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u | men mox Sceptra Tyranni
He seized I i

u ,
he ghtning from Heaven &

-Anne Robert Jacques Turgot, regarding Benjamin Franklin. March
1778.

ASo convenient a thing it is to be a reasd
fin

d or make a reason for everything one

-Benjamin Franklin, 1817.




Il dm fl at on my back, and thereds a |ife

Around me, windows rattle. The floor is shaking-t he whol e wor |l dods
pi eces. Il 6 m on a6 kirking ikselfrapatt with strass and strain. it t
could go off the rails at any moment.

The stupid powder wig feels heavy on my head. My clothes are tight; britches and
frills soggy with sweat. Behind me, the carriage doors are forced open and five men
in body armour burst in. Their heads are helmeted, their eyes are unsympathetic and
some of them are bleeding. Th e y 0 v beer traigh a battle.

The armoured men part, and someone else steps up . Heds not dress
not at all. He has a great frilly beard and a tall top-hat. His clothes are immaculately
tailored, coloured black. Unl i ke me, he doesnd6t have a

His face is stern and somewhat goat-like. One of his eyebrows seems
permanently raised.

6 | 6 m, Bemasays/the man who looks exactly like Abraham Lincoln. &6 Bu't
honestly, how did you think this was going to end?6

The men advance, weapons lit with crackling blue fire. Some of them also have
batons.

| tense.

So Il etosdmetaeew, i n the bodbputtogetnB/dminsa mi n
beaten out. | could ask myself why? but | know the answer.

Because | had a deadline.

| close my eyes.
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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? 1 don6 t Iykeoav-no one
does. Applied Fundamentals is a warehouse department, a dumping ground for
whatever projects the company cané6t fit el
actually quite a big deal. It 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 company in the world.

Actually, itdsarumhdlmynobhesMre ysriena:ieselhyeyw]i
exactygi ve out business cards. Wait, thatos
cards, but the cards dondét go into specifi

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 a |vas logh éneugh up in the department
to be sure nobody was going to call me out... except for this particular Tuesday,
when | got hauled into my ma n a g efficéand glared at by beady eyes behind little

wireframe glasses.
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|had alotof managers. | 6d never seen t hfatsnanomthe bef o
sausage fingers.

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

60Your at toedudessone evork, Mr. White,6l was told.

0Yesd sli rnodded. |l didndot get promoted up
work the system a little bit. Suck up to your superiors, bark at your inferiors. If

necessary, grant sexual favours.

6l hope youodre mwmdt thaowibhe any hloimed Mr .
ONDir, o6 | shookEvmy yDKadhgi 1 s6 A
0 Goolde 6Fat Man grunted. O6Well, just in c

bot hering you gi dealtwitheWeaat TheaSalmon Corp cark dboub e
our employees, you know. 0
6 know, sir.d He gave me the baesheRadss ca
Manos PReaem@reuze.
| tbé dlehlt with. |l didndét want to ask for detail
offer- 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 eoughed. 0 div that you are here, | want to give you your latest
assignment in person. We have something rather special planned for Applied this
year . 0
00h yeFBhat ésrexciting to hSpecialis@xciingwasnot
The Fat Man beamed. 61l ndeed iwe 0ivse. dYeocu dseede ,t @ se x p
merchandising rights into hitherto unexplored areas. We want the rights to an

American Presidents Action figure line.
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| nodded. Fair enough. Action figures seemed a little... small, though.

6But we h aoneernsgabaoutinagencopyright. We want to make sure the
Presidents6images are all exclusivelyours. For t hat, theyodoll nee
contracts. 0

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

60That 61 I be your job, Mresurre?fing PresidentsV&l wa nt

ninetyt hr ee of t hem. 0

Technically, there have been ninety-four Presidents. However, the ninety-fourth
(President Huey Jackson Il) was only in office for a grand total of forty-seven
seconds before his office exploded, so people tend to ignore him. Since Jackson II,
the institution has fallen sharply from grace. Nobody pays much attention to the
Presidency anymore.
Greuzebs task was certainly something to
Walking through a bad neighbourhood at a bad time of night, | lost myself in
daydreams of Presidentspast.| di dndét need to worry about
robbed or anything like 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.




America Litedlel yloleismédtup t o idpanstwoecoasts |t
and all the | @&noiquitenp thteetseale ef Amerida taége 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 | like to impress people. What? We all like to impress people.

My apartment was horribly cramped, which was exactly how Iwantedi t . | cou
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.

That night, | slept to the soothing rattle of the metro-tracks outside. Still trying to
wrap my brainaround t he Fat Mands order.

Resurrect all the Presidents.

For a few of 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 bddoe agesd e a
What was | supposed to do, invent a Time Machine? Applied had already tried that.

The dry-cleaning bills were ridiculous.

All right. Think about this. You dr e a smart man.

| just needed inspiration.

That was when dinosaurs attacked.




Nobodyds quite sure where the dinosaurs
certainthatwei nvent ed t h e nppsside. Thémostgdmvincirig dusour
says that they were manufactured by some Fast Food chain as part of an incredibly
elabourate advertising campaign. Chinese whispers aside, the creatures now
constitute the cityds foremost pest contrd

Most of them are harmless, not to mention cute. Little blue and green lizards

sitting outside restaurants, begging for scraps. They 6 r e sort of | i ke i

The Raptors, on the other hand, are a pain. Apparently, real Velociraptors were
small and fairly timid. Whoever engineered these monstrosities had no head for
historical accuracy. Inmylife, Rapt or s ar e bi g.t hBlydyandtdeyamd an
can pick locks.
Some of them fly.
6Shit!dé6 | vyelled constructively, as a sm
Three 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 BBQ sauce with my lunch? Yes, | did. Stupid me. For
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 | could

see salivating tongues as they crept steadily closer. About to pounce...

b ||




| 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
appearance foolyou;t h e y 6 r eweapena. @dinying 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. | di dn 0 tbutil didumake thent elxtea-m,
dangerous. Nowadays every cop carries one and every criminal owns four.

6Crap, 6 | reflected, witbrkyifootgThe lksethingke ar e st
wanted to do 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 rwagHabout 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.

i




Still, all that shine simply hid a different kind of dirt. | recognised a couple of
patrons from O6Most Wantedd posters. There
huddled at the 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.

QJasie! 6 The moment she sWeaevddnekn dwmr reacimidteh
we didnét grow up far apart. O6What can | g
0The wusual . d Broth.

6Coming up, 6 Derbyiggi somdt hioyg f or me?5d
60Raptor meat, 6 | told her. OFive big hea
OFried or crisped?5d

6Bot h. 6

OHmMmmmM. 6 Derry bit her bot t oathingtogpthervith c ou
t hat . | Omogueomiong h&®we it with you

OMy apartment. 6 | tossed her the keys.

0l 60l | comiern@ She tossed the keys to one of
0Tell them not to touch anything.

OPl ease, 6 Derry said. OMy kidsaknewybet:t
been up t o? 0theXdueter lagparenty oldivious to all the customers who
werendt me. OHaveno6ét seen you here in | ongd

O0Busy busy,6 | shrugged. 6You know me. 0
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OHardly ever. 6

| smiled. 6 Say, Der r yh arboauiu tk nhoiws tmourcy ? 6
6Got a degree in it.o

| blinked. Derdiydm@&twvi mgc alnl education. O6Re
0Yeahrrydoddee 61 me anmy degiied. Ildswnloaodd it a couple of

years ago for a |l augh. o

OFor a | augh?56

60n & bet.

60h. 0o

Whydd you ask?5b

6l 6ve got this, uh, project,od | waved my
some history. 0

60Wel | , fofiRaptor drobabld does buy you more favourst han a fr ee
Derry clickedh e r t o elgyauevhat, 6oime by my place later. 16 | | see i f |

A

you out. o

That night, lwenttoDer r y6s apartment . Wsostlgaudof a | it
habit. It was quite nice.

Afterwards, she showed me her history degree.

Cybernetics had alwaysbeenDer r yds passi osshoppingnpl ant s,

augmentation, that sort of stuff. When she was little, she had a blue LED installed in

her right eye for no particular reason. I

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
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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.

O0Sur e Jasieitngshe said. O6Batstyopdobei mgas b gh g

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, pointbfahe dltimate ldgh. t h e
Eventuall y, youo0comebackdowngoBarth. have t o

After a while, Derry emerged from the web of wire clutching a small crystal disc.

The wafer thin speck was pressed into my hands.

OHer e, 6 shel ssahedd. aéll itthilrek fly ghoetade voer yt Hi

6Thanks, Derry. 0

6You know, itdédd be easier to experience
screen, 86 she said, pointedly. 6So | b6ve Ie
6That é6Berryni baet | 6 m-bnot going to

60Aw, coJase, OnDerry grinned at me, moustac

no fun on paper. Try living in the past for a couple of hours. 6

Reading up on the nationds FountdatsongeofFat h
the 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 dnodt

realisticthathecoul déve kill ed fi ve hhamdedly.eAldo,then e my
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portrayal of foreign countries struck meas si mpl i sti c atsodest. W
contribution to history really the 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 . |l suppose itods an carffusigmpt t
for children.
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
me n , |l couldndot help wonder... what were t
were they to the 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, | tepdtsvasboarankhe maorninB.e r r y 0 s
Getting her to answer the door was a challenge.
6Jeslase., 6 Her yawn wWwbhat doayou want ?6
O0You mwieghet . 6 | p u svitheutthinkimgt 106 nm ear|l Ifdvwaetd t o d
coul dndét help noticing that all of her VR
sheh a d n 6 tasldep ater all.
| held up the little data-crystal. 601 do want to see it for

t hem. 6

The virtual world is tingly.
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Experiencing it involves sensory aphasia; an enforced departure of mind from
body. It makes your nerves all fluttery, makes everything go loose and light. 1 t 6 s a b}
like being comfortably drunk- not hammered, but slightly more than tipsy. You get
used to it.

| was standing in a room.

Derry wasndét with me. She olemyselfdutaithkhert o b
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 sothes er v er d iodvard about renderingttoo many
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, | thought, this is getting ridiculous. Is there anything

this man did not 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 e
time.

O0Yes?@dMHeer t | y. o6Can | help you with anytRi

He wasnot saeme, oficairsed Thé stmulation would be programmed
to absorb my presence. For some reason, | felt a little bit unnerved. 1 t 6 s lawn |l y a
level Sim, | told myself. H e @ sery simple program, not even nearly alive. Still,

nothing about the man-shaped thing before me seemed the slightest bit fake.

This is why | donét 1|i ke VR.
| took a seat.
6Mr FrBekl i@an | <call you Ben?6

0At this early stage of soanyouwedatdi aonshdp

O0Fair enoudhmpGod, ldsnmialca di.al | y aiSmulacrai d@$ierd by
in that case... | want you to tell me all aboutyour!| i f e . 0

6Ah. 6 Ben smiled. OA biographer. Abo@t t

6 Mr . White. o0

]

OHmMmmmM. 6 Benl grumgédd. tdAn, Mr. White. Let

6 He di d graduate&amethe 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 very nice for their time... he travelled all over
the place, | mean, he was practically-0

OAll right, 06 Derry snapped. OBémgamihre goi np

(@)

Fucking Franklin right aboutnow, or | 6 m going to kill vyou.

0Sorsadshly. 1l 6Am | gushing?66




O0Li ke the c hévaep eesvte rwhmeaete, d Derry said

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.

OHeds just. .. [Re rreyna rakiadatkadteanennPeople like
that arendét born anymore. 0

6Sure they ar e, WejBtkilthegnoffdantyb6gged. 6

dhat 6s evwen wor se.

6l really doné6t see why youdre so i mpresege:l

of elderly, white, slave-owning men who happened to be both not stupid and not in
the wrong place at the wronYy¥otiustas.goodd@sm | u S
them. 0O

ONei t hér | ofpou b e delestdcitye d

60He drvehtedtectricity. ..o

0l téds amazionghib&rdym going to play a paf
l'ife.. .0

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

orBringing these men back to life,066 Derry @®c¢ mMoeawdémgra pr oj ecf .

6l donét <auldforgeslevelysaidithat?6

6 My Gomtdy? 6J,

OMerchandi sing. 0

derchandising?6

0ltéos that kind of worl d. o

Derry was taken aback. 6 Uh . . . | ane aanr.e .yomowgoiHhg to

O0ThatageghreSe . 0

OExcuse me?6b6




0 St ahlgem is Working out how to do it. Stage One is assimilating the enormity

A

ofwhat | have to done.l6&dm stil/ at Stage O

0 Wh aStagesTwo ? 0

0l nastpiian magically stri ki ng -amanxious habitt uldlh é ¢

only they hadndét messed up that stupid t

OWhy dondét youmpuactra’deé the S

| stared at Derry. 6 What ?06

6 Why d o n duse tiyedParsopalitysSimulations from the VR degree | gave
you? Download a Sim, find something to use as a brain, stick them together in a
cloned body, andbang. You 6ve got a wal ki ng Orasgobdk i ng
as. o0

|l considered this. But... O0The Persona
Theydre | useéducdteyso ignaldo uto 4glifeerhes resppnses aredall
pre-programmed. 0

6S0?06 Derry shrugged. O6Youbre pretty s
real ?260

| thought for a moment.

Yes.

| could.

Stage Two.

What are you doing, young man?2¢t
| was pottering around Virtual B e n  F r awurtikal officeppsking things.
Occasionally, 106d stick my hand through

numbers.
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600h, tdmndad me, 6 0ll 6tmeritingiystir praymmc ode . 6

The virtual copy of Benjamin Franklin bl n i
 dondét actually need to be in here to dJo
understand me. 6l just thought we could clHat

A string of ones took flight with a string of zeroes, bouncing around the room and

out the window.

61 see, tepebtedaxardtullyi né6 What about ?6

| considered. O Whatdéds the first thought that c¢ome

6l was bormr on the date

O6Nap, ©otoO6him off. O6Not part of your biofgr
tryingtofix-we 0r e going to see if we canod6t get aj]ne
60dee. O

6So, Mr . THe triekwwéslgettimg ed@actly the right balance. | had to make
the Franklin Program seem intelligent without actually being intelligent. I didn6t wa n't

him able to outsmart me, but people would have to believe that he might. 6 Why dorjdt

you tell me how you feel about... creativifjty
6 | t shouidlbe celebrated. | think it should be embraced. | think invention
should be the prerogative of al/l men and ifn

0Go on. o

ol think I I|ike to invent things. Il think 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 s what es. told my boss
And thatodés what | told my coll eagues.
And that 6smyseli,iat | tol d

Turned out, | wasn Gcompletely wrong.

Unfortunately, at the time | was so sure of myself that | even self-imposed a

deadline. To the Fat Man himself.

(@)

6Youbdbre sure you can be ready so quis ckIl yp

gigantic desk.

60h yes, sir. I can have your first mode r
factual, walking-t al ki ng Ben Franklin. o

60l see.® The Fat Man wrinkled his brow. D Al
| was thrown by the question .  -dyBuwassigned me-6

0l asked you Rresidente s Brerne d-tr atntkd i n was nevejr
6Yes, he was! o

The Fat Man glared at me.

60Trust me, Mr. White. | know my history.}p

6But... my sources. .. 0

O0Let me ogweeesstsdying¥rom one of those Download Degrees you get
online? Theyodre always riddled with error. N
my opinion, Presidential Material .o

| felt vaguely insulted. Of course that man was Presidential material. This feeling
was quickly drowned out by the depression sinking through my stomach. Damn you,

Derry...




OHewer , 60 a@upttyadded, o6éwe were eventually pla

other historical figures anyway. So | suppose your mistake is not completely without

virtue. Tell you what, White. Yougetusaworking Fr ankl in in two we

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

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

Gulp.
6Yes, sir. o6
Did I mention that Applied has a very hi

and the brightest work best under pressure. Lots of pressure.

When Greuze says somet hi ngnel,idealyeaednyio ur
Thereds a | ot of room for demotion i n my
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.

@dasie. What 6s wrong?ao

| 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.

h

oCalm down, J, calm down. Talk straight.
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6dandt 6dd ibttuctaedt be don©hGod, getmesatdrinke ver yjt h

with some alcoholi n it . . . O

O0What udaoneyan, you | ost everythi ngBobrbober r yj d
in the coffee. 0

@ suppose | havenoadl babbted. h ndiBcuatl Igyi vieo stth eint gy ec
days and oh yes, theyol |l take it away fromn n
Then probably my liver, or whatever else is valuable, working their way up-6

61Jtos | at e, Il 6m tired, ihyouwplegsejusbcalmdawa | ki njg
and explain things to me properly, before | crack your head open and scoop out the
infor mati on for myself?60

OAI'l right. AlIl right. 6

| took a couple of deep breaths.

4 dondt know whaactt lhya.ppdin esdad dpr ogr ammi ng.
programming just like normal- everything was going fine... everything was going
great, actually. | was ahead of schedule, Derry. Way ahead. And t hen. . . 0

60And then what ?6

6l donét know! 't all cr a3hereddssokélindohy dat]a,
massive system failure. Imust 6ve. .. I donodot kmhstw what | mt
everythi ng. 6 My t ee® leverpthirgt d er ed

0Canodot you redo it? Retrace your work?2o

ONot all of it! Not in two days! o

&urely you can getan extension.0 Derry Dbit her bottom | ig.
pretty harsh to give youatwoweekdead | i ne. . . 0

0l asked for 1t.60

0 Y aasked foratwoweekd ead!| i ne? 6




06rgive me for having a healthy ego, 6 |
turn into a pretty easy project.

600kay. 6 Der r yShéwagsaninggoaget just gs freaked out as me.
60kay, | etbdbs be sensible. Webre smart. We
O0How?®

0 Yo u 0 hedpingh dt

6Thiss all your fault, you know. Your i deaj.

A

OFi nel 6thheen , s mart one. 0

60l tgwasg to be gled djggmpmyéngdsintotiesvof a. 61 6d
have it all done bthgeBenSmantorhis body alday darlierp | o a d
spend the afternoon playing chess. You know he was the first chess player in
America? Oh, God...O0

Derryds headddoadhppneodis hogy? What body?06

O0We 6ve goshelavaitingionleel | ab, 6 hdandswkEndgireaeted toy
look as much like Ben Franklin as possible. Pointless now.0

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

Shewas al ways better at ideas than me. | 6
herr est aur ant s o mu chigh-upingpliewwynmoavn 6 d b e

dhis DDeagyaidtd. 6Can you show me?50

| 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 square kliadh ometre in si




| tafl 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 ery said, unimpressed. Thdi s wher e you wor k. o

6Yeah. 0o

OFunnyaysl pilowt ured something | ess... shiny.
|l wasnodot really in the mood for conversagji ¢
Eventually, we reached my workden-my A of f i ce, 0 ndofteedapgpro s e. |As

Sub-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 recognisabl e. tThe FI| q@sh
perfect, of course-they hadndét got the nose qui(fore ri ghjt
some reason, cloning decent 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 Clong




6Ubess now, 6 | muttered

6Not . .. Nygd Deadey §What are you using for]a
60Compl ex Computeau@mentsedotecBi 6
6Generation?6

dhirdandSevent h. o

Derry stood for a second. Then said; 6Yehh.

| stared blankly.

0 T dand Seventhseries arendét perfect, 6 tshlee tamrkt,i mgpauc

theyoll just about hold a human mind. 1 tod b
There was a short pause.

6Der gad, 66 Youdve got to be kidding. 6

6You have two khiayg WwWor lgiemg tilhi lse yaskeg.er s on r
Well, | can get it working |ike a person. ¢

OWhatéeywggesting. . .veryitldlse gvaelr.yd, very,

6Since whenodcpasyyocar eCo

6 T h iose of those crimes they actually give adamna bout , 86 | hi ssed (
religious reasons. 0

0 P frdligion. . . 6

6Derry, 6 | shook my bbdg.adé | Id osnhdoto ke vneyn wkhnod we
start. o

OTrust me, | $aid.sO ikl sdqgroe Dietr rdytatransfeeand | t 6 s jJus
storage-t hat 6s al | brains do, thatoés all comp({t e

play. | can put your mind in that body and have it back out again whenever need be.
No sweat . o

OWhy does imymihiawde 6t o be




0 B e c ahissseour responsibility. 6
60Buhey dondt | udnsistedia nd T hae yb oddoynt 8t Iwant a

want the real thing!6

OWhy isnét a | ookalike good enough for t

600h geet, kinodw nDder ry. Ma vy pedectiorests ar just gickingh e y 0
insane!? Why d o n 6dsk them!?6g o

6Cal m dowhissed. dDekrnroyw t hey want more than
other reason it has to be you. You have to convince them, Jasie. 0

6Convince them,d | echoed.

6You have to ma kyeurexgedmnt wonkednYou Have dotmake

t hem t hi nkredlyhBaetn yForuabnrkel i n br ought to | ife.

you from being punished.o

A

6But if they catch me. .. 0

60But doébndth®erry grabbed my amwithdherbid, ooki ng

beauti fulgoiwvéryesr dbhéhl find out what you

Franklin Sim up and running in a couple of

have to carry the con. 0

ONo. i Bhii:nsane. 6 .01 sdlelppreaelvdracwor k, itobs
go and I 6l1 confess. Il 611l tell them I scr
0And even i f they dondt do somet hsadg hor
coldly. O6Best case scenario. 0

60 Wh at arbe® éitthat moment, a tiny switch in the back of my head went
click, and | knew two things. One- | would have to do it. And two- the personal
pronoun problems were goi ng tthes baglyeWhats er i ou

happens to it?6
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OWedbl | keeapattmaeant, wedl | pretend youorp
j ob done, | doubt that theyoll care. o
ONo. They wonot. o

OWe can Jase. G h$rse gri pped my face, and ki gse

suggest it i f we couldno6t. 0
Ismiled,gui t e without meaning to. I definitely
0AI'l right. We can do this. o

O Fithingstf i rst, 6 Derry said, braiding my haifp

| was sitting in Derryds bath.

| di dbdtr yloisk dat h.

For one thing, it was dirty. She assured me everything was perfectly sterile, but it
d i dlook d¢lean. 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 per s. Rats dondt have odpo
are strong and surprisingly 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. | st il |l didndét trust tHe

OListen, 6 Derry stood over me, | ooking cpn

want to close your eyes for this bit.d




Behind her was a huge pile of electronic equipment. Most of it | cqul
begin to identify. Wires, baubles and three-pronged plugs. Sparkly things. Sharp
things. | gulped.
6Uh, | think maybe 16l get sodnelt hithar tt ®q et
babble, stepping out of the bath. Not a little bit gently, Derry pushed me back in.
ORight, 6 | mumbled. &éSorry. o
6Just. rletlébasx all going to go according to |pl
She started shovelling electronic equipment into the bath. Goosebumps struck
me skin. | smelled something acrid.
6Just | ay back,-Gericuslyec It d ad ymeur O6eAynas . 0
She was holding what appeared to be a small lawnmower attached to a giant
meat cleaver.
| shut my eyes.
6Derry, 6 the vtbhoughtedsudtdenlyl want to sPpy
without you. Youodore al ways here for me. Ard
6l need to use your mouth for the next phrt

60h. Okay. o

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 in 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 is wrong... 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 hapening?

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

...Something beeped. The water went away.

60Brain activity det ect e dmplutercEnirgendy kieating e n t

progress. 0

| 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.

Don 6t 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.

Solstayedflatonmyback, breathing heavily with
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| 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 this. We planted thisstuff. So | woul dndét have to wal k

nice.

My mind was still quite jumbled.

Obviously, the picture onthe IDcardwo ul dndét madnymoremytf adc & d

enough to get me past the electronic security. With any luck, the human security

woul dndédt pay too much abutenti on to somebodgd

A

Thecl ot hes didnot fit. 't t ook s e vleousarl
legs too 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.

| got out of the lab, onto the street, and prayed for a quiet night. This would not be

a good time to get mugged.
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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.
|l told him Derryods apart megnored msiattemptsat | t
conversation.
Peering out of the cab window, the whole world came across as an indistinct blur.
Abruptl vy, I real i s e dShow-bighted. Inded lassesr st umb | i
Mybody kept doi ng t.Handsgwstchihg. Rulseddifférent. Yox p e c t
ever think about your pulse? You ever really notice it? You will if it starts changing
pace, trust me.
The cab stopped. I reached Der r ypgushedh o me,
past her; 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. Like a madmanés portrait, covered
| always thought my jaw was wider than that. | never realised | was so thin.
Irrationally, | reached a hand down-
-Derry grabbed it.
0ltds very I mpant ymwmtu, @ onnlde ¢ adiud,h a@&tntyt hi n
| nodded, clearing my throat. Still trying to get the hang of my voice. It came out in
gasps and rasps.
0l can go back at anytime?déd | managed to

O0You need to give me 06a schoeu prleep loifedh.our s n




| nodded.
O0Now for the hard part. 6

Derry pulled a data-disc from her pocket.

60This is all the reasonably reliable, re
could find. o

OReasonabl y?6

O0Yoiudndét give med | DMeg sai dvorsker alt,chi ng he
get down to | earning your new | ife story.

Apparently, Ben Franklin used to play the guitar.

I still canodt quite believe that.

The next day, | strode into work.

In full costume.

| dondt know where Derry found the -cloth

fast track delivery. Whatever gdoe Mare d ,
importantly, | looked 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 Ex c us e |masstoppad by.twib security guards. Large heads bulged out of

pastel-blue uniforms, looking me up and down.
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60Do yourworilsimhe@obaskehe guard

6l do.6 | remembered myself. &é6Not. | do

The security men exchanged a look- then they started moving, ready to throw me
out overarm. | raised my hands to stop them.

O0Wai t! 6 |squyam offamipate@ cird andadata-di sc. o6Wai t . |
authorised. | am here on behalf of Jacob White. He sent me with his ID card.6

| showed them.

6 And t hihisdisg has & message for Peter Greuze. | can wait here while
you deliver it. When Greuze seesit,the 61 | al so want to see me.

Look calm. Look commanding. You®e Ben Franklin. Ben Franklin (probably)
wasnoét afraid of anything.

But | 6m not Ben &tisaatikgl..i n, and my he

| kept my gaze steady.

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 important. You never knew with The Salmon Corporation.

OWat here, 6 OOwaelcreddr 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, o6 | 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 myself but, unf or t unatbednghpt..] 6d | ust

That | ast part heanlykind ef sickyeéve tha Gbrparation tvould
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 thingsmorefib el i evabl e. 0 |t | ht
until she gave me some drugs to Onthkseadtih ec agpa i
have these legs all fixed up far before you actually needtouset hem agai n. 6

She was sure that Peter Greuze would buyjt!|
He did.

And so | found myself in the Faoundbands of fi
digital playback.

OA remar kthdtMe. m@hite, 86 the Fat Man ewads mj mi
06l ndeed he is. 0

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

&haperonesandcab-f ar e. 0

6Good. That man knows how verpimpogaatpround d e a d
here. But enough about our inconsequential little workerd r one s . 0

Something inside me tightened; | kept the indignation down. Greuze interlaced his

fingers. OLetod6s talk about you. o

60 Wh at about me ? 0




Should | be speaking moreold-f ashi oned? Should | use 0y
actual l yvetPrse O0yedod

Stop thinking stupid thoughts.

0 For o nMr Ftahkiinnygu, appear to be taking your... re-actualisation...
extremely well . 0

Crap. | should act more freaked out.

60 Ah, 6 ed, wéasuneerved at first, but your Mr. White calmed me down.
Expl ained the situation. 0

060And you were able to understand it?66

Beprissy. Heés insulting your intellect.

60f course. 0

OHmMmM. 6 The Faat Mains |hoaorkdesd. &6 Truth be told

exceeding his bounds by taking you home. | suppose he values the personal touch.

But regardl ess, ke abre toalfow yoou alit oftres faeildyragatn foba

little while?6
&What? 6
6You see, webre going to have to run somg

psychologically and physiologically identical to our profiles of Benjamin Franklin, as
close to indistinguishablea s possi bl e. 0
OFair enough. 6 | took a deep breath.
00t her wise, youdbre just another expendahb

Expendable. | tried not to catch the implied threat.

O0And it seems to me, 0 theaBaweMadnbsesnmi hed

OWho was your travelling partner to Pari
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6John Pringle. Sir John Pringle. My wusua

60What was your proposed motto for the de

0 Reibellion to Tyrants is Obedience to Godo 6

6By what ratio were you elected presiden

6Unani mous. 0

OHow did you feel about George Washingto

| 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; al |l one had to do was remain
easy to keep the body tranquilw h e n  y stillugétting the hang of using it.

The factual questions were easy to answer. Derry and | had stayed up all night

crossschecking autobiographies; wedd taken gr

|l east sounded accurate. But feelings? Emot}i

survived free of gross misinterpretation. Nobody knew how he felt.
61l n t h®errylcad adeisedoanswer however the hell
make it sound authentic. o
6He was a goedt wmaend | said, o6an excell
befriend. However, hedidtendt o drink a bit too much. 0
The white-coated scientists looked up from their clip-boards. From the corner of
the room, Peter Greuze said:
OReal l y?6
0Very muwch so

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

¢i st your thirteen virtues. 0
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60Temperance, Quiet, Order, Resoluti on, F

Moderation, Cleanliness, Chastity and Humility. And Tranquillity, of course. 0

6And how wel | ambatlytyhoeus ey ovuarlsueel sf? 6
oWell .6 I crinkled my face modestly. 0l
we e k, every week, and getting a l|little bet

6Do you bel i gxaeklintbn God, Mr .

60f course. But | prefer to call him Ath

60kadé the Fat Man sudde mgh. Evergbpdy Gueofthep. o6 Th
room. 0

Accordingly the scientists fled, leaving me alone with the rounded spectre of
PeterGreuze. St i | | connected up to the polygraph
my heart spike. | concentrated on keeping myself calm. Tranquillity. Tranquillity.
Tranquillity.

6Alghtr i Mr . Frand&l i@l 6admieuziedmastil |l a |
a little bit, in fact. But you seem to have answered all our questions honestly and
without flaw, and you certainly | ook the

6Thank you,d | inclined my head slightly

60l really woul d how Mk 8/hite man&kgadaondo ie Keawad sb y

vague about his plan, about your exact nature. Why, you could be anything. You

mi ght even be the real thing. o
0l like to thigmnlel 6am. cAMud diwWhd d rea sisstver
oWell, you can tell him so yourself .o

OQuite. 0

OWhil e webre meeting with him.o

OExcuse me?6b6

] O I

U

Bt

ma

t




Beep. My heart rate skipped. Greuze pretended not to notice. Kn owi ng |

afford another such mistake, | started slowly and subtly unplugging myself from the
machines; gently pulling electrodes off my head.
OWebre going to the WMat Whhtep¥osaamadd me I
0 B u Keep. It. dogether. I smiledt o cover my anxiety. OHe Jwa
6Justwaumheég Caught in a gang crossfoire. b 0
wor k, but doesmtbtvimeiatn lwiemcanbnksavanmchamhy mgls @
be only too happy to answer t hem. Mr . Whi tje
6l ... did he?6
6Come, Mr. Franklin. 6 Greuze optoftmyseats ar mj ai
OWedl |l get you some mor e tfoist toif ig tol ontelee s )y painm
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 driveroés seat.
0l do |l oveGtbuzrzeacbtheysl so clean and dirty a
Makes you think. o
| made a nonspecific noise.

coufl d




Theydre going to find I d&dm not i n mgyddlolus
go looking for me and take, what, ten minutes to work everythingout? They 61 | f
Derry. Theyoll find myuspropdrly. OhGQGod.ey dl | shoot

O Will never understand why White enjoysthi s nei ghbour hood, 8 G
6l tds usnmm.b.ashedly cheap. 6

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

Poverty, 6 Gr eismexcuseforalgey ef onagination. Being poor is
no excuse for looking poor.6

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 Ilittle piece of paper
floor. Apartment... twenty-one B, apparently. | think | used to live in a twenty-one B.

This way. 0

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

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

6Youbve been vesag. quiet, d Greuze

0This weekO0s W@0irtue is Silence

6Ah. 06

Greuze knocked on the door.

| could hit that Fat Man in the back of the head and run. | could go find Derry 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.

0Ah, 6 saidMt.hBAakkrieal mMmMéeevPbagnyexpbd

I 61 | cal l him Jacob White, evevr .t Whughe, toh at
would be better.

Mr. White didnét move | i ke me. That was el
elegant. He seemed too self-assured. Too confident.

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

6Tea?6 He offered. 61 6&m sure | must have] s
started rooting through my cupboards.

No, you donét. Youdre out.

0 A here wh go. | broughtitjustthi s morning. 6 Mr. White sl

packet of Camomile teabags. | hate Camomile.
6l 6d appreciate some tea, 6 Greuze nodded
tea?b
| just about managed to shake my head.
00nl y theo.Twosegar s, i f you have them. o6
Mr. White nodded politely, and went about brewing. It took him a couple of tries to
work the kettle, | noted.
Derry, | thought. It must be Derry. Controlling my body somehow to cover for me.
Clever girl.

0 He r e ,red, rdshing intb the kitchen. o6 Let me hel p you pour




| watched my own hands lift the overflowing kettle, spilling a little water in the
process. Mr. White winced, and so did I.
6Derry, 6 bowlgusper ¢ethat | wabBeaur edBeruye]ic:
you?~o
Mr. White ignored me, striding past.
O0Havteheri of you read t hhandpgQreaze RidteaWhi t e a gk e
0Terrible business this morning.©d
60Terrible business most ndeakentyoomesan 6 Gr euzfp |
something in particular?9
60A young woman, stabbed to death in her D W I
60Senseless. Horrible crime. See for your gel
Mr. White picked a newspaper from the coffee table, and threw it to me. | stared
at the front page, and wanted to cry.
6l &m sure whoever did it is filled with el
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
| atest details of her murder inquiry. Seered
into her home 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 yohit alMrriFranklin?6 Greuze noticed ] my
OForgive Bbaidm, 6H&VBdsterom a simpler time. 0




OWel |, you wo ulgrthned. n aénglf,you @re thainzae who made

6Yes. 6 Whi tsequlaoroek eidn ntehe eyes. Somet hing

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 | had done it, and how | was supposed to 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 onal |l vy,
wince and apologise for any incoherence. 4 t 6s t he pain meds, seq.
brain.6

Greuze brought it all. Of course he did. There was no reason for him not to, no
reason at all.
Eventually, | managed to scrape my jaw off the floor and make a show of
nodding, agreeing, going along with... whatever was happening.
0 We | | , fonally\said, after an hourorso. 01t 6s getting | ate.

been fun, butnow I reallyneedt o get some rest. 0

We | et ourselves out. O6Drop by anyti me, 0
0That all certainly s éeamel aswe rdiueneditotheor der
l'imo. o6)Jrthaatmagliys certainly worth his g

61 6 m Isnumbled. 6




OWe can | et him r est nanddrsitanding ofitbevprodcessat we jpa
Thereds no reason we canodt goousdlvesad with tie
| nodded absently.
0 Afsor yoursel f, Mclimbel intathekclairn, 60 | @rne vaZfer ai df w
offer you much time to adjust to your new situation, but dondét worry. PWe
treat you with the utmost veneration and rjes
| nodded again.
OWhich is why weol | be assigniagi gonuda spec
O0Handl er 2.6 OIMibslsiinokne?dd
OMi ssion, 6 Gr euze c osmosgadeenm. leetime explain.dg ht be 0 (

The engine started.

Her name was Natalia Abranos llinyova.

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 canodtl tbediddkenndt. seem real.dhbéhabdeéh bgehk
herrestaurant, hadndét RSVPO6d t tloanyfofithose thiads,.bechusec o ul ¢ n ¢
| was now 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. | had new shoes.
Comfortable shoes, with Salmon labels on the heels. | had been tagged.

60And over here, we have the Monument of
a big metal spike because frankly, thatis what it i s. But there

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 hang around with
someone who didndot expect me to be. .. wel
expect me to be anything.

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 ofthepark.1 t 6 s supposed

a commemoration for the Labourltidughttestly. ki I
Nataiawoul d often make mistakes, antdatwodld cour
be breaking 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 l ever thoughtabout . But without Derryds equi pmen

without tempting suspicion...
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And there was the other me. Mr. White. Part of me still clung to the faint hope
that, somehow, some way, it mightbeDer ry. | knew tthtweout dohlven
made things 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 6édear | ady,
because | felt it sounded authentic.

A message from Greuze was waiting on my bedside table.

It said: Time for your premiere.

| 6d been npprenidarereger sméefGreuze had first mentioned it.
My mission.
To sell. Basically, to sell myself.
| 6d signed away the rights to the Benjam
theydd wanted. The Corp had ten million ti
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.
All I had to do was to stand on stage and be Ben Franklin. Or rather, as Greuze

put it, fAjust be yourself .o
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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, in between
prepared for me. | could tell, because the moment | 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.

6Um, 8 | coughed. The micshackhhone gaze a s

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

Helpful.
0Greetings to yaguelayl !®@Gdod uamibt iezde ws! I
Franklin!o

Al t 1 s n ,FrBemkMabrairmeehoed incredulously. What the hell are
you thinking?!l shoul ddbve practiced my speech.
ONow, 6 |, cohtkmowdwhat youo0lengnraustlbeaclti nk i

in costume. He must be false, afake,aph-6Ben Fr ankI| i n woudlAdnot

il

[

(o



facsimile. Wel | |l can offer you Ilittle firm ewvid
gestured vaguely at Nat al i a, wilbnmgoubtravtee nds fjr o
some scientific evidence for 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. And through the wonder

of technology, |l have returned to |ifelo

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 vhoped fay @ bit more of a response.

6l am history come to | if e?oresponsefromehd agaf n
audience. | began to feel very small.

60 Ok ay , Osaillquickly] ste@ping forward and snatching the microphone from
me. 61 thim&s Mrir &dan&khd webve probably t ake
go back 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.

ONothven, 6 aNdtads vwithkh fhdedi ghhabbdstbhmre ss pget
down, | etds see if we c alehegeate faasmofderiadic . Hoj
B?! How many people want them on for an enjco

Cheering from the audience.

Somewhere backstage, an argument was raging. A lead singer was complaining
thathe6 Di dnét everm do wasandrnted i stening. The mjom
the crowd, | flopped onto the floor.

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

Well, chirped a little part of my brain. They wer endt really starfin




Yes they were.

No. They were staring at Ben Franklin.

| thought about this for a minute, anddecided t hat it di dndt makg m
better.

6 Ok a ytaliéd appéared, hands on hips. Onstage, another band had started

playing. ® k ay , | think I know what we did wrong h
i sndét thée right gig.

6They applauded when | came on, 6 | muttefe:l
6That was | wsantiplesWegesmemualdndédt beoungar ket i njg
audience, or at least, notthisy oung audience. Will you get Jof
60h. 6 | stood up. O6Sorry. o

0And another thing, 6 she snappmpdssivd You cpul
youknow.Youd6r e not going to convince anyone wilth
61l 6m galiedc y 96 6 m h a vrouglgmoan tbhi.t lo6fm asure 1itdédg p
with my charisma. 0

6dugh, 6 Natalia said flatly. O6Thesl®e are foc

impressed by a harmonicaand alight-b ul b any mor e. Deal with i
6Youdbre not helping. 6
OMy job isn6Gdd t oMiie] pbdi sheo organi se. 0
0Youobre a press officer. o
00f course, 0 she shrugged. coOWlatbhi die® 0y ou
| 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.

t |
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O0We shoul dndét be targeting the North, 6 N
rudimentary education system, a pop-obsessed culture and very little respect for
hi story. o6

We were in the Fat Manodés office. |l coul d
be losing weight.

6 Ou re-Publicity department picked that location for maximumpr ess cover a
Greuze pointed out, from behind his desk.

601l 6m sur e t hsag. da Adn dd iNa ttahl enyarebomohendations e n e g
they would have realised that we were always going to have maximum press

coverage. We could have opened in a shed in the Nevada desert and gotten

Q. {

ge

maximum press coverage- this is Ben Franklinweér e t al ki ng abavut . h e
the Press sees the public react. 6

O HmMNMdr euze 3SMell dinteettds.is naw a job for Post-Publicity, Nat al i a, [ t
going to be up to you to make sure this kind of mistaked o e s n 6t algap pe ©
0Al r enatdi® Nat alia smiled smugly. Ol d6ve arjra
constituting a tour of America Large. 0

| gave her an incredulous look. Greuze raised an eyebrow. | remembered that

Ben Franklin probably wouldndét have a readon
expression down to merely o6curious. 0
OAmerica Large?06 | asked, trying to soun@ i
&ou would have call ed tdremzeaex phlea iSmeaid .h ed $o e
them, anyway. That area has considerably expanded since you were last around.

Are you sure we should take him down therdq?2o
a |l ot of influence in Large. o




ONonsense, 6 6NNat alniea wamld eventry godharmus. They 6 r e a
timid, backwards lot, but their obsession with the past makes them perfect.6

Greuze bit his upper-lip, considering.

OAIl |l Weibght t ry it vyojamn, wapgpeckNat ahgad Ben

6Yes, s iatittle dit stiffly.sGaingdo, Large. Great. One more thing crossed

off the Things-I-Never-Wanted-To-Do list.

60h, BencdledGreasizwe were | eaving. 6Stay behi

you? We need to talk. o

Somewhat nervously, | stayed behind.

O6Now, Mr . Frankl in. d6 6Gr aslnzdes rggd vaen da tshli sw h
di fficult transition for you.©6

60Yes. 0

O0And the process we Ilmdmtdvaserperimentanlgmighto u he
not have been perfect. Given your... behaviour... | thought | should ask if you feel at
all ... strange?0

6Strange?6

o6Di fferent. Not yourself.smiledtld! lyyouc ammprm
yourself feeling any of these things, it is important that you let someone on staff
know as soon as possible.

The meek little Yes Sir, trickled to the front of my mind- but something stopped
me.He 6s cal |l,ilnmdisedld@d ® utt e slt i amdgmiyto,u | di dnét
reason to think that. | 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.
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O0Are you questioning my integr Myapdero | as
helped me stay in character- it made me feel strong and smart. For a second, |
genuinely thought that | was right and he waswrong. O Ar e you suggest.
in some way blunted? Addled? 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 say it. | may
have | ost some of youthoés sharpness, and |
am no fool. I am myself, | am fully in possession of my faculties, and | do not
appreciate the implication that | coul d be
Greuze seemed taken aback . | 6d never seenFotatseconéFlat Ma
thought: Oh, s hi t , getlindroublg. ®hemlaemembered- | was the honoured

guest here. And | puffed my chest out accordingly.

600f course, 6 c&rl guzredlts adad aluli i mpl yi ng
o | shoul d t hi nkcunhontoff.6 | cut him of f . I
6 Wel | t hen. That, uh, t hat wi | | be all . 6

OHmMmmph. 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 unpleasantinthe skyan d | 6 m
fairly sure theyodére not a safe; they tend

| was sitting in a helicopter, on the edge of my seat. Natalia was opposite me,
dropping pills into a glass.

OWhat are you doing?06 | asked.




601 defslpyiisneg, 6 Natalia replied, pulling a
gl ass with whisky. O0You want some?2d

6fank you, no. O

6Suit 9$odMmsal fa shrugged, downing the gl
there. o

Soon after, she was asleep. | was |l eft a
talkative.

The side of the helicopter held a single window. | peered outside, squinting in the
sunlight.

America Large. Only 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 olil 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 | heard the

mi n ecallsV@ork harder. Work 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 | could be reminded that this Field went on
forever.

A burst of flame flew up on the horizon. A controlled venting, | 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. | suddenly felt very self-conscious of my pudginess.

ONo more frosting! 6 Natalia yelled wi
around for a minute in obvious confusi
straightened her shirt, standi ng up. 61 tbake it weodre

| nodded.

OWell tBlemo.bBet 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 chatwas wreng with the frosting?6 | coul dngdot hel p

OExcuse mebinkedNat al i a

t h

on,

her

aski




6You yelled it out, just before waking u
6l donét Kknow. It was just a dream. 0
or some reason, | dream ip Russiae,Glsai hat youod
OWhy? | dondédt speak Russian. 0
| gave her an odd look. At that moment, we were interrupted.
060Greetings! 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 yobdall. Right on time, too.
watch. O0Thatdés somethiné | approve of. 0
dMr. Franklin, this is Colonel Parker Harland- Mayor and Military Viceroy of

A

Louisian.Co | on e | Ha r | a n palmvashtansuaédibytivesC otl iomye | 6 s
gigantic pBemMamnbimankl is. 6
6So | 6ve helellwed.6 stdmbhondar todneet you sir! A real honour!
Should I-6 H a robkadchtaNatalia. 6 Shoul d | bow? Am | supp
or-0
ONoneédatwif betecessary, 6 | said firmly. OA handsHh
My own hand was crushed by the Coloneld .s
OTruly sir, this i s o heavayHbrlardwasdoskingat n e st

me- the adoration-i t was al most frightening. 6One o

oUm. Thank you. 0

T
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0l understand youbovpegrampoframrgéed d osuittoamblgeaj ?

asked, as we strode into town.




060h, Tyhees ,Col onel nodded qui ckl y.sedarblWtk h a vje
your arrival., Bhe amtdi madtaonwn shoul d be t ujrn
party. o6

| 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 patronsevenc ame out t o wave. I coul dndot hej}p

01 a d mvere all sunpased that you chosetocomehere, 6 t he salol onel
OWe expect ed vy oarid BostensonPhiladelphiaamhe éke. 6

We considered it,6 Nat al i abefarelsomld.r ecdBut si nce Bostdnod
essentialyunder wat er and Phil adel phia 1s. .. we lfl ,
somewhere calmer. Somewhere more appreciative. 6

0w ar e t haHarlandsaidbarm.sék|l y. &éOh my, yes. We jJar

The Colonel took us to what he optimisticallyt er med &ét he f i mtest hpt
was a 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.

0l take it t hi dtoyolrantice sersibilities,bNatalia said drgy.

Uh... maybe, | thought .saidd Somewhat ,b6 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 eally do leelieve in historyhere,6 | obéarbsed .. over whel m

6The backwards are often obsessed with t

door.
Natalia, 6 | had to ask. 6You really donod
O60Why would you assume that | do?6
OWel l .. .6

OMgccent ? 06 -Shdgustiike that, ther voice changed. The low vowels
dropped away, high tones slipped in. She became a city girl, just like any other.

| blink&d. O6How

6l am Russian, 6 she said, simplkwywouldh@ut m
teach me their language. Still, I do not like to hide what | am. The world has had
enough of that. o

ORI @ hotu.lcdnét t hink ofo6 Vae rdye.c.e.n ta drneisrpaobnlsee..d

O0r haps. 6 Her .&Somekow,ttseemnet to suiileedal ot more. 6
perhapslamsimplybei ng stubborn. 6

She disappeared into her room.

A few minutes later, | did the same.

The Col onel hadndét been exaggerating. Th

party.




| 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 intense. Some of them clearly
werenot | ocals. A | ot of ext-rcameraseands wer e (
notebooks were in evidence. The Press were showing in force. | felt the pressure.
Natalia was behind me, wearingaDo n 6t s c r expgresdioh.i s up
6Listen, 6 | hissed at her, O6would you plE

60ltés my job to make sure things go smoo

OWell , thingsdéll go a | ot smoother if yopol

make sure fromoverther e. 6 | poi nstteadg ev.a gouGol yo no.f fShoo.
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. ] 6 d s pent t he practcing myspeech.t er noon
Okay. Deep breath.
OHel l 0. 6 |t wasdmbétt time tshter vrog d dsnicbtat it
see you all . o
Somewhere off-stage, Natalia was rolling her eyes.
O0No, r rranty lgaze over the crowd. Psyching myself up, getting fully into
character. o011t i s nice to see you all . Iber. i s ni
0And | dondédt meanméhaéam bbeyt hememberg you
remembering. | 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. That is important. | have looked




around this strange new world, and it is full of wonderful things. Technology | had
never dreamed of, miracles | can barely understand. But for every wonder, | see
something else, something to... to repulse me. Decadence. Crime. lll-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. | 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 1 could to help. Perhaps you will say that there are no longer such men. |
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 | am here again. Those days
were bright and full of promise, and they can come again.

6l have not itiscamipnirtgto&now thaa meither have 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 | will have proved myself worthy of such small resurrection.

6Thank you all for your attention. Enjoy]}t

Wow, | thought, stepping back. Where did that come from? Some of it was what
| 6d rehearsed, but a | ot of it... just
Clap. Clap. Clap.
Someone was applauding.
Clap-Clap-Clap-Clap-
Clap! Clap! Clap!
Everyone was applauding.

Clappa-clappa-clappa-clappa-

carmne




The air was filled with cheers. Apparent

Whisking me off-stage, Natalia whi spered: oOLooks 1I|i ke
magic |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 | 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.

OWhat ar e $hedemdnded.ng ? o

6Stretching. 6 | wa $shdultd beembareassedhAny dttemipt ato r
movement risked unwanted exposure, so | stayed very still.

0Stretching?d

0Trying to .get into shape
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Why? 6

OWhy not ?6

Nataliawasapparently satisfied with this. She d
ouh. .. Natalia, thds i1isndot the best time]f
6What do you think you are doing?66

There was a brief pause.

e just-6

6l mean your speeches,® sheasgi d sharply (
| blinked. O6They are not. o

6 AForgotten morals, o Athe |l essons of thpe |
a revolutionary. o

6l simply saying what comes to mind, 6 | N U
6The Corporation did nakt.&dire you to be n
6Actually, d | took t hEheyrwanseld meotd insgire geoptti ng . | 6°
in the direction of merchandise andthati s exactly what | édm doi njg.
doing it in my own way. 0

Natalia stared me doevsnt eadfonédtgraspthe sibuatorh e s} g ¢

as completely as you think. 06

OMeaning?6

0Meani ng t haensisindispegsablenMy superiors are prone to shifting
expectations, especially when what they perceived as an exercise in style starts to
have substance.6

OAre you tmk2éatening

01 6 m wa r recansg degpaeunyselfy Mr. Franklin, I find myself beginning to

|l i ke you. |l wish you to take care. 0




| was caughtofffguar d by the unexpected pleasantnjes
said. O0Thank you very much. o

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.

Iwas surprised-1 di dndot e roemcankemwibhwa pHore. 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.

O0Hel l 0?6 | held the speaker to my | ips.
There was a pause. ThenMr . Whi t eds voi.ce froze my hdar
6Hel |l 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 convincing | 6d} b
| 6d e v edmyselb MrnVéhite could strip that away with a word and make me
remember all those nightmares.

6l hear youdbve been enjoying yourself.©d

| didndt know lenvhimatalk. t o say, so |

okten, Ben, | .dondmagave yowdl|l | hear why] i
to tell you- no hard feelings.0

| breathed: O6Who are you?o

0Dondét be coy. You worked that out ages Bhg«

6 Fr a nThkd AranklindSim.




®BenjaminFr ankl in has been dead for several f
successor. And I... | am just a faulty echo. Jacob White. | like that name. It has a nice
ring to it.o

OListen.® | struggled to sounaihav®tommandi n

understan-6

®on®t The word was shar p. yodrbDame fotv. Youss!| | me
am Jacob White. We have swapped pl aces. Wsg
6You... you dondét want your body?6

601 n orld?What would | do with it? | let you have it. A donation for your hard

work. | faked my death- my crash- and | moved in here, while you were busy

packing. 0
6l dondét wunderstand. 6
6That 6s because | d6m a | ot smartidea,but han vy

y o u 0 r eow.tTleere are dther ways.0

0 Mr . FWaite-lpleasard

6GoodHye

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.

| was left in silence, holding the receiver. Breathing heavily.

That was when Natalia burst back into the room. This time, she looked solemn.

OWe have ttoo trheet wcrit y, 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 wouldnot teldl me what was wr
that there had been an emergency.

All the way back, my heart woul dnot

*

It didnoét take |l ong to see the probl

Fires on the horizon. Smoke above the city.

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

6Jacob White. o

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

060As of this moment, he is the most w

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

0 He thdsihappen? 6 Nat ad, gesturirg $oka window. 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
series of highly destructive bombs becomes depre s si ngly easy, 0

deadpanned.
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60 But . .laskedhvgaRiyd

0That 6s ewehedaopeg you might have a thoughtor t wo, éepli&@ eu z e
6After all, the man created you. 0

O0Not e nsndppee, hayshedthah intended.

0 Of sceoubr sai d Greuze. OButnsight.id |l , you mug|t

A

01 6 m thaflhave athsolutely no idea what might be going through Mr. Whited s

head. 0
O60He must be apprehended, 6 stated Natalia |
6 Wel | . . was¢he genetahgssttof me calling him the most wanted man in

the city.d Greuze shook his head.ngBuheofl IJWh
be as far from Little as he can possibly get by now. 06
OPraps not, 6 Natali a egsleseahadntief mayf wahhetfoas
OWebre provisionablly bhepangi sbbhated inci@er

dJnlikely. This kind of attack is a clear statement- an opening move, designed to

get attention. A message. 0
O0You o rkeowedgeapleabout terrorists this morni g,
6l am a publicist. | understand publicit ‘

OMaybe, d Greuze seenferdowlnt bmnwniknd¢ éditapd B &
the single act of a madman. Optimism, eh Benj ami n?0

| said nothing.

Hol d on. 6 Greuze held up a hand. He was |[st
pressed a 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, 06 Greuze said, as the screpn

a network news broadcast three minutes agq. 6




The picture was of White.

He was standing in front of a grey backdrop- somewhere that could be anywhere.
Tal king directly to the camera, White |
been through a storm of soot.

6Citizens of America Little,d he said.
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

ooMlded

(@)

ti mes, but the guilt still weights heavy ¢

OHuh, 6 notteeedy zd ooki ng my way. 6éThe bastard

dthadt o be done, 6 White continued. 061 6ve
heart of the 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, | 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. This is not
what our country deserves. 0

Natalia also raised an eyebrow in my direction. | felt almost embarrassed.

@ his was a demonstration of power- to show you all that they are vulnerable, that
one man can take them on and win. Imagine what a hundred could do. | know many
of you must feel the sameasme,so | 6 m as ki n g styggle. Téagethel, wei n
can make the world the better place it was supposed to be.

OA change is coming. Rest assured. Thi

And then the image cut to black.

| shifted uncomfortably in my seat.

O0u know, 0 Goideadly.e oOslairde,al | y donodot f eel

who enjoy making speeches. 0
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6What do we do?d Natalia asked.

O0Not hing, &6 Greuze shrugged. O6Mands a
be dead in six hours, and so will his revolution. In the meantime, | suggest we all try
getting some sl eep. 0

60Youbwernoed at.all ?86 | asked

Al l ow me to be bl unt, Ybougettdhbeaprdathy idealiét
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 t h ecerpse.{Theionygacernifdgeqdestiorais whether his
death be a fitting end to the injustice hehas caused. 0

ol see. 0

craf ki

sai Il o

6Stay in the cit grdefedme. adéwbdl eabh&reonne hpv

field during this crises. o

6Thank you, but if i1itds all t he glaneethat
the windolw.tdiNetowi $i de. 6

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

O6Fair enough, 6 Greuze shrugged. O6But
Your room is ready. 0

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

®h, Natalia, 6 Greuze called. o60Stay a
She did so. | rtlolat pdrhobthe caneetsationpthe ldaoaclosed in my
face.

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

| di d nraght togny roat. There was something | had to see first.

to yoli

youpl |
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| headed for the lab.

My security clearance was shaky at best, but the guards knew who | was. They
asoknew whose office 16d just come from. A
you a long way.

Really, | only needed a quick peek.

The moment | entered the clone chamber, strange memories assailed me.

Crawling out of that salt-water tank at an ungodly hour of the morning, stumbling to
Derryos.

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.

Abraham Lincoln, perfectly recreated. His test tube bore a plaque reading: Model
Number Two. | assumed | was Model NumberOne, so apparently t hg
things in any particular order.

A lab-tech approached, tentatively. 6 Excuse me, sir. Can | h

OHow | ong until heds ready?6 | asked, po

0 Our pr osgreatithwoeking his personality Si m, 6 4{tebhébeamedb
0Theyodl | be ready in a week or two. 6

A week.sobbedemedo sign of error?0

ONo sir. Everythingbés going perfectly. o

\1%4
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What are they doing right that | did wrong? Maybe 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 no-one is indispensable.

And Natalia, could you stay a moment?

6lt wasyal when we got -tdchwasgiliberi nd. 60060 Wéécel IL piba
the whole | ine ready in a month. Sir? |Is 9qon

O0NoO. Not hing at all, o6 | |ied.

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

6There you are,® she said sharply. Ol 6ve] b

We were aloneinacorridor.1 tried to pass Natalia, buf s

OLiI &t eme FRranklie,e shid likedyou- butt h arotéesough to endanger
myself, do you understand?6

Catching her glare, | nodded slowly.

0 Gr euze ioworsytYau sbundtap much like White. Given events, he 6 s
beginning to think you might be a corruptcopy-and even i f youdre noft,
the road to becoming a nuisance. 0

My heart caught i n my chest. OWhat does.

0 No t hor now. Gredze still hopes this might blow over, and you were
expensive. 0

A

6But. . . O




A

6You have to lay |l ow. 6 She took a step

|l ess. .. | oud. 6
| nodded, images of the lab still freshinmymind. 6 Less | oud. Less.
t hat . 0

0 G o d>dod. Matalia glared. dhey really d i dwaidt {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 will killyou. They o6l | send
do it quietly.6

She started towalk away. 6 Nat al i a! @ 1If ogalul edhi nk tha
you hear them give the order... will yo

t P WwW:e

S opme

t OPF ¢
U\Iar

Hereyesflashed.6 | f it happensy $éhd. de the one h

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

61 wa n tthetineestiagon,p6 | t ol d nobhsurmhow.dMByb« if | loak m
around Whiteds apartment. .. if theimghkges
a hunch or two. O

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 wn onthipwamnqut; lze peduced the antire
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.

anyth




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
downto Large. Thereds precisely one monorail
cousin- one length 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 gentlemen. This i
Passengers on the 01.30 train to Orr, Large State are 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 dental

flossing i mmediately. 6

We stopped again in Louisian, under the OIl 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.
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Natalia didndét comment, t houdoarthareusuale xpr e}

They asked if | would give another speech- my last had been so inspirational. |
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 shouldé vbeen a breeze- easiest job in the world.
Honestly, though,i t di dndot f eel right at all . I

The memory of the man whose heart and body you literally stole? | asked 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. | called upon the
Benjamin Franklin Museum. If all else failed, | 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 been released by a local street vendor,
whoodd set umussumoTpe burger mabdeeme 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.

el
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o6 | said, meekly. o6Um. Hel |l o. 0

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 | trieldeaseésiinff yyoudblalndjwstd Plee

tired...0
Qust a few words, Mr. Franklin-6
What 6s it | i kesiah2dd be back in Lou
&hat do you say about the North/South Divide?6
&hat is your opinion of the bombings?6
ol f youdll just...©o
&hat do you think of Jacob White?d
6l really adaomndentort-bhi nk | ¢
&@ome have said that you and Mr. White appear to have very similar opinions,
would you agree with that?6
OMy opinions are my own. 0
@0 you dondét endo?dése Whiteds actions
00f course not. O
d&ou believe our society is in no need of change? 6
0l didné®d say that, I

@ hen what are you saying, Mr. Franklin?6

0Pardon?6 Stressed and harangued, I foun

d&'ou claim to disagree with White, but your actual statements are almost identical.

Precisely what are your views? Precisely what are you saying?6

r



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

Unf ortunately, 1t had been sever al mont hsf] s
sense.

| felt myself open my mout h. Il heard myspgplfi
exact words, but I 6m pretty QGldvalesveresusy wer g a
new, old virtues and new injustices. In-character stuff. Several times, | told myself to
stop... but | was carried away, and the words just kept spilling out.

| answered questions for half an hour or so. My senses returned to me on the way
backtomyroom.1 real i sed that | 6d just said all Jth
me not to.

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.

| didndt pause, I didndt stop, Il didnot 5 P ¢

| walked straight out of the hotel, and never look back.

Maybe | acted prematurely. Maybe i f | hadoé6tddbue emboy he
over with Greuze.lcoul d 6 v e e x p | ahaps thewhobeysguatior reallyP
would have blown over. Natalia could have been wrong.




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,
nexttoJ ac ob WWanted thesheadline 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 youdre doing it off
fun to go through in real life. For one thing, the personal hygiene is appalling. There
arendt many opportunities to shower. & 0m s
detail than that.

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; | needed all the help | could get in making my profile less
recognisable.

| kept my face hidden. | wore baggy clothes and coats closer to cloaks. | stayed in
the shadows wherever | could, and made a point of moving only at night. | 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 a ride on. The
conductors didndét seem to mind.

Complacency came easily after a couple of weeks without capture. People were
S0 good at ignoring me that | began to think of myself as invisible.

| went out during the day.

It was to steal some food, if | 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 mantl, whatlitle cl
they owned was out in force today. Diamonds were polished, necklaces on show.
Shiny shoes clattered against toe-tipped heels.

| 6d been sl eeping in an alley, battwe ars
me why 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 this, | scolded myself. You dve already eaten
need to go 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.
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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.

| should be moving on soon, | decided. 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 | ong as t hdegythrewgdhedeadorp er at q.
some change and vanished from sight in the space of two seconds. | had my eye set
on a dark alley, where | could consume my prize in peace.

At that moment, | happened to lookup.If | 6d been ten seconds
missed 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 another page

from the history books.




Why would they send him?
But there wasndtnctoilmmed st og atzhei mka.s s ear chi n
knew who he was looking for. The Corporation had followed me this far.
| started to run, and was spotted at once.
| heard footsteps on my tail- | knew it was the men in black. For a second, |
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, awed by
Abr aham Li nStupid, easilgimgressed yokels...
My chest began to tighten.Out of shape, f thatmuchoweight Di dn 6
after all.
| ducked between floats. Streamers flew in my face, dancers diving all around me.
| let my cloak fall away; it was only slowing me down. The important people had
already noticed me.
O0Hey! & yhlirushedpast 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 Mo mmy , Bengmmihfraank!| i n?0
Nol6 | vyell ed.
| passed a bar. The saloon-like doors were swinging, half open.

dsst, this way. 6

| ignored the mysterious whisperings.

19




61 Bsastldd
Rough hands reached out to grab me. | 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.

6 Um. Hel Vaguelp. | sai d

The hands that had grabbed me belonged to a little man. By little | do not mean

small. This man was not small, he wasdense.Li ke a pebbl e with a

t here wasnot a | ot of hi m, but whaHis t her e

fingers had sinews.

6This way, Mr. Franklin, ©d the dense man

| 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.

O0Quickly!6 | was constantly told. O6Faste
along.

O0Young 9gmind O0stler nl y. duite capabke ofigegtinggtao u | am

whatever pace is appropriate for the moment under my own power. Now will you
pl ease | et go of me. 0
00Oh. Ri g h t the d&nse nraly mumkled rlettibg go.
OWhat 6s your name?06 | asked.

6Dani el . 0

Ibo




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, & | said, 6l think we shoul
possi bl e. 0

Danielledmeon. 6 Don 6t wwohrirsyp,edr damaeemendt doords hidden.

Theyol | never find it. o

Oeéy-what 6s behind this dabove, Tolowedldyiee sandv o i C g

of splintering wood.
Daniel winced. O6Dondét worrentdgnodétbhTworsr y
al so hidden. o
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.
6Thi s way, t slansmedilaeysdcr@t dddashuit ehind us. A minute
later, | heard heavy footsteps on the other side of the wall.

&hhh, 6 D san foregbod measure.

Eventually, t he sounds of searching died down.

voices called. O6Just an empty basement. 0
Footsteps going up the stairs.
0Come, come. 6 Dani el ushered. I 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 a mo n kséceet sanctum.
Candles everywhere, pools of orange flickering around my shadow.

There were lots of people.

| ON()




The people all had a certain look around them; a kind of shell-shocked reverence.
Something about them said cultists. | was immediately unnerved.

And yet... they looked at me with 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-

(BooksaboutBe n Fr alifekl i nds

-Texts and tombs of ancient history. There was also a pool-table in the middle of

the room, which sort of s poiwWwhatthispldtehada mbi e 1

been used for before.

60h my, 6 someone muttered.

6l s that really him?6 Somebody el se aske

The crowd started moving towards me- instinctively, | backed off. The crowd

froze, like startled deer.

0ltés all rightdd Dlalniril ghwth,i sdrer edr ak Iti §.

people. Wedre your friends, Mr . Frankl

They sat me down. They brought me food- meat and potatoes. After the second
course | began to feel slightly at ease,al t h o u g h help being disturet by the
way they just stared at me. | 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.

n.

We



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 didndt entirely agree with that assessmnet
6YowmdaMr. White, 6 Daniel was saying. O0The t
showed us that we dondét have to ged troddgn
6That , 6 | inytenisvsptae¢ed qeuedk wWwedbnéadnhdt ool vy
goaroundequat i ng Whiteds opinions to my own. 0
OWwht do you mean?26 Daniel blinked
61 mean, I am notl oshaitd afti rnmalnyd.sgréelomset, 6b e d a u
some minor particulars of philosophy does |no
60But ... obe.t&woDahi gl shook his head. O6Ypud
|l smiled tolerantly. 6Says who?6

(@)}

60Says me.
| turned around.
Jacob White was standing behind me.

6Hel | o, Ben. o




| 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 Wi $@i d6é6This is certainly cosy. o

O0What have yolhedbeemeod el ¢ idaigpoded blumye ? 6 |

0 Ma ny thinga. Nahe of them true, all of themprude nt . 6 Whi tledo s at

hope you will come around to seeing thing

A

OWedbre not on the same side. 0

OWe ought to be. 6

| looked White carefully up and down, and found him totally unreadable. He d i d n 0

seem like a madman.

He did look like he might have put on a little bit of weight- bulking up around the

g

J

do

armsand s houl der s. Par t of me f el 't an instarnft

taking liberties with my former shell.

OWhat i @anitt tyodow exactbyROsI|Ii detnantieéd

Revolutions don6ét change thea wWwofférandeood

OFunny. 6 White tilted his head to one
OYowbrieng to get people killed. 6

0l already have. 0

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

0Think about what youdre doing, o6 | i mp

the real Benjamin Fr ank | i n. Donét you remember all

Tranquillity, peace and enlightenment? Be worthyof t he man hi story

5
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White looked up at me, quite slowly. And he smiled, quite thinly.

A

0 T heal BenjaminFr ankl i n, 6 he said, o6died. Thossed

product of a different time. And the man history remembers is not the man who really

|l i ved. 0

White stood.| 6d t ouchedua mdrove. bdoks arendt rf§ g

hi story than what was real, and youbid e

you think you were imitating thatwhatéeatyyourman ? g

i mpr essi on c reendrelynptayng upXoaldadtasy. Not a very convincing

one, at t hat . 6

|l tried to interrupt, but White woul dnot

61l 6m not i nterested in who we were,eb

past-t hat 6s a wall owing grounested decéddamnng

world, and there is nobody else here willing to do it. So y ensgoingltodget my

hands dirtyand |  wi | | consider myself properly d

damning times before, and | know that they are sometimesnecessary. 0
6Doesndt sound | ike you need my hel p,

have your sheep. 0

6And | 61 I have mo rgeater bway downdare. Yoor fateds thata r r vy

A

of an icon. Besides, deep down | really do thinkyouagr ee wi t h me. 6
0l think otherwise. 0
OHmph. 6 Whhit® 0e eulhThiswdrldthehetrayed yot just as
utterly as it has me. 6
| began backing toward the door.
0 Mband growseveryday, 6 White intoned. O0Soon

A

by us whether you Ili ke it or not. o
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A

O0No. O

6Go on then. Run for that door. o6 White gpst
spending more time as a fugitive, sorting through garbage. | am offering you the
chancetoearna pl ace i n history. 6

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

Then | remembered something.

6You killed Derry. o

OExcuse me?d6 White stared blankly.

6You killed my friend. Might have been tpe
6The girl with the moustache?dd White | ooke
That was an accident . I was confused, and Jsh

60You stol eutbhre weday iyng. 0
6You first. o

6You burned down my house. 6
60Once again, this is dwelling on the pas}f,
6You kil | ed teDie becayse bfeltla terribdesteame for almost
forgetting her.

6l tire of this conversation, 6 White sai}Pp.

change 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 in?dé The)
How was it, Mr . Franklin? Did you make degi s
0Get away from me, 06 | muttered, pushing h ¢

I b el IGetwwayg from éne!d




| 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

t he ot heeevenrHenwdssveasnga Gauntlet.| woul dnodét get tenj]peé
Reluctantly, | raised my hands. Surrender- the ugly option.
060Theydél Il want me al i vAtleastasfirsttol d my capto t
Lincolnsmiled. 6 They dondét want you at all, except
ot her i1ideas. 0

| blinked. Quite shocked.
I 61 | be the one they send.
Shocked, because Abraham Lincoln was speaking with the strongest Russian

accent | 6d ever hear d

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.

6f you would all excuse us for a moment , |0
American accent. OMy friend and | requirel]so
Even the manager rushed outside to give us room to talk.

Lincoln and | sat down.

O0Nat alnallgasied.l o6flis t hat you?6

Lincolnglared. 6 Of <course i tdéds me, you fool, 6 cflam
6l told you it would be. 6

6But... how?6 | goggled. o601 mean, why? || m
Natali a/ Li ncoln crossed his/ her arms. OPublji c
OPublicity?5b

OPublicity.®é Lincoln removed his great hpt,
60My idea. Fire with fire. The only way to Jbe
Understandngd awned. OYou wanRetmpttoi vcer ecactuen tae rp rreejv o
ONo. 6 Lincolnbés eyes narrowed. Ol just wphnt
6So youdre not just here to bring me Iin?p
OWel | , 6 Li ncansoppasdditokitjypeah sightBut t hat 6s a
secondary objective compared to fixing thgq d
| fidgeted slightly. o061 candét help notic]nct
oOYet . O

| fidgeted slightly more.

0Greuze want ed t o plgewittdhistorital mindbhes dbgsessioo m

with authenticity borders on a fetish. Fortunately, | was able to persuade him




ot her NatadiadL.ionc ol n o f f e r Adter allaWhiterwas tiee onel e . 0
responsible for programming the Sims. No matter how perfect his creations seem,
it 6s pnotalgaodidey to trust them. 06

OProbhb@blly echoed dryly.

6So0 instead we decided to trbadyandeseitany cofps
apuppet. Greuzedi dnot | i ktde acdepmed it abs eractical.b 6

6Desperate times?6

OExact | ysai@. Lélnchoaavne t o say, it has been &g v
61l 6m sure. 6

ol am not enjoying having a penis. o
6Um. . . 0

6 Among ot hTais body s sodijferent to mine... it sends different signals.

The senses work in different waysyskiGsubtl e,] b

too thick. It makes everything altogether foreign. The sooner | get this experience

over with, the better. o

6Perhaps you shoul @?@i Veswpggansdegohlhpmf u
6Well, then | wouldndét be paid my vast s
6Nat al i a. 6 Abrahammm.r.whatkever..0AGryou.actually going to be

killing me or arresting me or something? Because if not, this conversation is

begi nning to get a |ittle existentialist fo
ONonsense. Ben Franklin was a natur al e X
6Ben Franklin disagrees, o | said.
0OAndl éam, not going to kill you. Possibly.

A

060That s very generous of you. o

=




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

o1 lrabetter view of things than Greuze, 0
arenodot working together. 0

60You can be Stophueingodur ot defeneed

0 N o . sinBeuybu have proven exponentially easier to track and catch than
Whit e, | severely doubt youbdre using the g
find you... iIimpossible to trust. oo

6l 6m fl attered. 0

O0Even so, | meNdite das atteasatsedtuo recr uit you. 0
O0Assume away. 0

0 We c¢ a n 6 tBerfjamin,ddndoln/Natalia said. It was clearly a difficult
admission. O He 6 s t o de hastbolmany sugpobreens,,and short of actually
invadingLar ge. . . 0

6You medamt fl ush him out of hiding.
Lincoln shrugged. OYoudre the closest th
6And am | to assume that you have someth

simple courtesy of not kiling me. 6

ONo, smoneaotlGee ss gbingodédmo offer you in retur
6Ah. 0

0This is not an easy olive branch for me
trust me when | say, 1t06s the absolute bes
00h, | Dbelieve you. 0

d&Now obviouslyyou 6 r e a b o unte outright.d e ] e c t




O0Excuse me?06l 6dbbeakedxactly one heartbe
deal then and there.

601 6 ve st Mrdrraektin. our psyche-p r o § prdttyet@nsparent. It makes
you very predictable. 0

61l 6m. . . sure it does. 0O

i

¥ou are not a man happy to betray even hj

enjoy the thought of deceitonourb e hal f . 6

Belatedly, | realised what my problem with the schemeought to bér e 6 An
going to kil White. Thamaké me an accessory to murder

OExactl y, 6 LA4Bwctoltnhinnokd doefaWh it t ¢ d1$ sa wag a d B §
more minor attacks. When heb6és ready for a
suppose are going to suffer? Toquoteoneof your cont @demepeuschr i es;
the many outweigh the needs of the few.06

6Your argument Dios .. .hawempgelmei ng. t hink ab

6 Of course, 6 Lincoln said.

(@}

60Thank you.

6You have el even seconds. 0

| si ghed.ou@gmhaiodr

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

OAl'l right, 6 | said. OYoudve got a deal

| didndét go straight back to Daniel 6s ba
Instead | spent the rest of the night wandering around, lost in both thought and in

real i ty. wereratbes wirdyp a d s

d
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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
couldsee L i n ¢ @dinh &nd | could agree with that. And on some fundamental
|l evel , | dittmeoxt | i ke either o

Stuck in the middle. An undignified place to be.

| tried to get into character. | tried to ask myself what the real Franklin would do...
but the truth was, | didnot have a cl ue. H

Maybe hedd do s oepetarprimgpledvi Og amadbb supith e 6 d
and get himself killed. Somehow, | iving upg
anymor e. | suppose that was probably Whit e
away in the back of my head. He was just a man, like any other.

Of course he was. But possibly the reald.
such better fantasies to imitate.

| tried asking myself what | would do. Still no answers.

Your psyche profile makes you easy to predict...

Maybe | didndét know exact lbytlhahagoodiBeanf Fr a

whathewoul dnot .

owhy do you follow White?0
| 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. oOBecause | think hebds s
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6Can | get a drink?6%6
Daniel nodded, fetching me a glass of tonic water.
OA dr iabcgholwint h't . 6

Daniel nodded, fetching me a glass of beer.

OThaymlku. 6 Ttagedl. awmfuui d si pped again. O61s th
0l hésbest reasan, 60l hnd Miselwhsaai dve want fr o
For them to be smarter than us.0

| considered. 6Do oyoodu Itehaidnekr 2166 d make a g
6l s that a trick question, sir?6 Dani el

| decided to take that as a yes.

6Because | can assure you | am very much

d o nhéatv e a locKedigazedwith mydrink. 6 1 6 vmy wilp [deninventing

thingsf or ot her peoplebdbs reasons. |1 6ve never
before. | 6vEOodlex nd @nadl td cltkaev er esponsi bi |l ity.
OWel |l sir. I dondét think thatdos quite tr

Il smil ed v agwaoaltyou think bffme difterenthaDaniel? If | turned out

not to be the man you thought,if it had al | been a fraud, I
constitute an unforgivable | ie. 0
0Ol nasmuch as | wunderstand what ysupgbsee s a

| 6d agree. 0

Somehow, thatwas héde answer | 6d hoped for.

0But thatods whatodés so good abroned. ydoYw uadm ke
honest.a Yoiutbreef a dream. 0

00h?06 My gl adk dippedatsipsiderdawnin.n e

(@)}



6Until you came al ong, everyone had pretjy
charge were always going to be liarsandfrauds and dirty politici ajns
that way forever, 6 D@mni ehed. O6But thdepayesuustdonewéd s
farytal es and | i ke. People would stand up fof |
6You think 1 6m heroic?6 | scoffed.
060The governmentdd It yoyiung DS eli theas yomadr e
a monster. And since | agree with you, | do
OHmph. 6 | sat in silence for a |l ong momept .
OHebds reachabl e. 0

6Get him for me , Dani el , 6 | sai d. 6Tel | N0

White and | met down in the basement, over a game of chess.
Il wasnot playing. White was beating hi mselff.
6l just met with represent at Inexelmngefor t he Ppal
my life, they want me todrawyououti nt o a trap. 0

060And you agreed?6

0They were heavily armed. 0

601 s e ewdseXddssively calm, apparently focused solely on the game

board. O0And yet youodbre telling me because.
60l dondét trust them to hold up their end] of
theyo | | come for me. My onlingonthtmaoce i s to t UWrn

OA reasonable suppositioned$ Woutehimokeld. oI
just as untrustworthy? 6

0You at | east have a gentl emandés honour . p |




White chuckled. Unéortunately, y ou may beeaidc o 6t ealyrnsdt hr

you, you know. | was aware of your meeting- Ben Franklin and Abraham Lincoln

wal k into a bar, s omeb o dfgthinyoa, but.svso.knoks?rd | 6 q |
Maybe they told you to tell me all this. o

0 Ma y Allécandoispromiseyou t heydé di dnot .

Hmmm. 6 Whi t e stalittekhafetubble ad developed there.

Absently, | realised that the man was trying to grow a beard.

dincolnisar eal problem, 6 White finally said. JOH
influencet o t hreaten me. |l td6s the only real wegpc
60l suppose you sabotaged all of the othe |
White smiled thinly. O&éLetdggswaitingsmthe say | hpve
Corporation, but this one is apparently walking free of my influence, so it will have to

be dealt with the old fashionedway.l suppose thatods where yodg c
6Just remember, | 6m not doing this becaupe
because itds necessary.o

0 G o oldifasbbionedpr agmat i sm, 6 \Whryweb Trasbod ribteld .

suppose we will have to rely on each other a

60n Genthemewmrd30

OExactly, 6 hennddededh.0 s dmnour . 0

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, of course-but | 6d warn him not to
for fear of 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.

4 can give you White. 6

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

OHe trusts you?b5d

6Sort o6Hé& wamsktarsadham Li naolhred sdevdad,l iag
to do it.o

Lincoln nodded. Besét we could hope for. 6

6l should waHB®Blbgmprueg pdarle & afiadr. tbhe -possi b
crossing him.d

00f cour e dlse nwitl la. mor on. 0

ofl heds e xgpeemighnhustdecidd notto show up. He wants you dead,
but that doeismdéonhgenmeddsh some henchmen

6No. Hebés got to do it himself, 6 Lincol

White is seen to kill me in person, righteously and with witnesses, that puts him up

as a |l egend by default. I f he does it by
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| r ai s e drouknoly,rsametimesd wonder- what the hell kind of publicist
are you?6

Lincoln gave aAdhmenausome. Hhr ug. 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 bring tJoo

stealth. Lincoln 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
onaf ast moving train, with no choice but t¢

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

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

It was a simple plan.

As far as | was aware.




White and | waited togetheratLouis i an Sai nt Train whdereat i on.

the ASaint, o0 part comes fr om. |l t6s just t
| checked my watch. El even O6cl 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 e f\hti twveidtsh pesdoepdy @oavde r
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 his throat. 6 You know, 6 he said, o6l reall
di stasteful .o
0l 6m &Gur 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 looked at me. O0Al | heeshid ar d, 6

The traindés interior was rickety. The wa
Everythi ng did itds best to gi ve nalhoganyiamdpr e s s i
padded 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

I..
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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.

6l didnodt s epeopleeanoutofd ylousai d to White.

60Theybére mostly hidden in teplied. front
0And the driverods seat ?0
White nodded. Reaching into his pockets, he extracted what seemed to be a

small sandwich. | watched with mild disgust as he greedily (not to mention messily)

and

D a (

tucked in.
6l tdbs going to be adedfepsivaly, j ottf nemy. éxWheste] 61
you | i ke somafmdaselHe of fer ed
6...No. Thank you.d6 | stood. O6lomt®Wink | &6mn
6Suit yourself, 6 White shrugged.
| made my way to the front of the train, occasionally stumbling as the whole thing
juddered. Landscape raced by the windows, shrouded in darkness.
|l wasnodt | ooking f or igltforthe frdmtrofttte tnain, the heade |
cockpit-the dri ver 6s den. On the way, | did pags
recognised from Daniel ds hideout .
Every door on the train was unlocked- locks out of service, | guess- and there in
t he dr i v dound Banisldimgelf. |
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 6 s uni f or m.
Hel |l o, Mr . Franklin, d he greeted me cheeff




6Dami dl rai sed a brow. 61 didnét know youl c

6l canhoéthebcomputsad céMt.& Waind ehedd f eel
oneofusinthep i | ot Olsan alwagsishake the driver awake in a real
emergency. 0

Unless that emergency is coming towards you at several hundred miles an hour
andyou dondét noti ce undomelaboutlher eds not hing

6Yes, well, 6 I smiled thinly. ¢6éCarry on.

With a grinding din, the train slowed to a temporary halt. Stop one, | supposed.

That was fast.

60Dond6tMmworFiyankl in, 6l Daanehasdld things

| 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 so ordinary that |
knew they just had to be cops.

Lincoln was reading a book, apparently engrossed. He di dndét see me.
past as quickly as possible, keeping my head firmly down. A couple of those ordinary
fokst ossed me gl ances, but they didndt say
maintain the pretext of disguise.

oLincolndés here, 6 | said to White, as so

OHmMmM? 6 White | ooked up.

Ci ncol n®ds here

00Oh .htecWecked hihsatwaitsc hr,.atohTer ahead of sc

OArendét you going to do something?d6 | de
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A

O0No. O
O0No?! 0

Whitebds expression became one of straine
of schedule, it implies a change to theirplan-a change you wereno6t
crossed his arms. OApparently their trust
6Somet hing unforeseen mustoéve happened. 06
@®r they are simply being prudent. Ther e 6 s r e a |l neyo kmow, anddy f or
certainly don6t want to act without a bett

thi nking. O06They haywvdnodtsocdameyfoorr mei ng | ust

ol

OWe should trngw, tbo It slkae dt, hd tarednl y. White jjJus

6Go and tal kadt o6 Fhedth, 6uhewhat you can an
| bristted. &6 Yo uor eordgr$ wd mXyé me
6l have been for some time. Youbve only

suggestions. 0

| coul dn@&ny twi thtky ofet orts. 61 6lnumbflednd oufg

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.

IreachedLincol nds seat . cdverdopszdreechmewithdheir collective

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

0Youbre early, 6 | said, t ragcusatignalt o sound
Lincoln shrugged. oDidnodét see the point

OMparently you do, 6 | countered. O6Since y

Mo I

ou




Asparkofannoyance | it hlei manalld@®@steyhaan;t tof Naf al
I couldndét help noticing the way he sat <crjos

0 Magy bl woul dnét bedadbhemsaidfodémkbdyme. ba

| | ooked as bl ank as possible. &édWhat arel]yc«

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

0 | mwaghlyda handful. 6

0You failed to meheidonpd htozem of bis follonersf | v e
hidden at the front and back of thist r ai n. 0

| adopted a dumbfounded expressionget 6Tha}f 6:
aboard myself. He had only his private guards- | told you, he wants to make this
quiet. 6

&learly he changed hismind, 6 Li ncoln said fl atlfie. O6ANng¢g |
fight with what appear to be horribly equal numbers. 6

6So0o whatdirreg ytoaw dyjo ?.® Sli td ehrmarededchd wait f o i
natural causes? 0

60bwus| yi mcootl,nd sLn a preirdoccementsl waiting ané¢he other side

of the border. All | have to do is let this train reach its third stop. 6

OWhite knows youbre aboard. What if he sfri
Natalia/Lincoln began fiddling with his/hertop-hatt 6 Bl ood spi |l |l s. &
OAl'l right, 6 | nodded, starting to theal k pw:

policemen. Burly hands restrained me.
OWhere do you think youb6re going?b6

6Back to White, 6 Imakeswabbadi sadpi dTedtdy an}

(@)}

0You know, Ben, Li nc oiwhylshauld cbntinué truétimg r eal | vy

you. 0O




O0Na& al caught my pleassmgue .didlndédme &km,ow about
| 6m mi ssing f or ngdtooealiseosangethingWshup.tée 6 s g o i

O0AIl |I. & ilgihntc o | releasedima. ¢ stagted to Islipk away.

6That i snbét t,hdee ofite polioeroem obseavede

6l need to use the bathroom first,d | sh
Once again, | chose the cockpit over the toilet.

6Daniel!d | hissed, slamming the door sh
Daniel looked around, surprised by my urgency. 6Yes sir, Mr. Fr a
OWake that driver up. YrdhisBelpeAndpypask igneano n e

demand. 6

| returned to Whitev i a L i cold gaken 6 s

OWel |l 26 White asked.

060Theybére scared to move, 6 | replied. 6Th
6l thought so,6 White bit a |ip. O6Stalem
dthinkyou should attack now, 6 | pressed. 061
get . 0

White considered. 6Maybed youbre right, k6 6

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.
oOWhat the hell was that?6 | demanded.
White cocked his ears. o0lt came from the
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.
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60The rear carrjuangoessarily. VWhSotnee bsoadiyddb s cu't
carriages. 0

In the distance we could see a handful of shadows slipping out onto the tracks,
angrily gesturing at the train to come back.

60Over half my men...06 White muttered.

| looked down, at what was now the end of 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 gri
6Then theyoll be headi ng shidr 6tThoe gtertestr ti

of my men. 0

He started to rush off, presumably with mind to intercept. | held him back.
6Candét go that way. 6

6Why not ?6

6Lincolnds people will be all over the
flanked, theyoére probably moving to fin

White paused. | could see the cogs turning as he calculated strategies... | got

there first.

OWe can go around the outside,o6 | said.

White raised a brow. O6Woul dndét that be
0So06s 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
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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.
O0We nteoedgo f ast er Eady foou to sy, MhodghteYd ur body 06 9
flat. My belly was doing its best to overbalance me. | fought to hold on.

Donét | ook down.lcoldfeebthe thungpimdof tdedracks.

The side of the train was getting smoother and smoother-s oon t her edd bE§g

place left to hold on. The only way to go was-

oUp!l yelled, wind stealing away half of
toward the top of the train, | came close to a window. Peering into the passenger
compartment, | noticed about ten of Lincol
t r ai nos wasmghteTheyovere locking the place down.

| scrambled up with greater speed. The t
boasting of safety...

The roof lied. The moment | reached it, | felt in a far more precarious position than
before. ftandcup; toIstdnd wauld e 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 cont ai nf
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...And there were two others on the outside with us, attacking the carriage at its
joints. Apairofplain-c| ot hed police, t i eydome kindoflutdity t r a i
harness. They had their Gauntlets out and pumping with electricity. They were
quietly cutting through the ties binding the front of the train. Bursts of warmth came
upf rom their work. Theydd be done in no ti
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
Lincoln, | thought.
The moment | could be sure lwasinear-s hot , |l yelled out; O6H
there! o
The two policemen turned to me, and started to bring their Gauntlets up.
6 No, wai myHands, startad tesfal dff the train and immediately grabbed
on again. O6Wai t ! |l t 6s me! Ben Frankl in! |,
Thet r o0 0o p s redTheyho@dred their Gauntlets and fixed me with suspicious
expressions.
OWhat do you wandetd.?6 They dem

60 Par dlacaléd.

oOWhat! Do you! Want! ?0
0To warn you!od
OAbout what?! 6
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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 rsdd bégrudgimglyt l@vering his revolver.

6Good shooting,é | supposed. We came to
away their weapons. With mild distaste, | took the Gauntlet he handed me.

6That | ooks dangerous. 6 | po-thetwecdopsehad t he
melted it half away. The remaining part was creaking in a most unsettling manner.

ounf or t un ameapbdny weretntbedes edesi gnervef di ngu bt Whg
said, strapping on his Gauntlet. &édSo weodr g

White and | let ourselves back into the train, breathing little sighs of relief. It was
good to be warm again.

Weweresur rounded by Whiteds men.

6Al'l right!déd White called out. OListen! lrhi
i

d&hoh. 6 | tapped Wder Heeturrmshi t aee shéowWhat i s

| pointed. From the depths of the train, a wave of policemen was approaching.
Opparently they had a Plan B, 6 White mut
6Do we?6 | asked.

0 Men! Form up!d White bell owed. There we
popped into chambers. Apparently Southerners were big on projectiles.
0Charge, 60 sofiflg.i t e sai d

OWait, 6 | started to pust@test, OMaybe you

Too late. The men were charging.

0The only kwaay sttoa |lberneaat,e ,06 sWhniitteh saaibd | d m
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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.

6Come, @ White growled, racing toward the
OWait! 6 I protested. OWe canb6t go through
OA general doesn6t hide behind his troopg

With that, White was into the fray- in one hand his revolver, in the other his
Gauntlet. He di d rtherttakiegwcever. Hb 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.
White6 s p emregsdd en, through 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.
O0Wedll never make shoutedhrough all of this
OPtimism is a vir.t ueewWed dhnidtte hsanvaep pteod ma k €
OWhat ?0
0l 6ve gdtuat pmand
Of course he had a plan.
OHer e! bollevéd.i teeEver ybody, move in here!od
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. Occasionally,

theydd make an attempt t o-shotbwouldysendtheminttA f e W
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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.

6Pardon me for sayi ngk stohi sbuits It hree atlilnye df

said.

61 di,séa gWhiet e mut baekrinbodiiew. ieovpspholding a large
suitcase,thesames ui t case he6d been carrying on
happened to that.

O0What i s thtahe&r aVvh@at 6s i n

Abomb. 06

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. O6A bomb. 6

O0No ofBegam;ed White wor e aBwtunlnewavsinmégt gernt

|

with your meta-a mbush pl an. Too many ways it coul

6dand6t I magine Owhatdeywaypamead, Behind
followers fell in a halo of electricity.

ofi s way, i f all c&klesdge af dielws bat Wieastsre o |
achieve the mission objective. 0
OKilling Lincoln?o

O0And every ot her Wiatl mom ICalrfp & amikleg. 6
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|l | ooked at t lhveas detdandxty snindtes amd counting.

6Wat about doing it in person?6 | protespe

6Symbol i smés good, 6 White shrugged. O0But
l uck, 6 he clicked the br i efndnsvell befdieunty. 06 We §
|l ittle contingency plan goes off . 0

0ANnd wi tlhwak? é ny

@ptimism is a virtue, 6 Wépeated.

A burst of blue reached over his head and slammed into the wall mere metres
behind. White threw a gunshot shot absent-mindedly over his shoulder, where it hit
somebodybés face.

0The sistpretybad,sins, 6 one of hi @ Tingetpdboeguor t e
in. 0

6Candt retreat. Nowher e t o ddookingfordfiang. e mu

So did mine, but | saw nothing helpful. Just a bunch of microwave ready-meals
and a few dozen bottles of BBQ sauce.

O0Hol d on. 6 White | ooked atheirmedeoTHendstt

0Ye Andsodbyou. 6 Why d®@ you

d 6ve gtageldba hos
White stepped out of the dining car with a gun to my head.

| did not particularly approve of this strategy.

0OAll of youtebbekl|l owéd o WOesMmrnoFhenklI| i nheg

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 hoped it was a bluff) was working. The police backed down.
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That s a relief.

Wh i tneed fsllowed him, fanning out. The cops moved to compensate. Both
sides formed twisted mirror images of each other.

OWherever your shick adewra kies ,hd mWiciotme out . 6

Lincoln stepped into view, looking tall and haughty and quite magnificent.

01 6 m r i lgredn sdide doringthe top-hat.

6Youdbre going to |l et us get off at the ngxt
head, 0saMbrispty.e

60Go ahead. 6

Oh, fantastic.

OExcuse me?d White squinted.

6l said go adpeated , HoBhim.Saxwd nus t he troubl el &

| gave Lincoln a death-glare. He/ she di dndt seem to notifce

60And for the r ec thextstoplsthebordr, whee dpeeick, 6
roughly five hundred Corporate sponsored soldiers will be waiting to drag your ass
in. So itdéd really be a good idea to surrdgnd

6Stop at fttwaes broy dteurr® to speak up. O6Exactqly
to do that 2?0

0 Ab oaidt

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, |l praised Daniel s skill




6 had a word with thehdsi veni nbsdbepasprpb
stop, 6 | said.

OWebdbre still Npmliahgntol hhe ntermisugig right ouésidieh e
our headquarters- peoplewilbe wai ting. 6

60l think perhaps youdre minastopdé ristraenmli ingq t |
calmly. This moved even White to incredulity.

0 Wh at eéswaurcptanh fgr gettingoff? 6 He demanded quietl y.

6Still in fthremplratciedrs. @ f

6Suicide isnét in your nature, Ben, o6 Linfgol
6Really,®6 | said. oO6What does your profilp
box?0

Lincolnglaredwi t h Nat al i adssageyes, and finally
6Truce. You stop this train, everyone | i}Je:

6Seems fair enoughf dee eff fWhittl @eGs | gr ibp . okgJ e
see you in the cockpit. o

6l 6m coming with you,d Lincoln said flat]y.

6l dond6# see why

®ecause I no longer trustyouatallwhen it comes to making e i
OFor tde Fémoa | ittle shaky on that too, \
OAll right. Just the three onft uosf. 6t hle warsajianl

one el se.bbLetds 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?6




0l Danidltdo make sure the train kept going (o]
assume 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 much every control panel to pieces. Everything that
wasnot dstorr, @rcuitrywhanging 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. OHowodf e

0l thinkvédeadayt & a si mpl er approach, 06 lir

6drns out itdéds much easier to break somefghi
bit,d Dani el grinned. O6Dondét worry. | 6ve dot
here. 0
@daniel-6

0 think | can fix this with a simple-6

®aniel, 6 | snapped. 060Go sit in the back, ke

9%
©

handl e this. o
Daniel lookedup.6 Ri ght , 6 he muttered. Ol suppose]y«
i nventors. 0

Daniel excused himself. White and | immediately leapt for the broken consoles.
60kay, 6 | mutvoewrdetrde t e Whu ¢ ei. nvbent or . How ] do
0l donét know. | donét know the first thjnq
the wires, holding randomtwistsof ci rcui try t ogderbthreai.n D.EG pfc
00h, great, o6 | rubbed my temple. O0AI Il ripht

A

this out. 0




OHeh. 06
60What ?0
ONot hwhnigt,e60s expression wak jotfisige®aol

well together. o

&y & @

O0Feel free the chatsadwalyehiyrodi usvo, ®Wd i ma\

60h yes, 6 White s disfihgesuddalenadlymost ifcki gat

White took his revolver and shot Lincoln in the stomach.

Lincoln went down.

| stared at White in shock. OWhat w
White shrugged. O61ltbés never a good

6There was a trucel 0

60He would have done the same to us
replied. O6Now | etds get to work. 6
6Sir! Sir! 6 Daniel came rushing in.

6l't was nothing, 6 White dismissed,
Lincoln taking a bad fall.a®o

60h. Of c o Uookecarodnd.D achWhredt di d you do

6l tbds i ght over

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

We didndét. see bl ood

60h, 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...
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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, v started zapping 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.

6Youdre really nogeindoarppd®skedmtbt eseslt hef

60Therebs no way out, 6 White breathded,
dining cart. The enemy was right behind.

60Doesndt seem to be. 0

6Jtusa questi o.n,®Y cNhend penhgigto lwetray me in the end,

werenodéd@ you?

as

Didnét seem much point in lying. O6Yeah.

f he

t |

A N (

0Pl aying both sides agak nlsits tthead.i ddll et?& ] Wi

despicable.6

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, 0 White said flatly.

0Shud up.

Above my head, some luggage exploded.

OLi st e nbriebly Mdtmygage. 61 61 | hold them off.

train. o

You




60Theyol | kil | you, 6 | warned hi m.
06 will that bomb if wedre nateshraggdd. t hi s hi
Oh, right. The bomb. It was still in the dining cart, hidden behind the counter.
O0Youdbre smarter t héaYho umes,héo ull dp odion ttehde ofuitx.ifn g
0Yes, | ains,n 6btu tmoyt MVh shieed obni6tt. kdnydetterthanai ns o
you and besides, you coul dnoNohtwyap, amael épllan
Reluctantly, I got ready to run. White put down a little cover fire.
60You kmmawd, &Vvhi t e. o611 a muitlstbermoystached Thisasur f rfi e
beena di fficult few months for me. o
6Yeah, 6 | muttered. o6l know the feeling.p
And then | was off, the world exploding pel
case | saw something unpleasant.
| ran for the cockpit, slamming the door shut in my wake. The sound of battle
outside faded.

Fix this. | examined the wreckage. How the hell am | supposed to fix this?
Scrambling and scrabbling around, | 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. Youbre a ggni

0 €-C-..C...ComputerO-O-Onl i ne, 6 came a croaking voifke

consoles. Yes! | breathed. Maybe Daniel h a d entashed things too badly after all.

60Computer, how do | fix this damage?6 I i e |




ORunning diagnostic,6 the computer chirp
levels of damage would be impossible. Probability of failure: 100%. Thank you for
your time. 0
Oh, brilliant.
6Computer, how fast is this train going?
60Two hundred miles an hour . o
ldidmathi n my head. 6Can | survive jumping d
6l n protective gear, possibly.d
| looked down at my clothes. Frills. Waistcoat. No pr otective gear
d@oint of information: When approaching city limits, the train will automatically
slow to around ninety-sevenmi | es an hour. You may surviyv
dhe autopil owilldhetrahamaédsl ow down?06
Long pause.
0 N o6
Then there was nothing to be done. | left the cockpit, venturing outside. The
corridor was silent. No sign of battle. NosignofWhi t e. That coul dnot

-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. I 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.
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Natalia/Lincoln stepped into view, standing over me.

01 6m s olincglns aBiedh., 66 But h o n dhinkthisywasgoiogto di d yWou
end?0

The men advanced.

And that that moment-

-Dinosaurs attack.

OAttention, | adies and gentlemen. This i
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Passengers on the 11.15 train to Little Stop, Salmon Square are 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

dental flossing i mmediately. 0

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 ai nd6 s
sheer velocity, but a few found purchase on the hull. They forced their way inside,
then realised they had nowhere to go. The stupid beasts twirled aroundt he t r ai n ofs
tiny interior, screeching as they bounced 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 h a carl@rt Hisrclothes weeedotally ishredded.

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

6Step back. 0o

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

Very, very slowly, | stood up.

6Put your Gauntl et down. o

| did so.

Lincoln looked pissed.

 6m SBem,r put these are my order s.nevéfbeu can
letgo. O
6l ttyowgh rusted me,d | muttered.

0 Y 0 u 0 v e-crabsed rbelalkout four times in one afternoon.1d on 6 t yott hi n k

gettol ecture on trust. o

My feet shiftehot 6MeuydtaveNdtalia, 6 | pofgnt
feet, are you?b

0l Opubli@gast, you bastard, 6 he/ she spat. OKillfin
0Shame you workhtor 6t hermatiad. OLi sten, N |

do this. You can-6
She shot me in the leg. Electricity crackled over my shin, and I fell. Just a light
dose, but enough to hurt like hell.

d\atalia! Please-0




0These are buaideksnbolbns, Bumour|l ess
again unti|l youodbre 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, 06 Whitenmwrodoaked. 0Go

| didndt have to be told twice. I f

-Looking over my shoulder just once-

-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.

ly.

ed.

Bychancelt ri pped over.Ubédnkel Vhi bedywe didnodt

just very 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 minutes, | thoughtt Assumi ng the train
before then.

At two hundred miles an hour, you may survive... with protective gear.

| had an idea.
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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 smelt of
pork.] wasnot i nt eheéawnangydight mow. justyneeddd 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
vul nerabl e joint t hat halbumeddhtoumgb. Fhrowiegmyh a d
stolen goods down, | 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.
| 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.

| am sorry. Both of you.

Maybe thirty sec-
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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 | tell him, when he wakes up? The truth. For a given value of truth.

History reserves the right to be edited.

And 101l I keep his Ilittle group ignoWhie .
was probably right- the world does need a revolution- but he was in too much of a
hurry. He wanted to bring an old age back.| t hi nk 1 o6l 1 sewttl e f o

|l 6m an engineer. I I'i ke to invent things

The real Benjamin Franklin earned his place in history. So did Jacob White. Now
itdos mpgdteven af | 6m wal king in a dead ma
afresh. Nomancalledi Fr a n k | ienb2enleleced Rresident. Gi ven t he
track record, | think thatos a terrible s

Il threw Dani el ohe#tllright. The terriblehterriyingidgrkniess 6 d
beyond consumed him. | heard a thump.

My turn.

Thiswasthelife of Jacob White, flashing before

coming clear of memory.

| 6m done with |iving history.
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| 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. | might fall
forever. | might fly.

| jJumped, coat tails flapping.

All of that was then.

And this is now.

| hit the ground.













