asparckofannoyance | itheLismadllre&ds eyed; lotf Nat gl i
coul dnét help noticing the way he sat crogs
0 Magy bl woul dndét beandthenisaindordlefd yneu 6h a

| |l ooked as blank as possible. &6dWhat are]yc

0 Y aaid White would bring only a handful of men. 6

60 |  mughlyd handful. 6

60You failed to thneemed,o ng tohldezendhosubollowershidden v e
at the front and back of thist r ai n. 0

| adopted a dumbfounded expr essgetamard 6 Thaf 06 s
myself. He had only his private guards- | told you, he wants to make this quiet. 6

Clearly he changed hismind, 6 Li ncol n sai d f | atfirefight 6 And I
with what appear to be horribly equal numbers. 6

60So whatodmg Youdp.d&Bilt demaendead wait for jhi
causes? 0

00bwus | yi nncootl ,nd sLn arg@nborcainents \dalting bnathe aher side of the
border. All I have to do is let this train reach its third stop. 6

OWhite knows youbre aboard. What if he s{yri
Natalia/Lincoln began fiddling with his/her top-hat. 6 Bl ood spi |l I s. 6
OAI'l right, 6 | nodded, starting tte wal k W &

policemen. Burly hands restrained me.

OWhere do you think youdre going??96

6Back to White, 6 makegureldobde sstegpd .| | &Tda 6t r y an
O0You know, Ben, 6 Li ncwhyhshosldconthye trustingyon. © eal § vy

ONabt al caught myleasengudi dondét mkeaaow about tjhi
mi ssing for t ogtoréalsasgnethingisupt @® 6 s goi

OAIl | . & ilgihn c o | raleasedenk. Listartecatanskink ayvay.

0That 1 sndt ,tdheofthymlycemygnobserveda me

0l need to use the bathroom first,d | shet
Once again, | chose the cockpit over the toilet.

6Daniel!d | hissed, slamming the door shgt
Daniel looked around, surprised by myurgency. &6 Yes sir, Mr. Frank]ir

OWake that driver up. rhébelp.Anddyagkdmeang t o ne ¢ d
demand. o




| returned to Whitev i a L icolccgazé. n 0 s
OWel |l 276 White asked.

0Theybére scared to move, 6 | replied. O6They
6l thought so,6 White bit a I|ip O0St al emgt e
dthinkyou should attack now, 6 | pressed. OIFf 06:
White considered. O6Maybe youdbre right,6 06 e
Suddenly, the entire train jerked. A metallic clang exploded in the air- the sound of
snapping metal. The floor jumped, and for an instant everything felt lighter.
OWhat the hell was that?6é | demanded.
White cocked his ears. O0lt came from thej]be
We both bolted from the cabin, to the end of the carriage. There we found an open door,
flapping in the breeze. And far, far away- lying still on the tracks- was the back of the train.
6The rear c ar,unneaes®ily.,, 60 SMhmebeo syadsd cut t he|Jr e
In the distance we could see a handful of shadows slipping out onto the tracks, angrily
gesturing at the train to come back.
60ver half my men.. .06 White muttered.
I looked down, at what was now the endof our train. Scorch marks were strewn all over
the hull- particularly at the joints which had once held the two carriages together.
0These are Gauntlet marks, 6 | said grimly.
60Then theyodll be headi ngadf o6 Td hgertstofromnd off tt
men. O
He started to rush off, presumably with mind to intercept. | held him back.
6Candét go that way. o
OWhy not ?506
6Lincolnés people will be all over the i gsi
theydédre probably moving to find you.
White paused. | could see the cogs turning as he calculated strategies... | got there first.
OWe can go around the outside,6 | said.
White raised a brow. OWouldndét that be eftr
60Sob6s staying here. o
White took the point.
We pushed aside the flapping door.
Wind immediately lashed against us; the unstoppably hands of nature, slapping us around.
Against the gale-level buffetingwe c¢cr awl ed out onto the trainds
Fortunately, the hull was relatively climber friendly. Ribs, fins and flanges lined the hips
of the beast- it was just about possible to clamber along. | gave a silent prayer of thanks to
whoever decided that this thing ought to look like a steam-train.
My fingers felt in danger of freezing off. Everything was cold, in the most biting way
possible. The dark made it hard to see more than centimetres ahead, and but for the streaks of
starlight we would have been blind.
OWe hmheedgo f ast e Edsyforysh io sagthoygatl Yloeud  Iblab. My 6 s
belly was doing its best to overbalance me. | fought to hold on.
Dondt | ook do wnlcouldfeelnhéthumping af the tracks.w n .
The side of the train was getting smoother and smoother-s oon t her eéd be njo
hold on. The only way to go was-
oup!l vyelled, wind stealing away half of |my
top of the train, | came close to a window. Peering into the passenger compartment, I noticed
about ten of Lincolnds cops s wewapright.dhet hei rf w
were locking the place down.




| scrambled up with greater speed. The t
safety...
The roof lied. The moment | reached it, | felt in a far more precarious position than before.
| ¢ o utdndlup; o standswould be to fall. Instead | hugged the surface and clawed my
way along, using my whole body for propulsion.
White came along a few seconds later, progressing a little bit faster. He was up to his
hands and knees, and almost managing a walking pace.
We reached the front end of the train- the tapered cockpit only a little way ahead. Down
bel ow, there was the carriage containing
...And there were two others on the outside with us, attacking the carriage at its joints. A
pairofplain-c | ot hed pol i ce, t iy®@mekibdofutilitylearnegssrTaey n 0 s
had their Gauntlets out and pumping with electricity. They were quietly cutting through the
ties binding the front of the train. Bursts of warmth cameupf r om t hei r wor k.
in no time.
We had no choice but to attack. Both policemen seemed utterly engrossed in their task, but
those bright blue lances could be deadly at a dozen paces.
| saw White reach into his pocket, taking something out... a gun. A silver revolver. How
very quaint. He spun the barrel, and gestured as if aiming. Hitting anything at this range
would be difficult- let alone hitting two things. | motioned for him to wait, then moved
forward all the faster myself. God,| hope these guys saw me talking to Lincbthpught.
The moment I could be sure I wasinear-s h ot |l yelled out; OHey
The two policemen turned to me, and started to bring their Gauntlets up.
0 No, wa i myhénds,lstarteddoifal affdhe train and immediately grabbed on
again. oO6Wait! It 6s me! Ben Frankl in! I, uh
Thet r o o p s re.diheyllowérdd thdiriGauntlets and fixed me with suspicious
expressions.
OWhat do you awdedat 276 They dem
0 P a r !dboaHe@.
OWhat! Do you! Want! ?0
60To warn you! d
OAbout what?! 0
Two perfectly aimed shots sounded off in rapid succession. Both cops slumped over. The
safety lines kept their lifeless bodies from slipping away; instead, they lolled listlessly against
the side of the carriage. Waving in the wind.
0 Ni c e wo sak hegrudgivbly, lowering his revolver.
6Good shooting,6 | supposed. We came to |
weapons. With mild distaste, | took the Gauntlet he handed me.
60That | ooks dangerous. 06 | -thedvoropséad medted t h e
it half away. The remaining part was creaking in a most unsettling manner.
oUnfortunwetpenswere ndthedesi goreved | do mgg Wt tWihm g e
strapping on his Gauntlet. 6So wedre just
White and | let ourselves back into the train, breathing little sighs of relief. It was good to
be warm again.
Weweresur rounded by Whitebds men.
oAl I right!dé White called out. o6Listen!
dJhoh. 6 | tapped WhHetumedom at ke HWhalt i1 s it?2e¢
| pointed. From the depths of the train, a wave of policemen was approaching.
Opparently they had a Plan B,d White mut
0Do we?0 | asked.
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O6Men! Form up!d6 White bell owed. There wefe
popped into chambers. Apparently Southerners were big on projectiles.

6Charge, 6soffWhi t e said

OWait, 6 | started tojupdotest, OMaybe youl]st

Too late. The men were charging.

0The onlykwayst al bmataed,ids Whitthe as &biod d movl .

Flashes of light and sound tore through the train- spears of lightning bouncing off the
walls and striking flesh. Gun-barrels roared, sounding out each shot. Men dove for cover
behind seats, merrily blasting away.

Bolts of blue and tips of steal. Windows shattering, glass melted away.

6Comme 60 White growled, racing toward the |ba
OWait!dé | protested. OWe candét go through t
OA general doesndt hide behind his troopg, @

With that, White was into the fray- in one hand his revolver, in the other his Gauntlet. He
di dn 0t theetakiagrcovds. ble was quite unstoppable.

Reluctantly | joined the back of the battle, trying to get off the occasional shot without
being killed in the process. It was hard to see straight. Neon ribbons danced over my eyes.

Whited s  p eressgd lonethrough the chaos and narrow carriageways. There was little
room to duck, little room to dodge. The winner was whoever fired first.

| began to see the basic flaw in my plan. Yes, the two sides were killing each other- but
there was no way for me to get out of the way.

OWedl | never make shoutedt hrough all of this

O0Pti mism i s a vir tOWe, @ oWhitt éen asyreagme dnak e |

OWhat ?0

0l 6 ve gTortusat prhea.né

Of course he had a plan.

OHer e! lolledth i O&verybody, move in herel!d

We had reached the exact centre of the train- the Dining Cart. White and his men pulled
in, securing the doors from either end. Outside, cops scurried. Occ asi onal | y, t heyod
attempt to charge us. A few choice shell-shots would send them into quick retreat. Only
trouble was, they had infinite ammunition... we only had so many bullets.

The dining cart looked exactly like any other cabin- that is, a hollowed out tube. But
instead of chairs, a large bar took up most of the available space. It was stacked high with
drinks, snacks and steaming pots of coffee.

White disappeared behind the bar.

OPardon me for sayi hgtéeos bsttherealmey f dgncé

0l di, a gMhe ¢ e mu batkanto giev, He was holging a lgrge suitcase, the
samesui tcase hedd been carrying on the platijor

OWhat is thhePeWbatods in

Abomb. 6

White flipped open the case; there was indeed a bomb inside. It looked fairly well-
improvised. Plastic explosives and a chemical timer, cobbled together from home-made parts.

| stepped back. OA bomb. 0

-~ O

0
e

O0No o fBénjarmns &, Whi t e wor e Bwmt ulnnwasntg agmtiing e I
yourmeta-a mbush plan. Too many ways it could gls \
6tandt i maginé WwWhdeaypanmedn, Behind me, n e
in a halo of electricity.

Ofi s way, i f alilckeelds ea ffaeiw sb,udtleaMdmiathiecenc It h el c

the mission objective. 6
OKilling Lincoln?b




0And every ot herwiSahimo nh adofr pa |naiclkee.yd

I | ooked at .LHIvaesetforsiriypningtes &nd coueting.

OWat about doing it in person?6 | protes
60Symbolismbébs good, 6 White shrugged. 6But

Kk e
Vi

clicked the brief cas e ncslhweltbeforeanWMétid totinginey a bl g t

pl an goes off . 6
60ANnd wi tlhuockt? 6any

@ptimism isa virtue, 6 Vépaatede
A burst of blue reached over his head and slammed into the wall mere metres behind.

White threw a gunshot shot absent-mind e dl'y over his shoulder, whe

0 The sisprettysbddisiosn, 6 one of . hd3 hgetgsboitledenp d6r t e d
60Candét retreat. Nowher e 4, mokiggdor optiond/h i t e mu
So did mine, but I saw nothing helpful. Just a bunch of microwave ready-meals and a few

dozen bottles of BBQ sauce.

e (

OHol d on. &6 White | ooked tleirsimke, 0ddireyt stthdy?

O0Ye Andsoddyoudb Why déo you

d 6ve gaged a hos
White stepped out of the dining car with a gun to my head.
| did not particularly approve of this strategy.

O0AlIl of youtebhekl|l oWwé d 6 oW@is Mrn.otFreankliifrejld
My hands were tied behind my back, hiding my own weapon. White frogmarched me
forward, pistol jammed into my cheek. He was being unnecessarily rough.
But his bluff (I hopedit was a bluff) was working. The police backed down.
Thatos a relief.
Wh i tmendfdlowed him, fanning out. The cops moved to compensate. Both sides
formed twisted mirror images of each other.
OWherever yoursad eddMakei j n Woimeeout . 6
Lincoln stepped into view, looking tall and haughty and quite magnificent.
61 6 m r i lgnkoln sail,eanreng the top-hat.
6Youbre going to |l et us get off at the negxt

White said crisply.
0Go ahead. o
Oh, fantastic
OExcuse me?d White squinted.
0l sai d go repdateda chgohimlSameoluasa t he troubl e |
| gave Lincoln a death-glare. He/ she di dndét seem to notic
0And for the r e thenextstomisthe border, whera | pradictdorgtlly o
five hundred Corporate sponsored soldiers will be waiting to dragyourass i n. So it 0
be a good idea to surrender before we kil
0Stop at itwae mmgr der ndto speak up. OExact
that ?0
0 A b aoudt
A signpost flashed by the train window. A platform came into view, then shot into the
distance.
The signpost had read: Welcome to America Little.
Lincoln stared out the window, and looked quite irate. On the rapidly receding platform, a
veritable army of policemen could be seen.
Silently, | praised Daniel ds skil!l
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d had a word with tthhei sdrtirvaeirn 6 sl tbdese np opsrsoi qorl a
said.

OWedre stil | Ngabiaglln g0 ctod nt h dersanists yglt@utside duh e
headquarters- peoplewilbe wai ti ng. 0

6l think perhaps youodr e nanstop On d ecalmlypdhis ceidn g [t
moved even White to incredulity.

0 Wh at iyowa plan foryettingoff? 86 He demanded quietly.

oStild]l infohemupaocesns 6o0f

6Suicide isnét in your nature, Ben, 6 Lingol
OReally, 6 | said. OWhat does your profil S
Lincolnglaredwi t h Nat al i adsideyes, and finally
0Truce. You stop this train, everyone | i yes
060Seems fair enougdhr,ebe lofe fWhoirttel bess sgliryi pb.r ookJga c

in the cockpit. 6
6l 6m coming with you,d Lincoln said flatQy.
6l doné6d see why

Because I no longer trustyouatalwhen it comes to making dgal
OFor tdhe Iréentoar | i ttle shaky on that too, 6] W
OAI'l right. Just the threentofofust.hbe It rwaaisnf.al
el se. .lbet 6s go

The pawns were left behind to point guns at one another and look tense.

As we headed for the fore, White asked me:

OWhat exactly did you do?b5d

601 Daoedltdo make sure the train kept going o]
he hacked into the autopilot and reprogrammed it to-0

We came to the cockpit, which was on fire.

60h. 0

Daniel had smashed pretty muchever y contr ol panel to piecls
dented was torn, circuitry hanging loose from all angles. Things were sparking, little flames
licked at the walls; Daniel was going at them with a fire extinguisher. In a corner, the semi-
conscious train conductor was huddled in fear.

6Uh, hi guys, 6 Daniel said meekly. O&éHowb(e
0l think ehedmogpy elda a si mpl er approach, d& L n
Odrns out i1itds much easier to break somefghi
Daniel grinned. 6Dondt worry. |l 6ve got evqgry
dDaniel-6

0 think I can fix this with a simple-6

@aniel, 6 | snapped. 6Go sit in the back, kegp
Daniel lookedup.6 Ri ght , 6 he muttered. Ol suppose Jyo
Daniel excused himself. White and | immediately leapt for the broken consoles.

00Okay, 6 | mu¥bebbd genWhstenvéntor. How o]
6l donét know. I dondt know the first thinc
wires, holding randomtwistso f ci r cui t ry tmodgrettrhaeirns .06Es pecijal
60h, great, 6 | rubbed my temple. O0AI I roi ht
OHeh. 0

O0What ?6
ONot hwhnigt,eb0 s expressionowapuefedgol vho g muweqmke
together. 0
OFeel free

t he chastid awan, ngowst woWe hiaveglal
60h yes, 6 Whi't

e $igfingdrs. s wWd d eard Imyo,s t ¢ If ioa kgiort g 6




White took his revolver and shot Lincoln in the stomach.
Lincoln went down.

| stared at White in shock. O6What was that
White shrugged. O0ltdéds never a good idea o]
0There was a trucel! d

OHe would have done the same t or eupsl itehde. DR NTOE
|l etds get to work. o

6Sir! Sir!d6 Dani el came rushing in. o061 tHRhol
6l't was nothing, 6 White dismissed, hol di g
taking a bad fall .o

60h. Of c olookedaound. DOawhiaetl di d you do with hfis

0l tdéds #Hight over

White and | saw it at the same time. Lincoln was gone. The words Body Amousuddenly
exploded in my head in massive letters.

We didnodét see bl ood

00h, shit. o

We both bolted for the door, just in time to hear the lightning strike. Lincoln had taken the
opportunity to backtrack and outflank our men. He/she could strike them broadly from
behind, and the moment they turned around to retaliate...

It was a slaughter. Lincoln was losing a lot of people, but White was losing more.

White had another good shot at Lincoln, though- and this time he was aiming for the head.
He bought his revolver to bear-

It clicked out, empty. Lincoln saw us, and ducked behind a chair.

0 Hel | ,said, anstartedezapping with his Gauntlet. The whole interior of the train
was crackling; the walls were heating up. Wooden panelling snapped and the smell of
burning leather hurt my nostrils.

OYoubre really medndoors yuppbsmdtterade bheth (

0Therebébs no way out, 6 White bthedningcatd, as |t}
The enemy was right behind.

0Doesndt seem to be. o

6Jtusa questi.ong Yo Wdreptareihgltoym ibcet ray me i n th €
you?6

Didnét seem much point in lying. OYeah. n ¢

OPl aying both sides algahinsthe¢aae.daspicibleld e 7 16 i] §vé

6Coming from you, that means a | ot . o

The police started surging into the dining car. My fingers twitched out arcs of lightning in
their general direction. Bottles of BBQ sauce exploded, coating my pursuers in sticky stuff.
They were not particularly hindered.

0Good shot, o0 White said flatly.
6Shu@ wup.
Above my head, some luggage exploded.

OLi st e rbrieBly mevimygaze 61 61 | hold them off. You I n
O0Theyol | kill you,d6 | warned hi m.
06 will that bomb if wedr e iteshruggedf f t hi s hi

Oh, right. The bomHt was still in the dining cart, hidden behind the counter.

OYoubre smarter tohwaoru meér,0ulIld powi rnthed fa wti.n
0OYes, I Basmndobumdy Whiltshed onidtt. konbetter thanyoaanch s a
besides, you coul dnét Nohtrryepn madmepdhant with c
Reluctantly, I got ready to run. White put down a little cover fire.




O0You kmdwl, Whi t e. 61 awithtseomoustaghe. The hasbgepau r f rf e
di fficult few months for me. 0

6Yeah, 6 | muttered. 61 know the f

And then | was off, the world exp
saw something unpleasant.

I ran for the cockpit, slamming the door shut in my wake. The sound of battle outside
faded.

Fix this. | examined the wreckage. How thehell am | supposed to fix this?

Scrambling and scrabbling around, I found an instruction manual buried under one of the
consoles. It was covered in dust and several thousand pages long, but the Computer Interface
section had some fairly extensive diagrams.

Remember when you used to invent things?

| went to work, cobbling and tying- forcing wires and errant strands of circuitry back into
place. Primary microchip-boards had been destroyed, but there were plenty of secondary
systemstorewire.Be i nventive. YoubOre a genius too.] S

0 €-C-.C..ComputerO-O-Onl i ne, 6 came a croakingesvoi cle
| breathed. Maybe Daniel h a d amaéstied things too badly after all.

6Computer, how do I fix this damage?6 I

ORunning diagnostic,6 the computer chirp
of damage would be impossible. Probability of failure: 100%. Thankyoufor your t i me. 6

Oh, brilliant.

el ing.
oding er

60Computer, how fast is this train going?
60Two hundred miles an hour . 0

Ididmathi n my head. &éCan | survive jumping off
6l n protective gear, possibly.d

| looked down at my clothes. Frills. Waistcoat. No pr ot ecti ve gear. J6N
@oint of information: When approaching city limits, the train will automatically slow to

around ninety-sevenmi | es an hour. You may survive ex|t
frhe autopi twltthétsainslaimalges! ow down ? 06

Long pause.

0 N ob

Then there was nothing to be done. I left the cockpit, venturing outside. The corridor was
silent. No sign of battle. NosignofWhi t e. That <oul dndét be goodg
-A baton struck my temple. | brought my Gauntlet to bear; electricity leaping out. My

opponent fell back... and stood up again, unhurt.

It was a cop, a woman of intermediate age. She was wearing full body armour; the plain-
clothes had disappeared. Apparently, somebody had been smart enough to break out the
heavy padding.

| jabbed her with my Gauntlet again, retreating toward the cockpit. The train lurched. |
burst through a set of cabin doors, and fell to the ground-

The policewoman followed. She had friends.

Five enemy Gauntlets flared to life. Batons struck palms menacingly.

Natalia/Lincoln stepped into view, standing over me.

61 6 m s otincgins aBedn, 66 But h o rnhinktthliys, waosw gdoiidn gy Jotuc

The men advanced.

And that that moment-

-Dinosaurs attack.

OAttention, | adies and gentl emen. This i e
11.15 train to Little Stop, Salmon Squaaee reminded that we are entering a Dinosaur-




Infested zone. Cautionary dining car procedures are to be followed for the remainder of the
journey. Please throw away your meals and Jbe

The dinosaurs were flying raptors, fresh from circling the trash heaps on the edge of the
city. Like all modern dinosaurs, raptors are inexplicably attracted to the scent of BBQ sauce.

Their nostrils are very powerful.

They began dive-bombing the train in groups of three or four; smashing into windows,
cracking through the glass. Most of them were swept away by thet r a sheer&etocity, but a
few found purchase on the hull. They forced their way inside, then realised they had nowhere
to go. The stupid beasts twirledaroundt he traindéds tiny interior,] s
off the walls. Claws struck out from beneath leathery wings, cutting everything in sight- |
caught a nasty slash across my cheek. Off-balance and off guard, the cops fought back with
Gauntlet fire.

In the confusion | slipped away, offering silent thanks to Gods and lizards alike.

| saw White.
He was curled up in a ball, lying between carriages, and about as badly hurt as a living
thing can be. His face was covered in burn marks, barely recognisable-no wonder | 6d |Jha

noticed him earlier. His clothes were totally shredded.

| touched my palm to his mutilated cheek, and tried to stem my instinctive revulsion. He
was breathing-

6Step back. o

Lincoln/Natalia was behind me, pointing a weapon at my head.

Very, very slowly, I stood up.

OPut your Gauntl et down. 0

| did so.

Lincoln looked pissed.

d 6m Beny rlyut t hese are my or deneserbeldfgoud canpt

0l ttyowghrusted me, 6 | muttered.

0 Yo u 0 v ecrosted metabowd four times in one afternoon. Id o n 6 t yougét io n k
|l ecture on trust. o

My feet shiftséddt dMméoyehavdlmdtal i a, d | poifpt
are you?6b6

60| Opuwbli@astt you bastar

6Shame you wot keho
this. You can-6

She shot me in the leg. Electricity crackled over my shin, and | fell. Just a light dose, but
enough to hurt like hell.

Natalia! Please-0

O0These ar e bauisd nLeisnsc ohlonu,r shyubmosur | essl y. 61} d
until youdre dead. 6

Her hands crackled-

-And Natalia fell down, as a burst of blue struck Abraham Lincoln in the face. His hat
rolled off.

Jacob White was on his feet, swaying. Holding my Gauntlet in both hands. He was almost
dead, and still fighting on.

0Go, 6 Whitenowroaked. 0Go

|l didndét have to be told twice. | fled.

-Looking over my shoulder just once-

d, 6 he/ she spat. O0Kill n
b theemhfed, OLiIi sten, N a t




-To see the titans clashing. The real Benjamin Franklin and the fake Abraham Lincoln,
faces broken beyond recognition, enveloped by a cascade of lightning. Wrestling each other
into a deadly, burning embrace.

The train was collapsing around them- metal warping and burning.

| slammed the carriage door shut.

The bomb had less than ten minutes left.

Bychancelt ri pped oveaxUnDarkiee IWhs thkeo dy dustderybt s
unconscious. With great effort, | hauled him up onto my back. My heart was straining in its
chest. | felt like 1 might keel over at any second.

| dragged Daniel back to the cockpit, and dumped him there.

Probably about six minutekthought As sumi ng the train didnot
then.

At two hundred miles an hour, you mayvie... with protective gear.

| had an idea.
Rushing out of the cockpit for a final time, | found the nearest site of battle. Corpses were
everywhere, rebel and cop. The walls were burnt, and the air smeltof pork.1 was not

interested in any of the humanity right now. | just needed equipment.

Maybe four minutes?

| saw two armoured officers, ripe for the plucking. There were holes burned in their heads-
marks of terminal damage- but their armour was intact. Hurriedly, | tore off their outfits.

| grabbed a dropped Gauntlet.

Two minutes or so.

On the brink of the cockpit, | found the link between carriage and train; the vulnerable
joint that Li ncllfbordedthrough. Mhrawmgdmy stolem geodsaiown, |
stood well back and closed my eyes. Aiming the Gauntlet on faith and memory.

Lightning exploded from my hand, and struck the joint. The carriage creaked and groaned
in protest; the whole thing wavering with stress.

One inch at a time, the metal link started to melt away-

-Until it snapped. | fell onto my backside, knocked down by sheer momentum.

The front of the train broke free of its burden- cockpit speeding off with me inside. I could
only hope that we had enough time to clear the blast radius.

Maybe a minute, counting down...

The rest of the train ground to a halt. The dinosaurs were still going at it- circling around,
tearing at the flanks. Through the mid-section burst flares of blinding light. The giants
clashing.

| amsorry. Both of you.

Maybe thirty sec

The train exploded.

A plume of orange, a blast of white. Red and yellow flames.

And nothing left.

| blinked back blindness. Watched the embers for a while.

In the end, the giants always fall.

| hauled Daniel to the cockpit door, and dressed him up in armour. | did the same to
myself. We both looked ridiculous.

What will I tell him, when he wakes up? The truth. For a given value of truth.

History reserves the right to be edited.
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And 101l I keep his Ilittle gr oupn \Yhotewasg . . . ut
probably right- the world does need a revolution- but he was in too much of a hurry. He

wanted to bringanoldageback.1 t hi nk I 611 nswettl e for somejhi
| 6m an engineer . I like to invent things
The real Benjamin Franklin earned his place in history. Sodid Jacob Whi t e. Njo w
tunéyand even i f 1 6m wal king in a deModmanmands ph
calledid Fr a n k | erbeenelectadPreselant. Gi ven t he nameds tr afck

thatdos a terrible shame.

| threw Dani el healltight Tihertesrible, terdifyang darkngss bayend d
consumed him. I heard a thump.

My turn.

Thiswasthelife of Jacob White, flashing before Jny
clear of memory.

|l 6m done with |living history.

| stuck my head out into the black, breathing in the night. It was so dark out there... you
could fool yourself into thinking there was no ground at all. I might fall forever. | might fly.

| jJumped, coat tails flapping.

All of that was then.
And this is now.

I hit the ground.










