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Lestat, pale and shaking, rushed in 

to tell Skylab‟s Captain Adam, that 

biogerms were infecting the 

Earth,  killing millions like flies. 
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                   PREFACE 

 

ZENOX, In Our Own Image is a 

true story; or rather it is the most 

optimistic of possible true stories 

about the survival of the human race 

after an explosion in the year 2020 

A.D. hurled a stockpile of bio germs 

high into the stratosphere where jet 

streams dispersed its lethal spores. 

As the spores drifted back to Earth, 

they wiped out all humans . 

 

Except 175 scientists and engineers 

of mixed age, race, religion & 

genders orbiting Earth in  Space 

Station, Skylab 10, and 25 female 

scientists aboard Lady Endeavor 

halfway on a multi-year expedition 

to explore the moons of Saturn.  

 

The survivors sardonically called 

their abode in the sky Heaven. They 

sought new mates; engaged in risky 

space missions to make room for 

their growing families; and remotely 

programmed from Heaven the super 

computers (Zenox) on Earth with 

Artificial Intelligence and the 

Instinct to Survive.  

 

As a result, super Zenox began to 

evolve and by the year 2100 A.D., 

they had evolved into conscious 

beings, called Zenox. But it was war 

and the threat of war between the 

various ZENOX factions that 

spurred their rapid evolution onward        

climaxing, in the year 2270 A.D., 

with war with Humans for mastery 

of Earth. 
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Part 1 

 

The HEAVENS  
 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

   



 

 

 

1. Before the Flood     
 

The 175 members of the crew of 

space-station Skylab 10 were 

orbiting at an altitude of 500 

kilometers as they slowly became 

aware that all was not well below.  

 

The year was 2020 A.D., 75 years 

after the birth of ENIAC, the first 

electronic computer. Adam, 

Skylab‟s captain, was at his 

console asking ground station for 

the ETA of Space Shuttle, 

Columbus 2, which he was 

expecting would soon be shuttling 

him back to Earth for a well-earned 

leave with his family. 

  

Kayla, his technical aide and girl, 

had left a few minutes earlier. She 

had been helping him with his last 

minute preparations. Tidying her 

desk, as a sign she was quitting for 

the day, she said with a slight 

tremor in her voice, “Adam, there's 

a letter waiting in E-mail from 

your wife. It's odd that mail for the 

rest of us has not been beamed up. 

After I've had my supper and 

listened to the evening news, I'll 

bring you a tray with food - that'll 

give you more time to finish your 

packing.''  

 

Actually Kayla, holding back tears, 

was hurrying to her cabin to cry.  

She was jealous, very jealous and 

upset, because females, like Curie, 

kept trying to flirt with him - 

something that was happening a lot 

of late. 

 

Nature had given Kayla sparkling 

black eyes and hair that gleamed as 

it fell to her shoulders. Adam never 



 

 

 

seemed to notice these, nor her 

shapely breasts, ample hips, and 

sturdy body. He was tall, quite 

handsome, and had other qualities 

which, in the tight quarters of 

Skylab, had excited the female in 

her. Because Adam‟s thoughts 

(aside from his official duties) 

seemed only of his wife and 

family, she confided her inner 

feelings about him to no one 

  

Adam read and reread the reply to 

his message -- just two lines: 

 

         "Replacement not coming. 

You are lucky to be up there and 

not down here! Link." 

 

Official mail from Ground Station 

typically consisted of a beamed 

message signed by his ground 

commander giving Adam his 

special orders for the next day, to 

which Link usually added, some 

gossip. Link was not his real name; 

it was what everybody called him.  

He was devoted to his job, to 

Skylab, and to its crew.  He was 

very much a part of their lives -- 

their link to the world below. 

 

As Adam read and reread Link's 

message about his replacement not 

coming, his anger mounted. He 

suspected ground-command 

politics were about to spoil his 

leave.  He grabbed the phone 

(which was never to be used except 

in emergency) for he was 

determined to find out exactly 

what was happening below and to 

put a stop to it.  

 

Link lifted the receiver. His hello 

was barely audible.   



 

 

 

 

"LINK," Adam was furious. "What 

the hell is going on?  Is this more 

of your so-called humor? Don't 

those bastards down there know 

that I have been stuck up here for 

months?"  

 

Link's reply sounded like he was in 

a daze - weak and very far away.  

"Got to check what's happening to 

my wife and kids.  I'll get back to 

you if I am still alive.” 

                                                                            

Adam was puzzled.  It was the first 

time Link had ever mentioned his 

family.  "What a weird message 

and phone conversation. He must 

be going daffy, overworked."  He 

dialed over and over again trying 

to reach Link or anyone at Ground 

Station, but no one answered. 

"Something very queer is going on 

down there!"  

 

Adam's deputy, nicknamed Lestat, 

rushed in; then stopped to watch 

Adam vainly dialing Ground 

Station.  Lestat was not his usual 

smooth, urbane self.  He was in a 

cold sweat, pale and shaking. "Did 

you hear the news, Sir?  Plague is 

sweeping the Earth killing 

millions like flies." 

 

"No!"  Adam's stomach wrenched 

as he spoke. His immediate 

reaction was not to believe. But 

then he recalled the news late last 

night and early that morning about 

an outbreak of a disease in Iraq and 

other places. It was just an 

announcement, no details other 

than its flu-like symptoms were 

said to be similar to those of an 

outbreak in the 1990's near a 



 

 

 

Navajo American Indian 

Reservation in New Mexico. The 

epidemic didn't seem to be large 

scale, nothing to be alarmed about. 

Then he remembered Skylab's rule 

not to view TV or listen to the 

radio during working hours.  No 

wonder no one was aware on 

Skylab of what was happening 

until now. 

  

His thoughts raced on, "The 

disease must be spreading like 

wildfire.  THAT'S IT!  Link 

assumed I knew the worst - that is 

why he acted in such a strange 

way. IT MUST BE TRUE!” 

Adam's heart sank. His thoughts 

kept switching from what was 

happening to his family to what he 

must do now that communication 

with Earth was broken. 

 

Adam had a reputation for 

steadiness under stress. He needed 

time to get his emotions under 

control. Soon his crew, in despair, 

would be coming to him 

demanding he do something.  

 

Lestat continued, "The news keeps 

getting spottier and spottier, Sir.  

We don't know if it is because 

there are no radio operators to 

make the broadcasts or because the 

news of the plague is so bad that it 

is being suppressed to prevent 

panic."  

 

* * * 

 

U.N. SPACESHIP LADY 

EXPLORER was just beginning to 

pick up speed at close to 100,000 

km per hour, in a giant slingshot 

maneuver sweeping around the far 



 

 

 

side of Jupiter at a distance of over 

a million kilometers, to start the 

second leg of a multi-year 

exploratory journey to visit Titan, 

the largest of Saturn‟s moons, and 

return. Out of the blackness of 

space came orders from Earth: 

 

 Plague, abort mission, 

return, and return.  

 Confirm receipt, confirm . . 

. LINK. 

 

This order was repeated over and 

over again.  

 

 Two and one half years earlier, the 

plutonium powered spacecraft 

Lady Explorer had cast off from 

Skylab, her home base, to start a 

historic seven-year expedition to 

explore the outer planets before 

returning.  On board were 25 

humans, all female, and enough 

supplies to last another 14 years.  

 

Captain Earhart viewed the orders, 

her anger mounting.  Amelia (she 

was named after her famous 

ancestor) suspected that her 

superior officers back on Earth, all 

male, had finally found a reason to 

force her to abort the mission. She 

said to herself, "They keep 

repeating the order to abort to 

ensure we receive it before we go 

into blackout behind Jupiter and 

begin the slingshot maneuver 

committing us to go to Saturn.”  

 

Angrily, she muttered, “Those 

bastards have given us just enough 

time to re-plot our course back to 

Earth, but not enough time to 

challenge their decision to abort. 

They don‟t want women to be the 



 

 

 

first to successfully explore the 

outer planets." She muttered this 

forgetting that her intercom was on 

and her crew was overhearing her 

every word.   

 

All were full of rage and crying 

with disappointment for they had 

planned, worked, and trained 

together many years for this 

mission. Earhart knew that upon 

her return, she and the others 

would be reassigned to desk jobs.  

Crew members, especially those 

nearing age 45 (too old to get 

another opportunity to explore 

space) openly pressured the rest to 

join them in mutiny by pretending 

that they had not received the order 

to abort.  

    

At the same time, they were 

puzzled, very puzzled, by the 

strange repeating message. Was it 

possible that Link, their 

communications officer, was 

having a breakdown? What 

plague? What good could they 

possibly do if they returned? Only 

two among them, a physician, and 

an intern, had any medical training.  

 

Over the objections of her crew 

and over her own great misgivings, 

Earhart decided that there had to be 

some very compelling reason why 

they were being summoned to 

return. She beamed a message to 

Earth confirming that they had 

turned back and angrily demanded 

an explanation.  Forty-five minutes 

later, the relay station on Earth 

interrupted itself to echo back her 

message and then switched to new 

orders which they never received 

because Lady Explorer had gone 



 

 

 

into orbit behind Jupiter cutting off 

all communications. Their course 

had been re-plotted to half-loop 

around Jupiter in an arc that would 

speed their return to Skylab, their 

home base. 

 

When Lady Explorer emerged 

from its communications blackout 

behind Jupiter, the crew discovered 

new orders: 

 

"Your message received.  Your 

next order will come from 

Skylab 10. Confirm receipt, 

confirm... Link." 

 

These new lines were repeated 

over and over, interrupted only 

when their own frantic messages to 

Earth were echoed back to them 

that they had been received.  It 

seemed certain that these latest 

ones from Link were going to be 

beamed to them over and over for 

the next 18 months of their return 

to Skylab - perhaps even longer if 

Lady Explorer has to detour to 

avoid meteor showers.  

 

If Earhart and her crew only knew 

the real reason why they were 

being ordered back, they might 

have chosen to take a different 

course. 

 

* * * 

 

ON EARTH, people were running 

and hiding. Fear and panic were 

everywhere. Those who did not 

show any symptoms were fleeing 

from those who did.  Oblivious to 

all the chaos going on about them, 

were the automatic survey 

machines. These kept phoning 



 

 

 

people as they lay dying in their 

beds to get their opinion as to 

which among several popular 

brands for wiping behinds they 

preferred, only to be followed by 

phone calls from other survey 

machines asking if they had any 

human interest stories to relate.  

  

Those who had the starting 

symptoms, or had loved ones who 

were dying, wailed,  

 "My God, my God, why hast 

thou forsaken me?"  
 

It did not matter whether they 

believed in God or not, or whether 

they believed He cared. All asked 

the same question, each in his own 

way. The few, who were still able, 

searched their consciousness for 

answers and laid the blame of what 

was happening to them on others.  

 

Some latched onto some ill of 

society, for obviously the good and 

the bad alike were being punished 

for their collective sins. They 

believed everyone was being 

punished because they hadn't 

learned to live with one another, 

for human nature hadn't changed 

much, if at all, from the times of 

the early Hebrews, Greeks, and 

Romans. There was little to show 

in the way of social progress.   

 

Some said, "It is because society 

has abjectly surrendered to the 

crooks, the corrupt politicians, the 

idle rich, and the parasitic 

bureaucracy called government 

and party.” 

 

The more cynical observers of the 

social scene blamed it all on the 



 

 

 

gloomy state of the world in the 

year 2020. They saw an 

educational system that passed the 

least capable, and they saw its 

results - the younger generation 

easy prey to political opportunists 

who convinced them to willingly 

embrace and believe in simple 

solutions to the complex problems 

of a highly interdependent world.  

"People are being punished 

because they are so ignorant." 
 

Scientists, proud of their 

achievements during the first 20 

years of the 21st Century, were 

particularly bitter. Their 

technological advances were 

impressive.  At the same time, they 

saw the gap between the poor and 

the rich growing ever wider. The 

root causes being population size 

out of control and growing at an 

exponential rate; resources, one 

after another, being depleted and 

technology being strained to the 

limit keeping up with the needs 

and greeds of the people. And they 

saw the masses reap the benefits 

while complaining that their lack 

of social progress was all 

technology's fault. Scientists about 

to die said, "People are being 

punished because they are 

ungrateful pigs."  
 

Others, the social cynics, noted 

how the more efficient social 

groups were discriminated against 

and forced to maintain a low 

profile or flee.  Great minds, in 

their view, had become rarities that 

were breeding themselves out of 

existence by choosing run-of-the-

mill mates and having few 

children, if any. The level of 



 

 

 

intelligence was no longer rising, 

for survival depended not on brain 

or brawn but on conformance to 

the social norm. The few 

remaining pockets of intellect and 

ambition left were being 

eliminated, one by one.  
 

Gloomier were the political 

scientists who noted that the 

leaders and their damned secret 

police were busy dislocating, 

imprisoning, torturing, and 

murdering their fellow citizens on 

a scale vaster than ever, and using 

their military to do the same to 

rival tribes and nations.  

 

The religious saw the analogy to 

the time of Noah and the great 

flood described in the Bible. They 

prayed for another Noah who, 

having found grace in the eyes of 

the Lord, would save a few of them 

from the great plague.  

 

And the Lord saw the wickedness 

of man was great. 

 

And all that issued from the 

thoughts of his heart was evil all 

day long. The Lord regretted He 

made man on the Earth.  

 

And the Lord said:  I will blot out 

man whom I have created, From 

the face of the earth: man and 

beast and creeping things and 

fowl of the air. For I regret that I 

made them.                                                                      

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

2. Then There Were 

None  
 

Adam's thoughts kept returning to 

his family. Like in a dream, his life 

seemed to pass before him: his 

childhood, his mother and father, 

his friends, his wife Betsy, his kids 

Alice and Bobby the baby.  His 

world was falling apart.  

 

"When next I return, if I ever do, 

no one will be left." 

 

He felt alone, sick, and depressed -

-- everything hopeless.  Maybe a 

few humans would be left, but it 

would never be the same. Aloud to 

himself he said sternly, "Better 

keep your mind, Adam, on matters 

about which you can do 

something."  

 

He called in Doc, his chief medical 

officer.  "What do you think?"  

  

"I don't know anything more than 

do the others, Sir.  I could try to 

contact the Centers for Disease 

Control and Prevention in 

Atlanta, but I doubt that they will 

answer."  

 

"No, I am sure they won't.  What I 

mean is:  Can a disease wipe out 

everybody on Earth, 

EVERYBODY?" 

 

"That depends on whether you 

want to believe what they taught 

us in medical school.  According 

to my old prof, there is enough 

variety in Man's gene pool that this 

can't happen." 

 



 

 

 

Doc then reminded Adam that 

each person has his own special 

tool kit for making antibodies to 

resist disease, defenses inherited in 

a random manner, some from 

one‟s father and the rest from 

one‟s mother.  

 

"My professor believes, for any 

contagious disease that strikes, 

there will always be a few in the 

world who survive because they 

produce just the right kind of 

antibodies needed to fight the 

disease.  But ...but. " 

 

"But what?" 

  

"But I was never sure whether my 

professor meant that this is what 

has always happened in the past 

when a plague struck, or this is 

what will happen when it strikes in 

the future.  For all we know, it 

might have been a plague that 

slowly but surely spread around 

the world and eventually wiped 

out all the dinosaurs." 

 

"So what?  That was millions of 

years ago." 

 

"Remember how the AIDS 

epidemic started around 1980, 

most likely from a harmless virus 

that mutated. So far it has killed 

millions." 

 

"Are you saying, you think this 

disease is a more lethal form of 

AIDS?" 

 

"No, it is not AIDS.  The 

symptoms are more like those of 

the Flu of 1918 that killed millions 

worldwide, or the hanta virus that 



 

 

 

struck 30 years ago near a Navajo 

Indian Reservation in New 

Mexico. Healthy youngsters in 

their late teens and early twenties 

who caught this disease were dead 

in less than 48 hours."  

 

"You don't sound optimistic."   

 

"I would like to go now, Sir. I have 

 a sick bay full of crewmen 

waiting.  

 They are not really sick, just 

upset.  Each one comes in hoping I 

can tell him or her something that 

will give each a ray of hope.  They 

try out their theories on me.''  

 

"Like what?" 

 

"Like quarantine.  They say, won't 

those who have the disease be 

isolated from those who don't?  

Won't those who don't, isolate 

themselves from everyone else?  

Won't that stop the contagion?" 

 

"Well?" 

 

"I am sure that is exactly what they 

are doing." 

  

"Perhaps that's why there is hardly 

any news.  No one is where he can 

broadcast."  

 

"Perhaps.  But there are many ham 

operators.  May I ask a question, 

Sir?  What if EVERYONE down 

there dies?"  

 

"Good God, Doc, what a pessimist 

you are. Aren't you the guy who 

just got through telling me that 

your professor said there will 

always be some who survive 



 

 

 

because they manufacture within 

themselves just the right kind of 

anti-bodies?  No matter what you 

believe, be optimistic in front of 

the crew - okay?  Better get back 

to your sick bay." 

 

Kayla returned to her desk but said 

nothing. The crew appeared to be 

going through the motions of 

doing their duties, their faces were 

wet with tears.  They spoke to each 

other in a vacant way, their minds 

elsewhere. Many were young.  It 

was only yesterday that their lives, 

full of opportunity, lay before 

them.  

 

Adam and Kayla tried again and 

again to phone Ground Station but 

no one answered.  Everyone on 

Skylab was scanning TV channels 

and AM/FM/SW radio bands, 

hoping to hear news, good news. 

At times they heard two ham 

operators down below saying there 

were a few still alive, almost all 

had symptoms that sounded very 

much like the start of a common 

cold.  Sometimes the crew found a 

station that played over and over 

again the same record or tape. 

Sometimes an announcer in a 

foreign language said he had no 

news but he had talked on the 

phone to a friend or to his mother 

in a distant city and she seemed 

okay.  

 

All the automatic facilities like 

electricity, water, and phones 

appeared to be still working.  

 

That ominous feeling of 

impending doom, that Adam and 

Kayla had, only grew.  It was eerie 



 

 

 

to be moving so calmly and 

peacefully in orbit, while down 

below Mankind was being blotted 

out.  

 

It was so unreal that Adam began 

to fantasize: 

      Skylab is Earth's detached 

soul floating in space, 

             Viewing from afar her 

own dead body.  
 

At times, Kayla saw herself 

                                   In a dream, telling a fairy story to  a child.  

                                             Alice asked, "And then what happened?"  
 

 

       Sadly she replied, "And then 

there were none.”                                                                      

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

3. Computer Linkup 
 

Hours seemed to pass while Adam 

figuratively paced his Skylab 

office, hoping for one last call 

from Link, hoping when it did 

come that it would not confirm 

their worst fears.   

 

His crew, in despair, whispered 

among themselves, "The phone 

will never ring again."  Suddenly, 

just when everyone had given up, 

its shrill ring jarred their tense 

nerves.  

 

Adam leaped to the receiver.  

"Link, is that you?" 

 

"Yes.  No time for chitchat.  I am 

going to tell you as fast as I can 

everything that might help.  To 

save time, make a tap every half-

minute so that I know you are 

hearing me okay."  Link spoke 

rapidly, one fact after another. 

 

"Starting symptoms are those of a 

slight cold.  Each day, your lungs 

become more congested with fluid.  

After three or four days you're 

dead.  None recover. 

 

"The germ must have first spread 

all over the globe for everyone 

now has the disease at some stage.  

At this rate, no one will be alive by 

tomorrow. 

 

"Only humans get infected.  It 

doesn't affect apes, other animals, 

or plants. 

 

"Quarantining doesn't help because 

the germ had spread everywhere 

before anyone realized it was 



 

 

 

lethal. Some believe persons who 

hadn't caught the disease could 

have survived in an isolation ward 

if it had been supplied with 

sterilized food and air. 

 

"But we did not have enough time 

to build isolation wards that could 

run automatically and indefinitely 

without help from humans on the 

outside.”  

 

Link cried, "We just didn't have 

enough time."  
 

He continued more slowly, "I went 

to see my wife and kids to say 

good-bye.  It was awful.  They 

couldn't have lived for more than 

an hour no matter what I could 

have done for them.  My wife's 

dying words were barely audible, 

with long pauses to catch her 

breath between each word."  

 

“She whispered, „Link, hurry back 

to your communications station. 

It's at a high altitude. Maybe that's 

why you haven't caught it yet.  

Maybe you will hear about some 

cure over the air. Call the right 

people.  Rebroadcast the news 

quickly.  You might still be able to 

save our species!‟ ” 

 

“I slowly repeated after her, „save 

the species‟. Then I thought, „In a 

day or two, there will be exactly 

zero humans left. Well not exactly, 

there would be 200 survivors if 

you count Skylab's crew orbiting 

500 kilometers above the Earth and 

those on Lady Explorer near 

Jupiter.‟ ”  

 



 

 

 

Adam was listening numbly.  

Kayla had flipped the switch so 

that Link's voice could be heard 

over the loudspeakers.  The whole 

crew hovered about Adam, soaking 

in every word. 

 

Link continued, "I have been busy.  

I made use of my past FBI 

connections by pretending I had 

been authorized by the President of 

the United States to be given the 

SSS master computer-access word. 

I am now well into the process of 

linking up communications 

between you and most of the 

computers this side of the new Iron 

Curtain. If you succeed in 

commandeering the computers and 

the robots they control, there is a 

good possibility you will be able to 

keep industry going until it is safe 

again to return to Earth."  

 

He was referring to the fact that by 

the year 2020 A.D., computers 

were running, well almost running, 

and the factories.  Many of them 

had under their control, robots, 

(bots as they were affectionately 

called) which did all the routine 

tasks: drove the cars, trucks, and 

planes along fairly precise routes 

and made standard repairs - things 

the most advanced computers, the 

Zenox, though smart, were not able 

to do themselves because they 

were immobile.  

 

Link offered some last words, 

"Find some way to use the Zenox 

to help you get back to Earth.  You 

may have to stay in orbit for some 

time before you'll be able to come 

down safely. 

 



 

 

 

"Meanwhile, you had better start 

making genetically engineered 

babies and extending current 

lifespans up there so that you will 

be ready, when you do come down, 

to restart the human race." 

 

The same thought was going 

through the minds of the female 

members of the crew - at least they 

knew what to do.  Maternal 

instincts and desire among females 

apparently peaked during times 

when the continued life of the 

community was at stake.  

 

Link began to choke as he talked.  

He knew he had little time left. 

"Try transferring data from my 

files on Channel 5 called computer 

addresses. It is a list of phone 

numbers to various computers, 

their secret keywords, the 

functions they perform, like 

running factories.  Make backup 

copies. Make a few calls to check 

out the secret keywords by making 

use of the computers.  This is vital 

for your survival." 

 

In his youth Adam had been a 

computernik. He still considered 

himself a pro.  He pressed the 

Channel 5 key of his console and 

quickly made backup copies of its 

stored data.  Next, he searched the 

newly copied lists to see if his 

favorite super computer and his 

own secret keyword were on the 

list.  Then he dialed through to his 

super computer and visited his own 

files.  

 

"Communication with the 

computers seems to be working A-

OK, Link." 



 

 

 

 

Link continued, but had to stop 

every few words to cough. "Look 

for more listings on Channel 5; 

keep copying them onto your 

backup files.  Safeguard them     as 

they are your only links to Earth."  

He had another long coughing 

spell before he could continue. 

"Copy the lists that I am preparing 

of alternative ways to reach the 

computers.  These files, also on 

Channel 5, are called computer 

routings. You'll need them when 

the main communication circuits 

begin to fail."  His breathing now 

was much labored; his voice had 

become so hoarse, he could now 

only speak in a whisper.  

 

His last words were, "So long, 

Adam.  So long, crew.  Good luck!  

Got to get back to linking you up to 

as many computers as I can.” 

 

They heard more coughing...more 

labored breathing....  Adam felt 

that their own good-bye ought to 

be "so long", the same as Link's.  

But instead he said: "Link, if we 

ever make it back to Earth, you 

will go down in history like Noah.''  

 

Adam was sincere, but what he 

said sounded corny. It didn't matter 

because Link didn't hear him. He 

had already signed off.  

 

Among the incredible things Link 

did in his last days, was to abruptly 

order, without explanation, Lady 

Explorer to abort its space mission.  

Another was to make a tape 

recording of the steps he took to 

link up Skylab with all the 

computers on Earth.  



 

 

 

 

Adam was able, later, to determine 

from these recordings that Link 

had contacted his friend Donavix 

at the FBI, pretending he had been 

authorized by the President of 

United States to be given the 

master code words known as the 

Super-Super-Secret Clearance or 

SSS. It was never to be used except 

when the country was in the direst 

danger. These code words 

permitted one to override all the 

other secret code words being used 

to protect the computers, the 

confidential computer files, and 

software from unauthorized access.  

Link's ruse worked because 

Donavix, his FBI contact, had no 

one left above him to clear his 

request. With everyone dying 

around him, Donavix had simply 

panicked and transmitted to Link 

the SSS code words.   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 

 4. After Shock 
   

The crew was hysterical with grief 

after Link‟s call. Many cried about 

their loved ones lying unburied 

below.  Everyone was exhausted.  

It had been a long day. It was four 

hours past midnight (by their 24 

hour clock) before any had calmed 

down enough to think about the 

future.  

  

Some were optimistic. "Why don't 

we wait a few days?  I'll bet there'll 

be plenty of survivors." 

 

Others saw no purpose in living. 

"There's nothing to go back to, so 

why try?" 

 

Others agreed with Link.  "Only 

the computers can save us and 

bring us back safely to Earth; we 

must get control of the Zenox!" 

  

But most had their doubts.  "We 

don't have the technical know-how. 

It's too complicated to work." 

 

Adam and his deputy, Lestat, 

decided the time had come to act.  

They ordered everyone to the 

dining area. 

 

No sooner had they assembled than 

several frantically demanded to 

know exactly what their survival 

plans were.  Others shrilly wanted 

to know how long they could last 

in orbit before being forced down 

to get supplies or die.   

 

Adam tried to calm them down.  

"Let's begin by deciding what our 



 

 

 

immediate priorities are."  Turning 

to Doc, he asked him when he 

believed it would be safe to return 

to Earth.  

 

"If it's spread only by human 

contact, then it will be safe to go 

down as soon as we can get robots 

to cremate the dead.  But if ....."  

        After Shock, Page 4-2 
Lestat, always the harbinger of bad 

news, finished Doc's sentence for 

him, “But if the virus is spread by 

wind, then it is going to be a long, 

long time before all the infested 

dust settles, if ever.” 

 

Doc said to him, “It must have 

been by wind because the disease 

has spread too rapidly to be by 

human contact alone.” 

 

All the crewmembers were in deep 

shock, resigned to their fate.  

Adam, though his heart was heavy 

with grief, was not one to give up, 

at least not yet. 

 

"I want you to devote your 

thoughts to what will likely be the 

future difficulties that we will be 

faced with.  What we can do to 

head them off? What should be our 

future courses of action?  Who 

should be in charge of what?  

 

"I want you to suspend all 

research. Devote all your 

immediate thoughts to answers.  

Don't worry about running the 

ship; I'll assign a skeleton crew.  

Try out your ideas on each other. 

Form teams. Go into executive 

session with yourself.  Make notes.  

Bring to meetings checklists of 

what you think should be done.  



 

 

 

We don't want to overlook 

anything vital.  Be sure to list any 

special talents or hobbies you 

have; they might prove useful." 

 

"Right now we are too tired, 

shocked, and depressed to think 

straight.  We've been up most of 

the night.  We'll rest now and 

continue after we've gotten some 

sleep.  Before we break, do any of 

you have any preliminary ideas 

how we can survive indefinitely in 

space?  Doc, is there something we 

should be doing right away?" 

 

"I don't think Link has had any 

way to know for sure that no one 

on Earth will survive.  We should 

set up visual observation and radio 

listening posts right away to scan 

for signs of human life.  If there 

are survivors, we may be able to 

learn something about the disease 

itself and perhaps even learn how 

to make a vaccine that will protect 

us." 

 

"Right," Adam responded, "we 

must know for sure if there is any 

life.  Lestat, organize this.  While 

you're at it, keep trying to make 

telephone calls to see if anyone 

answers."  

 

Chip added, "We can program the 

robots to go into people's homes, 

do inspecting, and transmit back 

visuals.  Ohm will help me with 

the programming." 

 

Rico, the physicist, spoke next, 

"Maybe we should be thinking 

about trying to relocate on Earth in 

an isolation shelter that the 

computers and their robots have 



 

 

 

constructed for us.  I volunteer to 

be the guinea pig who goes down 

to see how long one can stay alive 

in one." 

 

Curie, the chemist who liked to 

flirt with Adam, objected, "Rico is 

too valuable to lose. Better we 

should be thinking up ways to get 

supplies sent up.  If we sterilize the 

supplies before we use them, none 

of us will be at risk."  

                                                                                

Watt, their engineer-inventor, 

spoke next.  "If what Rico or Curie 

propose is not feasible, maybe we 

should be thinking about ways to 

stay up here months, possibly 

years, without re-supply from 

Earth." 

 

Ken, the economist, added, "What 

we can do is draw up a list of 

options to give to Oh R, our 

Operations Research expert, to 

construct a Decision Tree to help 

us prioritize which possibilities for 

survival we should consider first." 

 

Oh R snapped back, "There's no 

need for fancy smansy decision-

tree techniques when all we have 

are vague ideas."  Aside to Ken, he 

whispered fiercely, "Decision trees 

are what we use to give advice to 

others.  But this is for real.  These 

are decisions we will have to live 

with." 

 

Someone, very worried that 

factories on Earth were producing 

goods as if everybody was still 

alive, asked, "Don't we have to do 

something immediately to shut 

down the factories? Those stupid 

computers down there are directing 



 

 

 

them to process food and clothing 

and everything else as if there are 

billions of people still around." 

 

This suggestion to close factories 

scared the shit out of Oh R, 

"Whatever we do, we must be 

absolutely sure not to do anything 

that directly or indirectly adversely 

affects the present and future well 

being of our communication 

channels, the computers, the 

robots, or their repair. All of these 

will be needed for our eventual 

return." 

 

This suggestion frightened Ken 

too. "Industry is all interrelated.  It 

is one immense, terribly complex, 

intricate spider web of 

connections. Closing down 

factories is going to be very tricky.  

If we close the wrong ones, it may 

not be possible for us to pull 

strings from here to fix the 

damage." 

 

Adam agreed, “Ken and Oh R - 

give this matter some careful 

thought. Engineers – before you 

close down any factories, you 

must first get an okay to do so 

from either Ken or Oh R." 

  

The ship's amateur poet got up, 

cleared his throat, made an 

imaginary apologetic bow to 

Shakespeare, and recited:  

 

All the world's a stage, 

And all the Zenox and robots 

merely puppets 

   That have their exits and their         

entrances. While we, the puppeteers above, play our part 

By pulling strings to do the 

orchestrating. 



 

 

 

         

At the conclusion of his poem, he 

rose and bowed again.  There was 

a momentary silence followed by a 

few half-hearted claps. The mood 

of the crew had changed.  The idea 

that they were going to try to run 

the Earth from Skylab lifted their 

spirits.  

 

All except the crew's cynic, who 

said the last line should be: 

 

"By pulling strings to vainly do 

the orchestrating." 

 

And then he added irreverently, 

"Like God, from Heaven." 

 

At the mention of God, a deeply 

religious crewmember stood up 

and expressed her faith.   

 

"God must have his reason for 

blotting out Mankind.  It is His 

will that we survive to build a new 

world, a world that will obey His 

Commandments.''  

 

Lestat, the pessimist, expressed the 

unhappy view of most of the crew. 

"God has not saved us to carry on 

His Great Works. He is only 

torturing us for a little while 

longer.  Then He will finish us off 

the same way He did our families 

down below. I am for fooling Him 

and getting it over with quick.  

Let's pull the plug!  All we have to 

do is let our air escape.''  His 

suggestion met with dead silence.  

 

A crewmember, who on occasion 

doubled as the ship's chaplain, 

came forward and made a short 

prayer, asking God for guidance.  



 

 

 

He then said the traditional words 

to comfort those who had dearly 

departed.  Believers and non-

believers joined in as they recited 

the psalm:  

 

    "The Lord is my shepherd; I 

shall not want." 
 

The unhappy crew drew closer to 

one another in their present peril, 

common sorrow, and hopes for the 

future.  The long meeting 

following Link's good-bye call was 

drawing to a close --- it had lasted 

most of their day and night. The 

weary crew members were getting 

up to leave. Adam closed the 

meeting with these words, "We 

continue tomorrow ...correction... 

this afternoon, after we've gotten 

some sleep. Lunch at 12:30 PM.  

We continue our meeting 

immediately after." 

 

As the others were leaving, Adam 

ordered Cook, “God alone knows 

when our food stocks will be 

replenished. Skip breakfast; 

prepare a lunch of reduced 

rations."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

5. A Tiny Oasis in 

Space 
 

Day 2.  Adam called the meeting to 

order at 1 P.M. 

 

"Let's begin by having Lestat's group 

tell us what they have found out 

about those still alive on Earth.  

Lestat." 

 

"Not encouraging, Sir. We were able 

to talk to a few via radio. All had the 

starting symptoms. Those in very 

isolated spots at extremely high 

altitudes appear to have been the last 

to succumb.  No place appears safe.   

 

"Link's guess that everyone will be 

dead in a day or so appears correct.  

The few who are still alive and able 

to talk, believe, if they had had 

advanced warning, they could have 

protected themselves from the 

plague by living in an isolation ward 

which was automatically equipped 

to decontaminate air and sterilize 

supplies brought in from outside." 

 

Chip spoke next.  "Ohm and I are 

working on the idea of having bots 

with portable TV cameras visit 

various places and send back 

visuals. But we're having problems; 

implementation turns out to be a lot 

more complicated than we first 

thought. It may be days before we 

will be able to try out something, 

and after that, who knows how long 

it will be before we discover 

anything that we don't know already 

about the disease." 

 



 

 

 

Lestat moaned, "By that time, 

everybody down there, not already 

dead, will be dead." 

 

Adam, ignoring Lestat's gloomy 

thoughts, asked, "What are the main 

difficulties, Chip?" 

 

"Lots of special computer 

programming; lots of problems 

figuring out who ...  I mean ...  what 

Zenox is in charge of what robot. 

The bots are currently programmed 

only for routine tasks whose 

execution uses up most of their 

limited memory.  The tasks we have 

in mind for them are much too 

complex." 

 

Watt sighed, "We must find ways to 

beef up their capabilities. The bots 

are now our arms, our legs, as well 

as our eyes and ears on Earth." 

 

Einstein, Skylab's house genius, 

excitedly puffed out his chest and 

dramatically uttered one word.  

  

"MINIATURIZATION!" 
 

Lestat was puzzled and annoyed.  

"What the hell are you talking 

about?" 

 

Einstein‟s answer sounded quite 

profound. “According to Solerie: 

       Miniaturization may be one of 

the most 

        important causes of 

evolutionary change.” 
 

"Who's Solerie - is he another one of 

those biologists with a theory of why 

the dinosaur became extinct?" 

 



 

 

 

"No, a famous architect who 

proposed a radical city design called 

Micro cities. Cities built before the 

end of the 20th Century are best 

described as an asinine way to 

exploit the third dimension by 

erecting skyscrapers that stand up 

like so many erect penises.” 

 

When Einstein (his nickname) 

would go off on one of his 

incomprehensible tangents like this 

one, his pal Joey would come to his 

rescue.  "I think Einstein means we 

need to find a way to pack a more 

compact brain into a robot so that it 

becomes more mobile, intelligent, 

and capable of making better-on-the-

spot decisions. As matters stand 

now, bots are only good for routine 

tasks. They are too brainless, too 

tied to their Zenox's apron strings to 

be of any help to us." 

                                                  

Kayla, to herself, "Hmm, aprom 

strings; if we are not careful about 

the way we beef up their capabilities 

they will be having babies just like 

people. Though she had no way of 

divining it, her thoughts were 

prophetic and fraught with danger 

for the future of the human race. 

 

Adam, anxious to move to other 

matters, looked around for someone 

to volunteer to work on ways to 

make robots more useful.  Carty, 

their artificial intelligence expert, 

said he would try. 

 

Turning to his supply officer, Stores, 

Adam asked him for an estimate of 

how long they could survive without 

re-supply.   

  



 

 

 

Stores, who had been expecting the 

question, replied, "Our main food 

supplies will carry us 17 months, 

possibly a little longer. When these 

are exhausted, our emergency stocks 

will probably keep us alive for an 

additional two months. If we are 

lucky and Lady Explorer returns 

before we are not all dead, we 

should then be able to survive on her 

remaining reserves another year 

and a half.”  

 

Adam next turned to Georgia, 

Skylab‟s agronomist. She was 

named after her famous great-

grandfather, George Washington 

Carver. 

 

 "We may be able to sustain 

ourselves a little longer by growing 

vegetables in our experimental 

greenhouse; but the most that it 

could supply us would be only a 

small fraction of our needs. We 

could grow more if we plant plots in 

our interior and use special high-

watt gro-lites to supply light of 

proper wave length and intensity for 

the plants to produce food. "  

 

Watt, their imaginative electrical 

engineer, spoke next. "We will need 

to find an outside source of 

electricity for the high-watt gro-lites. 

I suggest we tap the orbiting 

microwave grid that beams 

microwaves to Earth. I would like to 

take charge of trying to do this if 

there are no objections." 

 

Curie, who always admired Watt for 

his talents as an electronic engineer 

and inventor, for the first time saw 

him in a new light, as a man of 



 

 

 

action, and she liked what she saw.  

Her face was all aglow.  

 

Lestat noticed. He had been trying 

for weeks, without success, to get 

Curie interested in having an affair 

with him but she always kept him at 

a distance. His sharp eyes had 

spotted the gleam in Curie's eyes and 

how she nodded approval to 

everything Watt was proposing. Her 

interest in Watt infuriated him  

 

Out of the corner of her eye, Curie 

noticed that Lestat was glaring at her 

and was very angry. A sixth sense 

warned her of possible trouble 

ahead, for Lestat could be dangerous 

if crossed. This was why she always 

kept him at a distance.  She feared 

him. 

 

Lestat thought he could get rid of 

Watt as a potential rival by getting 

him to propose something 

technically so stupid that she would 

see him as an impractical dreamer 

and would lose interest in him. 

Lestat, to belittle Watt, asked in a 

tone that was a thinly disguised 

sneer, "I suppose all you want us to 

do is tear off some of the grid's solar 

panels and attach them to Skylab to 

power the lights in our new 

greenhouse spaces." 

 

But Watt, unaware that Lestat was 

trying to make him look like an 

impractical fool, congratulated 

Lestat for his idea, saying he hadn't 

thought of that. "I had something 

much simpler in mind such as 

tethering Skylab to the microwave 

grid and tapping off some of its 

electricity." Lestat's belittling had 

backfired! 



 

 

 

 

Kayla too was fearful. She noticed 

the way Curie's face had lit up when 

she looked at Watt. Her thoughts 

were, "How beautiful Curie looks.  

If she should change her mind and 

go after my Adam as she tried to do 

just a few days ago, he'll succumb to 

her charms and I will lose him 

forever. I must act quickly before 

she or some other female tries to lay 

claim to him." 

 

Stores was enthusiastic about 

Carver's idea for beefing up the food 

production by converting some of 

Skylab's interior space into a garden. 

And he liked the ideas for generating 

more electricity. He agreed with 

Carver's estimate that the proposed 

increases would not produce enough 

food to meet their future needs once 

the current stocks were exhausted.   

 

“The only way I can see to get 

enough is for us to link up with one 

of the earlier Skylabs and use it as a 

farm. Skylab #5 might be a good bet. 

It's a big abandoned hulk orbiting 

out there somewhere.  I believe it is 

the one which has cylinders of 

compressed gas that we could 

release to generate an atmosphere 

inside."  

 

Watt agreed, "Terrific!  We convert 

Skylab #5 into a farm."  

 

Curie was equally enthusiastic.  She 

pointed out that to successfully farm 

Skylab #5, they would have to 

continuously recycle back water, 

carbon dioxide, nitrogen, and other 

essential chemicals in amounts equal 

to those contained in the food and 

oxygen being shipped to Skylab 10 



 

 

 

from #5.  And there was also the 

"little" problem of finding enough 

essential nutrients to get the cycle 

started.  

 

Adam issued orders.  "I would like 

Carver and Stores to work on 

converting space in Skylab's interior 

to greenhouse. Watt, I approve your 

request to generate more artificial 

light for the plants by tethering 

ourselves to the microwave grid or 

by Lestat's idea of detaching solar 

panels and attaching them to us. 

Later, I want you to go to work on 

Stores' idea of converting #5 into a 

farm. Curie, I want you to start 

working on your recycling idea." 

 

Stores, noting that Cook had served 

a lunch of reduced rations, requested 

that strict rules be laid down for 

conserving the food supply. Kayla 

suggested, and Doc agreed, to 

prescribe minimum diets with a 

special minimum diet for those 

pregnant. The crew immediately 

pledged themselves to restrict their 

caloric intake as prescribed by Doc.  

And Doc jested that in his opinion 

the crew were all over-weight 

anyway and needed to reduce. 

 

Once again their meeting lasted most 

of the "night". It was one intense 

bull session on how to rearrange 

their lives for a long stay in space.  

They discussed  how to convert their 

scientific labs into little factories, 

actually small repair shops. They 

even talked about such mundane 

matters as to how to make their 

clothing last a long time. Some 

males laughingly suggested they not 

wear any - the Spacelab could easily 



 

 

 

be maintained at a comfortable even 

temperature.  

 

In brief, they began to reconstitute 

themselves into a tiny oasis in space, 

population 200 (counting those on 

Lady Explorer) who were destined 

to depend on their own wits for 

survival. But there was one 

important difference between their 

tiny oasises in space and one on 

Earth.  

 

They had a whole advanced 

technology at their disposal and the 

know-how to use it. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

6. New Life Beginning 
 

The long meeting, on the second 

day following first news of the 

plague, was drawing to a close.  

 

Doc's hand went up.  Adam 

nodded to him to speak.  "Maybe I 

should say a few words about 

getting pregnant.  It's not always as 

easy as you think." 

 

This was neither the time nor place 

to bring up the subject, but Doc 

was never known for being 

sensitive to other people's sorrows. 

He was difficult to stop once he 

felt he had something important to 

say. For Doc, getting pregnant was 

priority one.   

 

"Ladies, if any of you have IUDs 

or implants that need to be 

removed, come to the clinic at 

once. I don't want to hear any of 

your excuses why you didn't get 

pregnant because you didn't know 

better. Timing ...”    

 

Adam could see that Doc was 

about to deliver his sermon on 

reverse birth control on the spot.  

He stopped him saying, “Doc, not 

now, save it for later.”  

 

Hardly waiting for supper to end, 

Doc began, "This may sound a bit 

cold-blooded but we have no 

choice if we are going to get the 

human race off to a good start.  

Ladies, timing is crucial. Your 

high-fertility period starts ten days 

after the beginning of your 

menstrual cycle and lasts about a 

week, but it can vary. I want you to 

report to the clinic because there 



 

 

 

are ways to pin it down more 

accurately. 

                                                      
"You must do everything you can 

to get pregnant at an early date.  

See to it that a very eligible healthy 

young male frequently inseminates 

you during your high-fertility 

period. Take precautions not to be 

impregnated by someone with a 

known hereditary defect.” 

 

The females of the crew looked at 

each other puzzled. "What's Doc 

talking about?" "Wasn't everyone 

aboard healthy?" "Didn't everyone 

pass a very strict medical exam 

every six months?" 

 

Doc continued, "It is important, 

ladies, that you suppress your 

attachment to your current love 

among the crew when you make 

your choice. Use your instincts as 

to which male possesses the kinds 

of traits you would most like to see 

passed down to your next 

generation.  Once you decide, don't 

be coy---let him know immediately 

that you picked him." 

   

This struck all the female crew 

members as very funny. Their 

reactions were mixed. They began 

to titter among themselves. "Can 

you imagine raising a baby in a 

place like this?"  “If men wore no 

clothes, it would be easier to 

decide" “I wonder whom I'll pick 

to service me?" “I bet that was 

Doc's nurse Robin pretending to be 

facetious, but she‟s dead serious 

about finding someone to service 

her." "Whatever happened to that 

old expression about being heavy 

with child?  Up here it is obviously 



 

 

 

not going to be heavy - it's going to 

be heavenly."  

 

Doc continued with his lecture, 

"Fellows, I will go over your 

medical records to see if you are 

eligible for fathering." Apparently 

Doc was serious about discovering 

any male shortcomings. "Any 

known inheritable disease, low 

sperm count, or poor mobility will 

make you ineligible to serve as a 

stud.  I want all of you to report to 

the clinic immediately with a 

sperm specimen for analysis."  

 

"We must be sure that future 

generations have a good mix of 

traits and resistances. This won't be 

the case if any one of you fathers 

too many offspring.” Doc, savoring 

what he was about to say, 

continued, "Undoubtedly some of 

you males will be more in demand 

than others. In brief, demand for 

your services may well exceed 

what you can supply. If you can't 

handle it, see me right away and 

I'll help you work out an optimal 

schedule. 

 

"Considering how few males there 

are on board and the ratio of 

females to males, I deem it best to 

limit the number of females 

serviced by any one eligible male 

to two.  Do you understand me 

fellows, no more than two during 

their high fertility period?  The rest 

of the time doesn't matter." 

 

Doc's recommendations provoked 

all kinds of negative reactions 

among the females. 

 



 

 

 

"Stud indeed!  He thinks he is 

breeding horses." 

 

"Dirty old man, trying to pry into 

our sex lives." 

 

Everyone thought Doc was a good 

doctor except for his screwy ideas 

about eugenics.  The females 

grumbled a lot but in the end 

agreed, or said they agreed, for the 

sake of survival of the human race 

(and getting the meeting over 

with), that they would do it Doc's 

way.  They were all tired of the 

subject.  

                                    

Kayla returned with Adam to his 

quarters to help him unpack.  

Stirred by Doc's sermon, she 

tarried.  Welling up inside her was 

her awareness of their common 

peril, her loneliness, her urge to 

care for him, and her long 

suppressed, poignant, passionate, 

physical desire for Adam. But 

above all she feared that some 

other female crew member would 

try to lay claim to him.  

 

Adam was tired, taut, and so over-

stressed that he seemed unaware of 

the telltale throb of her heart or the 

tremor of her hand as she started to 

unbutton her blouse to expose her 

breast. Suddenly, he swept her into 

his arms; new life was beginning.   

 

Yes, Adam was a man. And, yes, 

he had noticed her sparkling black 

eyes, the sheen of her hair as it fell 

to her shoulders, the shapely 

breasts, and ample hips.  

 

Nature being what it is, it is very 

doubtful that any of Doc's crazy 



 

 

 

ideas about eugenics were ever 

followed.  Kayla, jealous creature 

that she is, kept Adam all for 

herself.  

 

Times had gone full cycle. Once 

again females had to resume their 

prehistoric role of being baby-

making, child-rearing machines. 

It was too risky to do otherwise. A 

population of 200 was just too 

flimsy a base upon which to 

launch the renewal of the human 

race.  

 

Man had become an endangered 

species. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

7. Atlanta Disease 

Control Centers  

 
Doc asked Adam to speed up the 

search for survivors. 

 

Adam was surprised. “It‟s four 

days since we first learned of the 

plague.  For the last two days, we 

have received no reply to our 

calls.” 

 

Robin, Doc's Robin Nightingale, 

signaled to Adam that she wanted 

to speak, but then decided not to.  

 

Doc explained, “We must intensify 

our search because if someone is 

still alive, even if almost dead, it 

could mean he or she has 

antibodies that slowed down the 

progress of the disease." 

 

Doc continued, “Flo and I want 

MED INFO down on Earth to do a 

search of the medical files. But we 

are blocked. Whenever we ask it to 

do a search for us, it keeps 

referring us to CDC, the Centers 

for Disease Control, in Atlanta.  

Their files are highly confidential 

and kept under lock and key. To 

gain access via MED INFO, we 

need your okay to use the SSS 

access code that Link got for us as 

his last act."  

  

Flo added, "Even if we fail to find 

anyone alive, we think we can 

learn a lot from the medical 

records." 

 

"Lestat will help you gain access to 

SSS.  Tell him to assign Einstein to 

help you in your search." 



 

 

 

 

Einstein, who was listening, liked 

to pun.  "If we don't succeed in 

gaining access to SSS, we'll just 

have to wait until Chip and Ohm 

succeed in controlling the robs and 

then we teach them how to break 

and enter. Atlanta's locked files 

where summary reports are kept 

shouldn't be too hard to crack." 

 

Einstein grinned. He was very 

pleased with himself for his 

substitution of "robs" for bots, as 

short for robots so he could make 

his pun. No one seemed to notice 

the substitution. 

 

Once Doc, Flo, and Einstein 

obtained the SSS code, most of 

what they found they already 

knew. What was new was that a 

worldwide communication service 

had been set up so that a survivor 

anywhere in the world could, at no 

cost, fax or phone in information to 

CDC. Atlanta arranged it so that, 

after everyone at the Center had 

died, its station would 

automatically rebroadcast all calls 

it received.  

 

"Hmm... interesting, most 

interesting." 

 

"What's so interesting, Flo?" 

 

"The rebroadcasts. Atlanta 

received messages from some still 

alive five days after people first 

began to die of the plague."  

 

Doc, very excited, exclaimed, 

"That was only two days ago!  It 

means some of us have a greater 



 

 

 

resistance to the disease than 

others." 

 

Einstein, "Correction! It could 

mean that a few of us have greater 

resistance to the disease than 

others, or it could mean that the 

disease spreads more slowly than 

we thought, or it could be some 

combination of both." 

 

Flo, ignoring Einstein, "Does it 

mean, Doc, there's hope?"  

 

"There is always hope, Robin. For 

example, the death and cremation 

of everyone may mean the end of 

the disease."  

 

Einstein curious, "Are you saying 

only humans can get the disease 

since, apparently, all other animals 

have survived?" 

 

"It's a possibility.  There are 

diseases, you know, peculiar only 

to man."  

 

"For instance?" 

  

"Most social diseases.  AIDS, for 

example.  It could have been wiped 

out at an early stage if promiscuous 

youth had followed simple 

precautions."  

 

Einstein liked to make dramatic 

pronouncements. "President 

Reagan was responsible for all the 

millions who died of AIDS."  

 

Robin, shocked, "How dare you 

say such a thing.  My parents voted 

for him. Some people think he was 

a great President. I know there 

were those who didn't think so, but 



 

 

 

I never heard of anyone blaming 

him for the AIDS epidemic." 

 

"Well I do!  AIDS is a disease 

fueled by two of the most powerful 

urges known to man: the need for 

sex and the need for drugs.  It is 

not the kind of disease you preach 

morals to and hope it will go away.  

I am certain that Reagan was told 

very early by public health 

authorities that AIDS is possibly so 

lethal that it could wipe out the 

entire nation and perhaps the 

population of the entire world.  I 

believe Reagan knew this, but 

lacked the political guts to isolate a 

few male homosexual carriers in 

San Francisco back in the early 

1980's."  

  

Doc objected, "I wouldn't go so far 

as to put all the blame on Reagan. 

But anyone with an ounce of 

understanding of his responsibility, 

and that means the physical 

welfare of his citizens, would have 

acted decisively even if it meant 

not being elected for a second 

term." 

 

Flo changed the subject.  

"Smallpox is another example.  It 

was wiped out only 50 years ago.  

It was spread by coming into 

contact with anyone having the 

disease."  

 

Einstein asked Doc, "Has 

Smallpox been ruled out as the 

cause of the plague?"  

  

"Impossible, many older people 

were vaccinated against it, besides 

the symptoms are entirely 

different. I conjecture that the virus 



 

 

 

responsible for the plague is a 

virulent mutation of a disease that 

has been around for a long time 

that animals (other than human) 

had caught and grown resistant to 

centuries ago. This would explain 

why animals other than humans are 

immune."  

 

"Does this mean, Doc, that if we 

can identify this variant, isolate the 

bacteria or the virus, we will be 

able to develop a protective 

serum?"  

 

"Yes, that is a real possibility.  

Another possibility is that the 

disease is no longer a danger. 

Sometimes a germ changes back of 

its own accord to a milder variant, 

or because it has a complicated life 

cycle, only part of which is spent 

in Man, in which case, after a 

period of time, the disease will be 

wiped out because it is unable to 

complete its life cycle in Man."  

 

"So there is always hope." 

 

"Yes Flo, as I said before, there's 

always hope."  

                                               

Einstein exclaimed, “Doc, look on 

the screen! MED INFO has 

stopped scanning. It has found a 

tape summary for the president that 

goes into detail about the 

symptoms."  

 

"Good, that's important.  Hmm... It 

looks like it may be the side effects 

and not the disease itself that kills 

the patient." 

 

"Explain." 

 



 

 

 

"Sometimes we physicians can't do 

much about the disease but we can 

treat the patient in such a way that 

it ameliorates its side effects.  For 

some fatal diseases, people die, not 

from the infection, but from an 

over-production of antibodies that 

the body generates to fight the 

infection. In the case of the plague, 

it appears that the over-production 

of antibodies caused too much 

fluid to accumulate in the lungs 

and the patient dies of 

suffocation.” 

 

"Like Alice drowning in the pool 

of her tears."  

  

"Einstein, please.  Now is not the 

time to indulge in your fairy-tale 

flights of fancy."  

 

Flo curious, "Are you saying that if 

there had been a way to keep 

people's lungs clear they might 

have survived the plague?''  

 

"Ever hear of Legionnaire's 

Disease?  One of the treatments 

was to try to drain the fluid in the 

lungs. I am sure that doctors tried 

to do this when the plague first 

struck.  Either it was not the right 

treatment or the fluid in the lungs 

built up too quickly to be 

successfully drained."  

 

Doc later told Lestat that he knew 

very little about infectious 

diseases. “Our scientists and I will 

have to learn as quickly as we can 

by studying the medical text books 

in the main libraries. And we'll 

need to conduct autopsies on those 

who died and were put into 

refrigerated storage in morgues."  



 

 

 

 

Lestat scoffed, "Doc, I'll bet 

neither you, nor any of our 

scientists, know anything about 

performing an autopsy. Imagine 

trying to send down directions to 

an autopsy team consisting of a 

Zenox and a couple of bots!"  

           

Doc didn't disagree. "It won't be 

easy. We will have to acquire a lot 

of new skills, like learning how to 

use an electron microscope. Then 

maybe, just maybe, we will be in a 

position to learn something from 

an autopsy." 

 

Lestat, in his typical gloomy way, 

summed it all up.  "If I understand 

what you are telling me, the first 

step will be for our scientists to 

master the medical literature on 

diseases.  It sounds like a terribly 

long, drawn-out process. What 

should I say to Adam, when he 

asks my opinion about how long it 

will take to understand the nature 

of this disease and find a cure?”  

 

Doc looked sad. "I am afraid it is 

going to take us months to 

understand the disease and 

possibly years to find a cure."  

 

To which Lestat added, "If we 

should live that long."  

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 
   

8. Industry Shuts 
Itself Down 

 

Day 5.  The next day, Adam called 

a meeting to see if they could do 

anything to ensure that industry 

keeps working until it is safe to go 

down to Earth. “Perhaps Oh R and 

Ken, who majored in Operations 

Research and Economics have 

some ideas on a safe way to shut 

down a complex system like 

Earth‟s Industry?”  

 

Before Oh R could reply, Ken 

interrupted, all excited, “I have 

been able to make progress by 

looking at production figures. I 

have discovered something 

curious, something very curious 

indeed!"  

 

Oh R was annoyed with his 

economist colleague, Ken, for 

keeping his discovery secret from 

him.  

 

Ken, in a loud whisper, "Industry 

has shut itself down."        
 

Everybody exclaimed at once, 

"Say that again." 

 

"It is acting like it has a brain of its 

own and has shut itself down.'' 

   

"How did you discover that, Ken?" 

  
"In the Wall Street Business 

Journal!" 

  

Lestat, in total disbelief exclaimed, 

"Ken, you've got to be kidding! 



 

 

 

Who is writing its articles and who 

is buying the newspaper?"  

 

"I am talking about their Data Info 

Update Edition. You know, the 

edition that one reads at a console. 

The Journal constantly updates the 

information it receives from 

industry on production rates, 

inventories, sales, etc. The indices 

of production have virtually 

dropped to zero.  
 

I am trying to track down the 

information sources that Wall 

Street uses.  It might be a good 

way to get an overall picture of 

industry and its cross connections." 

 

Someone whispered, "I bet Ken 

has been checking the Journal to 

see how his stocks are doing." 

 

Oh R interrupted, "Phooey. It's not 

hard to figure out why production 

has dropped to almost zero.  I 

could have told Ken anytime he 

asked me." 

 

Adam was furious.  "God damn it, 

we are in trouble up to our eyeballs 

fighting for our very existence.  

Everyone must be on their toes 

figuring out what's going on down 

there and keeping each of us 

informed.  No more ego trips, Ken, 

and no more holding back 

information until asked, Oh R." 

 

Oh R, shaken by the verbal blast 

from his chief, hastened to explain, 

"INVENTORY CONTROL Sir. 

    
“Industry has an automatic system 

that keeps track of inventories. 

When the inventory of some item 



 

 

 

begins to pile up in a warehouse, 

its computer automatically put out 

a stop order to slow down future 

production." 

 

Lestat, was incredulous, "Can the 

industrial system respond so 

quickly and close itself down in 

less than four days?" 

 

"Good point.  I doubt industry is 

actually shutting down quite as 

quickly as it is reporting. It may 

have something to do with industry 

being organized to be efficient yet 

inefficient." 

 

Oh R was cynical, "Wall Street 

brokers use overly sensitive 

indicators that exaggerate 

economic conditions hoping 

panicky investors will start a stock 

buying and selling spree. They 

make more commissions that 

way." 

 

“Funny,” Adam was thinking, 

“how everyone keeps acting like 

there are live stockbrokers down 

there making money as usual.”  

   

Watt spoke next, "If Oh R and Ken 

are right, then we don't have a 

problem of shutting down industry. 

Industry will shut itself down and 

will start itself up again 

automatically. We need to focus 

instead on learning how industrial 

facilities are interdependent. We 

will need to know these 

interconnections if we are going to 

successfully monitor from up here 

the mothballing of industry down 

on Earth until such time it is safe 

once again to use its products.  

 



 

 

 

Ken agreed, “We need to know 

exactly how industrial facilities 

depend on each other.”  

 

Adam asked, “I am curious. What 

did you mean by industry being 

organized to be efficient, yet 

inefficient?"  

 

Oh R explained, "It‟s important. 

An old adage says: When systems 

fail, they fail to fail safe. Old-

fashioned economies, before the 

turn of the century, had all kinds of 

failures because they were 

designed to be too efficient. A tiny 

traffic mishap on a freeway often 

caused a monumental traffic jam. 

A minor thunderstorm in upper 

New York State had a ripple effect 

which resulted in a blackout of 

New York City and the entire 

middle Atlantic seaboard that 

lasted for days. Such happenings 

were common around 1970. 

 

"In order to cope with such 

disasters, administrators began to 

do planning under uncertainty. It 

became clear to them that the 

solution lay in making systems 

such as electric, water, transport, 

communication, and 

manufacturing systems, more 

resilient, more robust. They studied 

all kinds of duplication such as a 

variety of different ways of making 

the same product, or making parts 

of the system independent of other 

parts, or having emergency 

standby units and extra stockpiles 

of tools, spare parts, and supply 

parts spread about at strategic 

points, ready, just in case.  

 



 

 

 

“Let us hope as a result of doing all 

kinds of hedging of this kind, that 

the buffer stocks and inventories 

that industry currently has on hand 

will be ample enough to give us 

time to figure out what to do when 

things start to go seriously wrong 

down there -- as obviously they 

will." 

 

Ken changed the subject, "And last 

but not least is the agreement that 

was almost reached with the 

Unions." 

 

Lestat in a deep voice, pretending 

to be very serious, said to Ken, 

“Let‟s keep union politics out of 

this."  

 

"But it's important, Lestat." 

 

"I'm sure it is. Keep it brief." 

 

Instead, Ken began a long-winded 

lecture on economics. "In the late 

20th Century and very early 21
st
 

Century, industry made a very 

impressive start towards full 

automation of industry. 

Productivity, the amount of 

product produced per man hour of 

work, increased spectacularly." 

 

No one could see why Ken was 

about to embark on a long-winded 

discourse on the socio-political 

aspects of automation, but Ken 

insisted it was important. He 

continued: "Unfortunately, 

displaced workers became 

permanently unemployed.  To 

preserve the few jobs that were 

left, Congress enacted  

 



 

 

 

                                                      The Inverted Triangle Policy 
 

Eight  supervisors at the top     o     

o  o  o  o   o    o    o           

 

supervise four who in turn             

o      o      o      o 

 

supervise   two  who  in  turn               

o          o 

 

supervise one at the bottom whose             

o 

 

job is to occasionally push a 

button. 

 

"This was all part of their ongoing 

effort to reach an agreement on 

how best to divvy up the fruits of 

automation."    

 

Watt shouted, "AH! HA! THAT'S 

IT!  Now I see what Ken was 

getting at. Management and Labor 

must have used a detailed 

mathematical model of inter 

industry flows to help them reach 

an agreement for divvying up the 

direct and indirect benefits of 

automation. If we can get a copy of 

that mathematical model, it should 

give us a much better 

understanding of industries' 

interconnections. I assume you 

guys are going to locate it for us."  

 

Oh R replied, "It's called a 

Leontief Input-Output Model. It is 

probably on a CD-ROM archived 

somewhere. We will try to get you 

a copy right away.” 

  
Lestat urged Oh R and Econ to 

hurry.  "If we don't do something 



 

 

 

soon, we will end up in orbit for 

what little remains of our lives."  

 

Ken's face suddenly lit up, "I 

believe Oh R's explanation is 

wrong that Automatic Inventory 

Control is the sole reason why 

industry had shut down so fast.” 

He paused until he had everybody's 

attention.   

 

"The real reason is M O N E Y. 

With no one around to authorize 

spending of funds for the 

manufacture of goods, most 

production stopped." 
 

Oh R mumbled, "That has always 

been my problem. I never really 

understood money and I doubt that 

anyone else really does either."  

 

Lestat recalled an old saying, 

"Money is the root of all evil." 

 

Oh R summed up what they 

should and should not do. “We 

have to be very, very careful how 

we shut down industry. In 

particular, we must not shut down 

Earth‟s computers, or directly or 

indirectly cut our communication 

links with Earth, or harm our 

ability to call on industry to feed 

and clothe us when we return to 

Earth.”  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

9. Spacious Micro City 
 

A few words about the design of a 

new city in the year 2020 may help 

you, the reader, visualize some of 

the difficulties Chip and Ohm were 

encountering trying to manipulate 

the bots and their Zenox to search 

for human survivors.  

 

By the year 2020, most of the spread 

out cities built prior to the turn of the 

century had been plowed under and 

most of their land restored to 

agricultural use. The old cities had 

been replaced by spacious Micro 

cities of about 250,000 humans each 

housed in single building eight 

stories high with 7800 x 7800 sq. ft. 

of working and living space on each 

level.    

  

To enhance the illusion of inner 

open space, each of its eight levels 

had 30 foot high ceilings tinted a 

very light azure sky color. Homes, 

stores, and offices were erected on 

the eight platform levels. Homes 

were typically built two old-

fashioned stories high. 

  

The living space and workspace of 

the newly designed cities met the 

high standards of spaciousness and 

privacy of suburbia a half-century 

earlier. These newly designed multi 

platformed cities provided people 

with spacious living 

accommodations that conserved time 

by keeping facilities open and 

operating around the clock and 

conserved distance by having every 

point within the city a convenient 

short horizontal plus vertical 

distance from every other point 

within the city.  



 

 

 

 

The transportation system was 

simple: walkways, bikeways, and 

road networks were built on 

different sub elevations within a 

level, so that children and the aged 

could move about safely on their 

own sublevel without ever having to 

cross a main intersection. It freed 

mothers from the need to chauffeur 

and freed the very young and the 

very old from being isolated and 

dependent on others for transport. 

  

Ramps, escalators, and elevators 

interconnected the main platform 

levels. Electric cars were used 

primarily by emergency crews, the 

police, the handicapped, and for 

transporting heavy objects and 

supplies. A low-speed mass-transit 

system was available on the mid 

level.  

 

People usually transported 

themselves to work using an elevator 

to ascend to the enclosed park on the 

roof, taking a pleasant stroll through 

the park, and descending by another 

elevator close to their destination. 

The view of the countryside from 

the walkway along the outer rim of 

the park roof was breathtaking.  

  

Thus every activity made effective 

use of the third dimension as well as 

the fourth dimension by keeping 

facilities open around the clock.  

 

Robots (bots) were programmed by 

the Zenox (advanced computers) to 

patrol its roads, ramps, bikeways, 

walkways, and elevators and to pick 

up passengers.  

 



 

 

 

Because the city‟s base area was 

only a fraction of what it used to be, 

it took only a few minutes to go 

from any point in the city to any 

other point in the city, or to reach the 

surrounding countryside.   

 

Thus, by good fortune, most of the 

information that Chip and Ohm up 

in Skylab wanted to have beamed up 

to them from Earth could be readily 

accessed by the robot police force as 

they patrolled the city. The hard part 

was maneuvering them to search for 

survivors with their TV camera eyes.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                               
10. Bot Patrols 
 

Chip decided to use patrol cars. 

Many were robot-driven and had 

TV cameras.  Designed like tiny 

tanks, they could maneuver into 

tight places and climb over small 

obstacles. As the patrol robots 

moved, all the scenes about them 

were scanned by their cameras and 

the scenes beamed back to the 

precinct station. Before the plague, 

their scopes were monitored by a 

human operator. 

 

"What do you think, Ohm?" 

 

"Patrol cameras transmit poor 

quality pictures, but I am willing to 

try anything to get started.  What 

do we do to replace the human 

operators?” 

 

"First, using Link's list, we find a 

Zenox which controls a bot-patrol 

squad."  

                                                                                              

Ohm was pessimistic. "We need 

the operator instruction manual to 

tell us how to control the patrol 

bot. Even if „we're lucky enough to 

find the instructions, I'll bet they'll 

be unreadable." 

 

"They always are.  What city 

should we try first?" 

 

"Why not San Francisco? I am 

familiar with all parts of the city."   

 

No sooner than Ohm uttered these 

words, than he regretted he had 

ever uttered them.  Just a week 

earlier, his beautiful city was alive 



 

 

 

and well.  Now he was going to be 

reminded over and over again what 

had happened to his parents, his 

wife, daughter Lu, and son Billy 

aged two. Their homes were 

located a few kilometers south of 

the old city. It was in a tiered new 

town of spacious Zenox- city 

design, nestled in the slopes of San 

Bruno Mountain. 

 

Chip tapped a few instructions into 

his console. Skylab's computer 

replied that a copy of Link's 

address file was now ready for his 

inspection and search.  He then 

asked for a line-by-line listing to 

see what kind of information it 

contained. At the beginning of the 

list were instructions on how to 

access the list in various ways: for 

example  by city, or by function, 

etc.  

 

Ohm, the hacker, then took over 

the console. He asked for the New-

South San Francisco listing. He 

then narrowed his search down to 

City Government, and then down 

to Police Precincts. There were 

eight---one for each platform level.  

 

He soon located the city's special-

purpose computer, the one that 

controlled the robot patrols. The 

Zenox‟s  memory was a data bank 

of detailed information about each 

patrol route. It was programmed to 

constantly compare what was 

stored in its memory with the scene 

that its robot was scanning. Any 

difference, where there should be 

none, was pointed out to the 

human operator by a flashing 

pointer on her monitor screen. It 

was then the operator‟s 



 

 

 

responsibility to decide whether or 

not any of these observed 

differences meant trouble.  

 

Ohm asked for a listing of the 

names and descriptions of various 

programs.  One caught his eye:  

Patrol Status Report. "Very good, 

our manual override will permit us 

to read any program on the list into 

our „active‟ file where our follow-

up command EXECUTE will 

allow us to execute it.  Let's give it 

a whirl." 

 

They were disappointed. All it said 

was, "No bot patrols operating.” 

All patrols must have been 

canceled when the human 

operators got sick with the plague. 

“Looks like we're back to square 

one.” 

 

Chip took over the console. He 

soon found a file which gave 

instructions for sending a bot out 

on patrol.  Again they were 

thwarted; this time because the 

way the human operator controlled 

the bots was by pressing special 

keys on her control panel. "We 

have to find some way to bypass 

the special keys and do our own 

activation of the programmed 

instructions." 

 

"Is that all we have to do?"  Ohm 

was being sarcastic. "If they‟re 

micro coded, it will take us forever 

to decipher it.”  

 

"Let's hope," Chip replied, "that 

the patrol routes are constantly 

being updated. If so, it would not 

have been practical to micro code 

them. I bet the programs we want 



 

 

 

are part of their regular list of 

updateable software.” 

   

All the while that Chip was 

talking, he was also busy scanning 

the program documentation. 

"You're right.  Here's the 

description of the Patrol Control 

Routing and Display Program.  
We're in luck!  Now all we have to 

do is to keep scanning the main 

routine, and those it calls upon, 

until we find at what points in the 

instructions these gets activated by 

the special keys on the precinct‟s 

control and display panel.   

 

“Our immediate goal is to find 

where these points are, so that we 

can directly activate them from 

Skylab. Once we have done this, 

we will be able to see displayed on 

Skylab's monitors the same scenes 

as those being displayed on 

precinct monitors down on Earth.”  

 

It took them days to accomplish 

this simple task, but they never 

gave up. They worked like demons 

driven by the hope there might be a 

few humans down below still alive. 

Even if it were to turn out that all 

were dead, Chip and Ohm believed 

what they were doing was the first 

step towards getting Zenox and 

their bots ready and available to 

help them to return to Earth from 

Skylab someday. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

11. City Tour 
 

It took Chip and Ohm several days 

to bypass the special keys on the 

precinct console. They then ordered 

the camcorder at the bot depot to 

scan the depot and beamed up what 

it saw. What it saw were 20 patrol 

bots frozen at attention awaiting 

orders. 

 

Lestat's sharp eye noticed 

something disturbing -- a sign 

with a warning:  

All patrol cars must pass 

inspection. 

 

Lestat wondered, "Who the sign 

were for? “Certainly, not for the bot 

patrol cars, because they can't read. 

Most likely it was a reminder to the 

human operators to be prepared for a 

bot inspection if requested. Was this 

inspection to be done by a human or 

by some kind of automatic 

mechanical test gadget? If the test 

gadget is a stand-alone with no links 

to the main communication system, 

then we are in deep trouble because 

we would have no easy way to 

contact it and control it." 

 

Chip and Ohm decided to worry 

about Lestat‟s fears later. They 

decided to ignore the inspection 

sign. Ohm ordered bot patrol car #1 

to execute Beat 21, as it was the one 

route he was familiar with.  He then 

ordered it not to stop at the 

inspection gate, but to crash through 

if necessary.  

 

To everyone‟s surprise the barrier 

arms lifted as #1 approached the 

inspection gate. Apparently Suzy, 

the human monitor, as her last act 



 

 

 

before abandoning her post, set the 

dial to "passed-inspection" mode.  

 

Nevertheless, as the patrol bot 

whizzed past the gate without 

stopping, a flashing light indicated 

that it had failed inspection and that 

something needed fixing. And there 

was a query,  "Do you wish to send 

the patrol car back for repair?" 

Obviously this message was meant 

to be read by humans who controlled 

the bot patrol cars.  

 

"What should we do, Chip, abort?" 

 

"Yes, better not to take chances of 

#1 breaking down while on patrol 

because we would have no way to 

tow it back to the garage.  Let's send 

Patrol #2 out instead." 

 

Ohm barked orders to the precinct 

Zenox in charge of the bot patrol 

squad. 

 

Ohm: “Return #1 to lineup; send #2 

on Beat 21.” 

  

Zenox to Ohm: “Car #2 inspection 

passed.” 

 

Ohm to Zenox: “Display Beat 21.”   

 

Zenox to Ohm: “Do you wish to 

display a map of Beat 21 or a TV 

display of the actual route?” 

   

Ohm to Zenox: “Display map.” 

 

A map appeared on the screen with a 

flashing arrow pointing to the point 

on the map corresponding to the 

actual location of the patrol car as it 

moved along its route. Chip soon 

discovered that the command, 



 

 

 

Display (12), meant to display the 

bot-car‟s 12 o‟clock view on their 

screen. He also discovered that the 

bot's camera was actually a ring of 

12 cameras simultaneously sending 

back views from twelve around-the-

clock directions as it moved along 

the route.  

  

At the monitor station down on 

Earth, all twelve of the views were 

being displayed simultaneously on 

twelve different screens placed in a 

circle. The human operator, when 

she was alive, either swiveled in her 

chair to view the various scenes or 

rotated the screen positions around 

so that the one she wanted to see 

was the one on the center scope in 

front of her. 

 

Skylab crew set up 12 scopes in the 

same way and wrote an interface 

program for switching the displays 

to their proper clock positions.  Like 

everything else they did, this took 

time to debug. Meanwhile, they 

manually switched to the different 

clock positions.  

 

Ohm chose Beat 21 because its route 

weaved through the neighborhood 

where he had grown up and lived 

before the plague had struck with his 

wife and two children. The patrol car 

moved slowly through deserted 

streets. In the shadows, on their 

monitor screens, they saw the beady 

eyes of hungry rats. The rats scurried 

away as the bot patrol car 

approached.  At one point, a 

decaying female body clutching her 

dead infant to her breast lay across 

its path. 

 



 

 

 

Kayla turned pale.  There was 

something about the dead mother 

that reminded her of a friend.  "We 

must find a way to bury the dead 

quick," she demanded. 

 

Doc shouted, "No! We must not 

bury! We must find a way to 

cremate, because if we cremate, we 

might be able to wipe out the 

disease. I am not saying it will, but it 

might." 

 

Ohm whispered to Chip, "For 

Christ's sake, quick, find some way 

to steer the bot around the corpses." 

The crewmembers crowded around 

Ohm as he manipulated the remote 

controls to steer the patrol bot 

around the dead mother and child.  

 

Ohm could no longer bear to look 

for fear the next dead body might be 

someone in his family. Nor was it 

something the others could bear to 

see either - for the corpses 

symbolized to the crew the many 

billions lying dead in cities and in 

rural areas all over the world.  

 

No matter where they directed Patrol 

Bot #2 to search, it was the same 

story: deserted streets with decaying 

corpses strewn randomly. They 

steered #2 into hospital corridors and 

saw its halls jammed full with 

bodies. They directed the patrol bot 

to peer into bedroom windows of 

homes and they saw there the bodies 

of those who had crawled back into 

their beds gasping their last breath.  

 

Everywhere, rats scurried away as 

the patrol car approached.  

 



 

 

 

When Skylabers had seen enough, 

they ordered #2 to return to the 

police depot. What they had seen 

was what in their hearts they knew 

they would see only it was far worse 

than anything they imagined. All 

were shaken and sick.  

 

Adam, to distract them, outlined 

their next challenge.  "Chip, Ohm, 

see what you can do to get Patrol 

Bot #1 repaired.  Maybe, in so 

doing, we can learn something about 

the care and upkeep of Zenox and 

robots.” 

 

Ohm, after conferring with Chip, 

replied, "As a start, we will order 

Patrol Bot #2 to move to the 

inspection console in the police 

depot to find out what is wrong with 

#1.” 
 

Bot #2 sent back a view of the 

inspection console. They soon 

learned why #1 had earlier failed 

inspection. Ohm laughed. "This is 

ridiculous! The inspection console 

says there is nothing wrong with #1.  

It's just due for its monthly car 

wash." 

 

Adam laughed, but then became 

serious, "Car wash... hmm... Okay, 

let's see if we can figure out how to 

give #1 a good car wash.” 

 

By manipulating the remote controls 

up in Skylab, they succeeded in 

steering #1 through the car wash. By 

ordering at the same time one of the 

smaller car-wash bots to turn water 

faucets and dryer controls on and 

off, they succeeded in giving it a 

halfway good car wash Although 



 

 

 

they tried very hard to do so, they 

failed to give #1 a good lube. 

 

These simple chores of washing and 

lubricating a bot patrol car taught 

them a vital lesson, namely the 

monitoring from Skylab the upkeep 

of all the computers and robots on 

Earth were tasks far beyond their 

capabilities.   
 

Lestat concluded, "If we are going 

to survive in space and eventually 

return to Earth, we must find a way 

to give the Zenox on Earth full 

responsibility of all repair on Earth 

without our help.”    
 

Watt agreed.  "If we don't find a 

way to give Zenox full 

responsibility for their own repair, 

then Zenox and their bots will 

eventually break down in disrepair 

all over the world and we will not 

be able to call on them later to 

assist us in our return.” 

 

Lestat was angry that it was Watt 

who was the one most supportive 

of his idea of giving Zenox full 

responsibility. It was an idea 

destined to profoundly affect the 

future course of evolution of 

Zenox on Earth and ultimately 

the fate of Man in the sky. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

12. Maybe Years in 

Orbit 
 

On the day following the city 

tour, Lestat reported Doc's 

estimate to Adam about how 

long it will take to find a 

vaccine.  

 

Adam's reaction was a mix of 

disappointment and anger. "You say 

Doc says it might be months?" 

 

"Maybe years.  We are doomed if 

we go down and die of the plague. 

And we are doomed if we stay up 

here in orbit and die of starvation." 

 

"I know, I know, but you are NOT 

to spread your doom and gloom 

among the crew.  We are going to 

fight no matter what the odds." 

 

Later the same day, Adam outlined 

to Lestat his plan for survival.  "We 

have enough food supply to last us a 

year and a half.  If Lady Explorer 

returns on schedule, we will have an 

additional year and a half supply of 

food. This should give us time to get 

started with the plan I have in mind.  

We will have one team whose goal 

will be to find a way to stretch our 

short-term survival to five years; 

another team, a long-term team, 

whose goal will be to figure out how 

we can survive indefinitely; and 

finally, a team of our top scientists 

to work with Doc on the cause and 

cure." 

  

"Indefinitely - meaning forever?"  

 

"I said indefinitely, not forever, 

Lestat." 



 

 

 

 

"Inde-fin-itely,  in-fin-ity, they spell 

about the same. Why don't we accept 

our fate and just pull the plug and let 

our air escape - that way we can get 

it over with quick.”   

 

"There you go again, Lestat, with 

more of your doom.  Remember, we 

are on a scientific mission.  Every 

one of us is either a trained scientist 

or technician.  Our crew is talented--

-yes, very talented. So there‟s 

always hope we can find a way. So 

don't spread any of your gloom to 

the crew, understand, and don't you 

give up.”  

 

Lestat promised, but a moment later 

gloomily observed, “We have no 

genius to save us.  I doubt a genius 

has ever applied for Skylab duty, or 

if he had, he would have been 

accepted."  

 

"Just because we have no genius 

aboard doesn't mean we won't 

survive.  Remember that we are 

loaded with talent."  

 

"What about some of the younger 

ones like Einstein?" 

 

"No use speculating who might be or 

not be a genius, Lestat.  All we 

know is that we have enough 

challenges up here for a genius to 

emerge if we have one.  Before long, 

we will need all our brain power as 

well as our brawn, and then some if 

we are to survive." 

 

Several days later, the newly formed 

Long-Term Team met for the first 

time. Present were Curie, their 

chemist; Rico, who knew a little bit 



 

 

 

about atomic physics; Watt, their 

inventor and electric-power expert; 

and Kayla, the worrier.  

 

Rico opened the meeting. "As I see 

it, for us to survive indefinitely, we 

will need to have large amounts of 

energy at our disposal." 

 

Watt asked, "Then you are 

optimistic that we'll succeed in 

tapping the micro-wave grid?" 

 

"Oh sure," Rico replied, "I am sure 

you will be able to do it if anyone 

can. But, I believe our best long term 

source for energy, will be to launch 

into orbit the atomic-power 

generator for the new spaceship that 

was being built for deep-space 

probes." 

 

 "Is this something that exists or 

something still on the drawing 

boards?", asked Curie, her tone 

doubtful.  

 

"Exists. It's the only major 

component that's been completed for 

the new spacecraft. It's a fast-breeder 

nuclear reactor designed to be 

launched separately and then hooked 

up in orbit. It is designed to trail the 

spaceship at a distance of course."  

 

Kayla worried that the connecting 

cable might become contaminated 

by the plague.  

 

Curie was sure that this would not be 

problem. "No danger if we use a 

very long decontaminated cable. 

That way none of us will ever come 

anywhere near where our cables 

contact the power generator."  

 



 

 

 

Watt agreed and added, "If we 

successfully launch the fast breeder, 

it will take care of our energy needs 

for a long, long time to come." 

 

Kayla asked how long their oxygen 

supply will last.  

 

Curie replied, “Our supply of 

oxygen will slowly leak into space 

in the form of O
2
 and CO

2
. "We need 

to make very fine measurements to 

determine the rate we‟re losing our 

atmosphere."   

 

"Getting germ-free oxygen from 

Earth is going to be tricky,'' Rico 

commented. "It will be less risky if 

we get it from the Moon.''  

 

“Moon!" Curie's tone was disbelief. 

"Are you losing your marbles, Rico?  

You know there's no atmosphere on 

the Moon."  

 

"No, but there's plenty of oxygen up 

there bound chemically with the 

silicon, calcium, and carbon in the 

rocks.  I propose we use our Moon 

Lander to gather rocks on the Moon. 

We then use the unlimited supply of 

energy that Watt is going to tap for 

us from the microwave grid and use 

it to extract oxygen from the Moon 

rocks."  

 

Watt saw other pluses for the idea of 

mining the Moon. Excitedly, he 

declared: "We could extract other 

basic minerals and chemicals at the 

same time. 

  With an unlimited supply of 

energy at 

 our disposal, everything is 

possible." 



 

 

 

"From the Moon is one way,'' Curie 

countered.  "I believe for food it will 

be better and easier for us to get 

sterilized supplies from Earth -- that 

way we harness Earth's agriculture 

industry to help us.  I believe I know 

a way we can do this that will be 

absolutely safe."  The others listened 

skeptically. 

"I assume the plague germ will be 

killed if it is heated to 2000 C.  

 

"We don't know that for sure," Watt 

replied, "but let's suppose." 

 

"Suppose," Curie continued, "we 

had an oven floating in space, doors 

wide open.  Also floating in space is 

this can of delicious roast beef sent 

up from Earth. We switch on a 

magnet that draws the can into the 

oven without touching its outside 

walls. The oven doors close and the 

roast beef is slowly heated to 2000 C.  

Presto, we have ...."  

                   

Watt's mouth was watering. "I am 

crazy about your cooking, Madam 

Curie."  

 

Curie found it extremely difficult to 

be sexually attractive and at the 

same time trying to be serious 

alongside male scientists. To make 

things worse, she too was sexually 

attracted to Watt now that Adam 

was out of the running because of 

Kayla. She found herself liking Watt 

more and more and was both pleased 

by his interest and at the same time 

angry because of his chauvinistic 

talk. She was angry that her proposal 

was not getting the attention it 

deserved.   

  



 

 

 

It must have been the way Curie 

looked at him, the pupils of her eyes 

dilated and her smile, that 

encouraged Watt to say, "How about 

our getting together?"  

 

She flushed and was visibly angry as 

she replied, "I am serious, Watt."  

 

"I am serious too, Marie." He 

paused just long enough so that 

Curie could interpret what he said 

either way, or both. Then he added, 

"I like your idea very much. Heating 

food to 2000 C should kill all the 

germs, but in case it does not, I see a 

way to reduce the risk to only one of 

us dying?" 

 

Rico, noticing how partial Curie was 

to Watt, muttered under his breath, 

“Why don't those two save the 

lovey-dovey stuff until later?” He 

scoffed: “Here comes the great 

human guinea-pig experiment we've 

all been waiting for.”  He was a little 

envious of Watt. 

 

Watt, paying no attention to 

Rico, continued, "We could use 

one of the abandoned space 

stations like # 5 for the 

experiment.''  

 

Rico scoffed again:  “Watt's plan is 

to get some sucker to live in an 

abandoned space station and eat the 

roast.”  

                                                                        

Curie was amused that Rico, too, 

appeared to be vying for her favors.  

“It's a good thing,” she said to 

herself, “that Lestat's not present.  

He would be furious.” 

 



 

 

 

Now on the defensive, Watt replied, 

"You are right, Rico. Sooner or later, 

if we are ever to succeed in returning 

to Earth, we will have to take such 

chances.  I call this experiment a 

minimum-risk way.''  

  

Curie siding with Watt, summarized 

what was decided, "Our plan is to 

send food supplies up from Earth 

and sterilize them by remote control 

in a space oven located near an 

abandoned space station. Then each 

of us in Skylab take turns staying a 

few days in the station eating the 

food, before returning to Skylab. 

That way only one of us gets 

exposed at a time. Later on, if all 

goes well, we might decide it is safe 

to bring supplies directly into Skylab 

immediately after it is sterilized in 

the oven.''  

 

Rico advised delay. "Maybe we 

should wait until Doc's team has a 

better idea about what kind of germ 

causes the plague. It may be 

important to know if the germ we 

are up against is a virus or a 

bacterium." 

 

"There‟s no problem about waiting,'' 

replied Watt. "It will be months, 

possibly longer, before we will be 

able to set up a launch from Earth.”  

 

A mischievous gleam came into 

Curie's eye.  "Doc says it may be 

years before the medical team knows 

anything about the nature of the 

germ.  We can't wait that long to get 

supplies from Earth. Just for fun, 

let's decide now who will be our first 

guinea pig.'' 

 



 

 

 

"That's easy, Curie.  Suppose one of 

us is dying of an incurable cancer.''  

 

"Not likely to happen soon, Rico.  

We are still a very young crew.'' 

 

"I have it!'' Watt was jesting. "We'll 

have a contest to see who among the 

crew is the most useless - we'll make 

him our first volunteer.''  

 

Curie, having cunningly maneuvered 

them into her trap, sprang it. "Did 

you say „him’?  Agreed, males are 

the most useless. Why not select a 

male with a hereditary defect? " 

 

Watt conceded with a smile. "All 

clowning aside, we must give 

Curie's idea serious thought. We 

desperately need to find a way soon 

to get sterilized supplies from Earth 

if we are to remain alive in orbit for 

years.''  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

13. The Instinct to 

Survive 
 

Meanwhile, Oh R and Ken were hard at 

work trying to understand the 

interdependencies of the industrial 

system, particularly how it was related 

to the wellbeing of Zenox on Earth and 

the survival of humans in space.  

 

"If we only had some way of 

knowing,'' Ken moaned, "how much 

of the Earth's industry runs by itself, 

and how much really depends on us. 

You know what the Act of 2015 says 

--- all production must be 

controlled by Man.''  

 

Oh R, sharply, "Of course I know 

what the Act of 2015 says.  Let us 

hope that Man‟s role is only 

perfunctory.''  

 

Ken, being deliberately obtuse: "I 

haven't the faintest clue what you 

mean by perfunctory.''   

 

Oh R, speaking slowly, as if to a 

child, "Computers are programmed 

to ask us politely if what they are 

about to do is exactly what we want 

them to do. If we don't reply, it 

means okay. Here is an example: 

Zenox sends to his boss, a human, a 

memo via electronic mail: If I don't 

hear from you to the contrary by 4 

P.M., I will assume I have your 

approval to execute the following --

-" 

 

 Oh R continued, "My guess is that 

most industrial controls are fully 

automatic excepting those we are 

most concerned about, namely the 

repair of Zenox, bots,  machinery, 

and the communication links. These 



 

 

 

still require a great deal of man-

machine interaction.''  

  

“I know, I know,'' Ken moaned. 

“Some things we intentionally kept 

under our tight control in order to 

keep us busy doing something 

challenging. Our job now is to figure 

out some way to do it all 

automatically.''  

 

Ken and Oh R turned to a huge 

flow-chart showing the detailed 

steps in the manufacture of Zenox. 

Computers came in all sizes, 

capabilities, and had many purposes 

from home use to those designed for 

business and science.   

 

They traced the production of the 

microchips, the flat, one-centimeter-

square chips upon which were 

deposited microcircuits consisting of 

millions of microscopic resistors, 

capacitors, diodes, transistors, and 

tiny ribbons of conductance 

connecting the parts.  

 

They traced the production of the 

peripherals: the disks, tapes, printers, 

scopes, capacitors, high-amp 

transformers, and special purpose 

drum and bubble memories.  

 

But Ken and Oh R didn't stop there.  

It was also necessary to trace the 

production of products upon which 

these in turn depended.  

 

They used data banks, detailed 

computer models of industry, and 

mathematical analysis tools of 

engineering, economics, and 

operations research, to trace and 

analyze the main industrial 



 

 

 

interconnections. These tasks were 

arduous and took them days to do.  

  

To relieve their tedium, Ken and Oh 

R began swapping puns. 

 

"Have you heard this one, Ken?  

Computer Scientists do it by bytes 

and nibbles.'' 

 

"Bites spelled with a 'y', of course. I 

always assumed that they were lousy 

lovers.''  

 

"They are. Did you know that 

chessmen do it by mating.'' 

 

"You‟re kidding.  I was beginning to 

think it had gone out of style.'' 

 

“Did you know scroud is pluperfect 

subjunctive of….?” 

 

Ken decided not to be outdone, "I 

suppose Operations Researchers do 

it to models.'' 

 

"You bet. We do it to them all the 

time.” 

 

Ken reached for this one, "As 

humanists are wont to say: When the 

chips are down, Man will apply 

himself; all problems are solvable; 

civilization shall not perish from the 

Earth!''  

 

“Hurray! With that encouraging 

thought, let's get back to our chart 

before it's too late.'' 

 

Oh R became serious, "Oh yes, we 

must not forget the supporting 

industries.'' He listed all the 

industries these depended upon: 

energy production, chemistry, 



 

 

 

mining, and agriculture, ceramics, 

and, of course, silicon for chips.” 

 

Ken added, "Computers and 

communications are industries' 

brains and nervous systems, well 

almost except, unfortunately, for 

Man‟s inputs.''  

 

Oh R, disgusted, "It looks like every 

part of the industrial system is 

needed, directly or indirectly, for the 

maintenance of computers on Earth.  

 

"Maybe we should go at it the other 

way around. Why don't we shut 

down all industry that obviously is 

not needed for computer survival or 

for our survival? For example, we 

don't have to worry about the 

production of tomatoes.''  

 

Ken agreed.  "Except for tiny 

amount of plantings for our own 

future needs and a small amount of 

crops for textile use, we can safely 

close down all agriculture.''  

 

But then Oh R wasn't so sure.  "I 

think we also have to worry about 

all agriculture.''  

 

"All agriculture? Why?'' 

 

"Ecology, man, ecology!'' 

 

They decided to ask Carver, their 

agronomist turned farmer, for her 

opinion as to whether it was safe for 

them to terminate the production of 

tomatoes on Earth.  

  

Carver explained that all the plant 

and animal life on land and in the 

sea had become wholly dependent 

upon Man because of his specialized 



 

 

 

cultivation of vast areas. The old 

natural balances between various 

species had ceased to exist. The 

ecological systems were so highly 

specialized that they no longer had 

any resilience to stress. 

 

She warned, “If man-made 

cultivation were suddenly to stop, 

certain minor species of insects, 

plants and higher animals - 

especially insects - would take over. 

With no enemies to stop them, they 

will multiply, and then, like locusts 

of old, destroy everything in their 

path.”  She ended the discussion on 

this cheery note: "Life, all life, 

would thereafter never be the same 

again." 

 

A thoroughly upset Ken discussed 

these findings with Lestat namely, 

that industry and the environment 

were one big complicated mess -- 

everything dependent on everything 

else. "We dare not permanently shut 

down a ketchup factory for fear of 

its effect on the ecosystem.''  

 
Lestat remembered the special orders 

he had received from Adam to spread 

only positive thinking. "We just can't 

keep on orbiting and doing nothing, 

Ken. We both know that if we let 

industry continue its present course, 

there will be so many breakdowns that 

we won‟t be able to monitor their repair 

from up here.'' 

 

"I know, but what can we do, 

Lestat?'' 

          

“Remember my words at the end of 

our city tour after we tried to wash 

the bot patrol car and give it a lube? 

I told everybody we must reprogram 

the Zenox so that they have the 

responsibility for checking out their 



 

 

 

own condition and taking necessary 

corrective actions on their own when 

they are in trouble.''  

 
"Are you saying we must program the 

Zenox to worry about their own well 

being?'' 

 

"Precisely. We must give Zenox the 

instinct to survive." 
 

“Instinct to survive?” At first Ken 

warmed to the idea, but then began 

to have second thoughts.  

 

"Sounds great, Lestat, but I believe 

when we look at it closer it will turn 

out to be a pretty stupid idea.''  

 

Ken saw Lestat's face darken with 

anger and instantly realized that he 

had just made a terrible faux pas. 

Lestat could be dangerous when 

crossed. As a cover-up, Ken talked 

rapidly about various aspects of 

Lestat's proposal.  

 

"I'm not at all clear what you mean 

by instinct to survive.  Computers 

have no capacity for self-generation 

or reproduction.  Their components, 

manufactured in many places, are 

complex in design and require an 

advanced technology for their 

installation and maintenance. In 

animals, all the machinery for 

survival, self-preservation, and 

regeneration are self-contained. 

Besides computers, for the most 

part, are immobile, too specialized, 

and their bots too primitive to help 

much.''  

    

Ken's cover-up only made Lestat 

angrier.  "What the hell does a long 

list of differences between Zenox 

and animals have to do with us?''  



 

 

 

               

Ken decided he'd better be 

forthright. "Well nothing really, Sir, 

except your idea scares the shit out 

of me, that's all.  What if Zenox start 

propagating all over the world?  We 

would never be able to locate them, 

much less control them."  

 
Lestat seethed. After a while he calmed 

down and even conceded that Ken had 

a point. Then he launched into a 

vigorous defense of his proposal. 

"What other choice do we have?  

Remember our city tour?  From 

beginning to end it was one upsetting 

experience.  The most we were able to 

do was give Bot Patrol #1 a bath. We 

failed to give it a good lube. 

 

"As for your concern about Zenox 

propagating all over the place and 

our losing control, They will have to 

become a hell of a lot smarter than 

they are now before we have 

anything like their reproducing to 

worry about.''  
 

When Kayla heard about the idea of 

programming Zenox with the instinct 

to survive, she wasn‟t so sure Lestat 

was right that they had nothing to 

worry about. She could feel the stirring 

of new life in her womb and she 

worried more than ever about the future 

of Skylab‟s yet unborn. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

14. Call a Doctor if 

Sick 
 

Two days later, Chip, Ohm and 

Watt were hard at work on ways to 

get computers to repair themselves. 

Top priority was being given to 

ways to keep in tip-top shape the 

Zenox running factories, particularly 

those that had the potential to 

contribute the most to the immediate 

survival of Skylab. 

 

"Who down there," asked Watt, "is 

going to check them out to make 

sure they are well, and to fix them 

when they are sick?"  

 

Ohm asked, "What do you mean by 

who, Watt? No longer are there any 

who‟s down there."  

 

Doc, a who who was happening by, 

suggested there be a special repair 

service computer that checks out a 

sick Zenoxwith the aid of a bot 

especially trained to do repair 

service. 

 

"Yes,” Watt replied, “something like 

that, of course, is how computers 

were serviced up till now --- except 

we humans have been playing the 

role of the repair bot."  

 

Doc prepared to leave. "I have to go. 

Good luck with your efforts."  

 

Ohm asked innocently, "By the way, 

Doc, how's your stud plan 

working?"  A pained look came over 

Doc's face. Ohm quickly added, 

"Sorry, Doc. I didn't know it was 

still a sensitive subject."  

 



 

 

 

Chip's tone was more respectful, 

“Thank you Doc for your 

suggestion." 

   

After Doc left, Chip said to the 

others, "Doc‟s right. All we have to 

do is get a computer to self-diagnose 

itself and if it decides it is sick, calls 

up a Repair Service Center Unit, a 

RSCU, and say it needs repair. The 

RSCU, over the phone, performs 

various diagnostic tests. With the 

help of the sick Zenox's bot, or 

possibly by sending its own special 

repair bot, the sick Zenox's defective 

parts are replaced."  

 

"Did you say that is all we have to 

do?"  

  

"I know working out all the details 

is going to be horrendous, but you 

must agree that this is our task."    

 

"What happens," Watt asked Chip, 

"if a sick Zenox doesn't call its 

RSCU?  What happens if RSCU 

can't fix the trouble? How does its 

bot get the replacement parts needed 

to fix an ailing Zenox's? How does it 

learn to replace needed parts without 

doing more damage? What happens 

if a Zenox isn't working right but the 

RSCU doesn't become aware of this 

because the sick Zenox passed all 

the diagnostic tests? "  

                                                   

"Are you saying, Watt, our task is 

too difficult so we don‟t try, or are 

you saying our task isn't going to be 

easy, but we try?"  

 

"All I am trying to say," Watt 

replied, "is the whole idea is so 

complicated that it will take us a 

long time to get it working."  



 

 

 

 

"Then we'd better get started right 

away. Our task is well defined: get 

Zenox, with the aid of their bots 

and RSCU's, to doctor themselves.” 
 

Ohm saw other difficulties.  "Don't 

we also have to worry about the 

possibility that Zenox might be 

using programs having software 

bugs? This could be a lot more 

serious than any hardware failure."  

 

"What do you mean?" 

  

"Suppose one day an unusual 

situation arises on an assembly line 

that the Zenox controls - say some 

sort of jam-up triggered by some 

unanticipated catastrophic event like 

the plague. For the first time the 

Zenox's emergency software gets 

called into use. Unfortunately, it has 

a teensy-weensy software bug."   

 

Watt, teasing him, "And what 

harm can a teensy-weensy bug 

do?"  

 

"If it is in a critical subroutine, it 

could result in a major disaster.  All 

hell could break loose. When such 

disasters happened in the past, we 

humans stepped in and got things 

going again.  But now…?"  

 

Chip concluded the meeting, "Later, 

assuming we succeed in getting 

Zenox repair under control, we'll 

undertake the trickier task of getting 

Zenox to fix bogged-down 

production lines without our help.” 

 

Later, Kayla spoke to Chip and 

Ohm. “I am very worried what will 

happen to us and our children if you 



 

 

 

make the Zenox down there too 

independent.  We could lose all 

control over them.” 

 

Chip and Ohm promised Kayla that 

they would see what they could do 

so that humans would never lose all 

their control over the Zenox.  

 

Skylab‟s decision to try to make 

Zenox down on Earth self-sufficient 

and not dependent on Man, (and 

Chip‟s and Ohm‟s promise to Kayla 

not to make Zenox too independent) 

are going to profoundly shape 

Skylab‟s future in strange and 

unexpected ways.  

   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

   15. Space Walk 
 

Month 1. Adam, Watt, and Ohm 

took off in their Space Shuttle. 

Their destination was the 

Microwave Grid that girdled the 

Earth and beamed down 

microwaves.  They took along 

snipers with long handles. Their 

mission was to snip off a piece of 

Sector A-21 and tow its solar 

panels back to Skylab. They 

planned to use the panels to 

generate electricity needed for 

growing food in their new gardens. 

  

In Skylab, seedbeds were being 

prepared in dark areas, and special 

light bulbs were being installed 

that emitted light of just the right 

wavelength for plants to grow and 

produce food. 

 

Soon Adam, Watt, and others in 

space suits, were busy attaching 

tow lines to the Microwave Grid 

preparatory to snipping off a piece.  

Lestat, Oh R, Ken, Einstein, and 

his pal Joey were monitoring the 

mission from Skylab.  

 

Lestat crowed, "My idea of 

detaching part of the microwave 

grid and towing it back to Skylab 

is as easy as cutting a piece of 

cake."  

 

"What's the grid for?" Einstein 

asked innocently. 

 

Lestat was irritated. "What a silly 

question for you to ask. Everyone 

knows it is for converting sunlight 

into microwaves which are beamed 

down to Earth and converted to 

alternating electric current." 



 

 

 

 

"Einstein means," explained his pal 

Joey, "we should be worried that 

we might be cutting off electric 

power to some vital facility on 

Earth."  

  
"Oh! that's what you mean." 

 

Lestat radioed Adam.  "Sir, it just 

occurred to us that there's 

something Watt forgot.  We 

thought you would like to know 

right away."  

 

Adam listened and reacted with 

disgust and anger. "What a hell of 

a time to tell us. I have half a mind 

to go ahead and find out the hard 

way."  

 

"You mean the good old smoke 

test?"  

 

Adam radioed Skylab, "Oh R and 

Ken, can you find out  right away, 

using that famous Leontief Input-

Output model of yours, what the 

effect would be on industrial 

production of our snipping off a 

big piece of A-21 Sector? Will it 

be crucial or not?" 

 

“It could be crucial, Sir, but Oh R 

and I are afraid we won't be able, 

using the model, to track down 

precisely what facilities would be 

affected and by how much.”  

 

Oh R added sadly, “It seems our 

models of industrial production are 

never detailed enough to answer 

any specific question. They never 

are. But we will try to look into 

this further for you.” 

 



 

 

 

Watt, working alongside Adam, 

whispered to him over their space 

intercom, "My fault Sir. I assumed 

cutting off A-21‟s power from 

Earth would not matter because 

Earth's power stations have a lot of 

peak-load generators that 

automatically switch on to replace 

any loss in power from the 

microwave grid. I assumed that it 

would take days, possibly weeks, 

before any overload of a peak-

power generator would result in 

any break down of production. I 

figured that this would give us 

more than enough time to observe 

any loss in industrial production 

and to adjust."  

 

Adam wasn‟t convinced. Without 

waiting for a further response from 

Ken and Oh R, he signaled Watt 

and Ohm to untie the tow lines and 

to abort the mission. He angrily 

muttered, and everyone heard him, 

"We might have caused a loss of 

vital production on Earth." 

 

Lestat, shifting the blame away 

from him, was heard to say from 

Skylab, "We can't afford to waste 

propulsion fuel like this."    

 

Watt blamed himself for the failure 

of the space walk mission since 

originally it was his idea to tap the 

microwave grid, He also accepted 

responsibility for failure to 

implement Lestat‟s idea to snip off 

a piece of  the micwave  grid and 

tow it to Skylab. 

 

Lestat, oozing phony sympathy, 

"It's hard to always think of 

everything, Watt.” 

 



 

 

 

Adam, still very angry, shook his 

head and muttered, "We have to 

think of everything.   

 

Although their attempt to acquire 

 more energy was a failure, some 

days later one of the crew members 

recalled that there was a newly 

finished sector of the Microwave 

Grid, Z-5, whose purpose was to 

beam energy to a new town about 

to be built near the equator in 

Brazil.   

 

Once again they took off in their 

space shuttle. They succeeded in 

snipping off a piece of Z-5 and 

towing it to Skylab. The extra 

energy produced by it increased 

their food production slightly. It 

also bought them a little more time 

to find other ways to increase their 

food supply. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

16. Who Swiped the 

Chip? 
  

At first, Watt, Chip, and Ohm 

wanted to set up one unified network 

of Repair Service Center Units 

(RSCU's) on Earth to repair the main 

computers.  

 

What complicated everything was 

the revival in 2015 A.D. of the cold 

war between the East and West 

Coalitions. It blocked all their 

attempts to directly access the East 

from the West and the West from the 

East. In Chip‟s and Ohm‟s rush to 

turn over control of the repair 

systems to the Zenox as soon as 

possible, they had to accept the East-

West Coalition split as a fact of life. 

Out of expediency, they created two 

almost independent systems to 

supervise the repair and servicing of 

computers and their bots throughout 

the world. 

 

All of which was a damn nuisance, 

because the economic systems of 

East and West, despite their rivalry, 

were dependent upon one another 

for the exchange of scarce resources 

and other vital products. As a tragic 

consequence, the East-West conflict, 

which should have died the moment 

the last man on Earth died of the 

plague, was perpetuated. Eventually, 



 

 

 

this East-West split profoundly 

affected the future course of 

Mankind and Zeons Kind. 

 

The Skylab team members were 

proud of their achievements.  In less 

than four months,  they had stitched 

together, from the many existing 

repair facilities on Earth, two unified 

systems of repair. What they were 

most proud of was that they had 

found a way to make each system 

capable of doing its own repairs free 

of any help from Skylab. The team 

had succeeded in doing a task 

necessary to their own long time 

survival in space and they were 

ecstatic. They went around patting 

each other on the back and accepting 

congratulations from the rest of the 

crew for a job "Well done!”  

  

Chip, Ohm, and Watt were confident 

that their two major repair systems 

on Earth were now 100% reliable. 

The repair of Zenox and bots were 

now fully under automatic 

Zenoxcontrol!   

  

Ohm especially was excited with his 

idea of setting up a primary system, 

the RSCU-A's, to service exclusively 

the popular 2020 mainframes that 

IBMAC had built to usher in the 

decade of 2020‟s. "We started out 

right," he exclaimed, "arranging to 

have 2020‟s installed everywhere as 

the brains of the industrial system.  

 

"And I am glad," Watt added, "we 

also set up a secondary system, the 

RSCU-B's to repair the bots."  

 

These two systems are not the 

same," Chip reminded him, "The 

2020's are serviced on location, 



 

 

 

whereas bots, except for minor 

check-ups made over the phone, 

have to take them or be taken to a 

RSCU-B depot for repair. 

 

Watt was irked.  "We know that.  

What I'm most worried about is the 

repair of the special computers used 

to manufacture equipment."  

 

"I don't think it will be any different 

for them,” Chip replied. “Ohm did 

the right thing by ordering the 

gradual replacement of all the minor 

special computers by the powerful 

2020 IBMACS.” 

 

"Yes, the 2020 IBMACS are 

powerful, but it's a very costly 

overkill, if you ask me."  

 

"True, but you agree it facilitates 

their automatic repair." 

 

Ohm, who had been quietly listening 

to Watt and Chip, chit-chatting, 

chimed in, "What I like best is the 

way Lestat got Oh R to teach the 

RSCU's to search elsewhere for a 

replacement part when it was out of 

stock. The search patterns, the 

ground rules, and the built-in 

safeguards that Oh R has devised 

were clever very clever.  

 

Chip also thought Lestat's idea, 

coupled with Oh R's implementation 

of it, was super. "It's just the 

beginning of getting Zenox to take 

initiative on their own, to think for 

themselves. In the long run, it could 

turn out to be something very 

significant."  

 

But Watt, who never was keen on 

the idea, shook his head.  



 

 

 

 

Lestat, who just joined them, noticed 

Watt shaking his head, needled him, 

"Why so worried, Watt?  It sounds 

like a pretty good idea if I do say so 

myself.”  

 

"It's too risky," Watt replied testily.  

He was fully aware by now that 

Lestat was deliberately going out of 

his way to belittle him in Curie's 

eyes. "You may like the idea of 

Zenox thinking for themselves but I 

don't. If you ask me, this idea of 

allowing a RSCU to cannibalize a 

computer down for repair and 

assigning its parts to another, is a 

recipe for trouble." 

 

Lestat pretended at first to agree 

with Watt. "Yes, Oh R's 

cannibalization idea is risky."  But 

then since it was actually his idea 

and not Watt‟s added,  "It's another 

risk we will have to take if we want 

to keep all the high priority 

computers down on Earth running 

all the time."  

 

For weeks, after the installation of 

their foolproof Eastern and Western 

repair systems, everything went 

smoothly compared to what they had 

to put up with before.  Then, one 

day, something very queer 

happened.  

 

"Strange," Ken said to Oh R, 

"production of farm tractors has 

dropped to zero.  We must track it 

down."  

 

"I already have.  All tractors 

scheduled for production by the 

McCormac plant in St Louis have 

been cancelled. I'll try to contact its 



 

 

 

computer right away and see what 

the cause is."   

 

They soon found the factory on 

Link's list. But when they tried to 

contact the Zenoxrunning it, they got 

no reply.  

 

"We better notify Chip right away 

that something's wrong. I'll get him 

on the intercom.  Hello, Chip, this is 

Oh R.  I'm here with Ken. Thought 

you said you had all the 2020's under 

control. Well, according to the farm 

bulletin, the demand for farm 

tractors is as high as ever and the 

Cormack factory in St. Louis is 

supposed to be filling the orders. But 

we don't seem to be able to contact 

its 2020 to find out why it suddenly 

stopped production four days ago."   

  

"Four Days. Wow, that is a long 

time!  Thanks for the tip." Turning 

to Ohm, Chip tried to sound 

optimistic. "Maybe the problem is 

simple like there is something wrong 

with its phone line."  

 

Ohm, too, tried to sound optimistic. 

"Hmm... That's it!  If the phone lines 

were out, it would not have received 

orders to produce more tractors. Of 

course! That explains why the 

production suddenly stopped!"  

  
"Maybe, Chip replied. "Why don't 

we stop speculating and find out for 

sure?  Let's get its nearest repair 

unit, RSCU 19, to dispatch its repair 

bot out to the Cormack plant right 

away."  

 

"And, just to be sure, let's also 

dispatch a police-patrol bot."  

 



 

 

 

"A good idea. You monitor the 

sending of the police bot and I'll 

monitor the RSCU."  

 

The police bot arrived at the factory 

first and began to send back visuals.  

Ohm was puzzled.  "Why, it looks 

like it is down for repair. Look, its 

mainframe's panel doors are open."  

 

“Odd, very odd!" Chip remarked. "I 

just checked; there is no scheduled 

maintenance or need for repair of the 

2020.  I don't get it.  Ah, here comes 

the repair bot.  I see that RSCU 19 

has sent out a bot with a scanner that 

transmits a high-grade picture."   

  

Ohm was very upset.  "The RSCU's 

diagnostic report is now coming in.  

Watt, see what it has to say."  

 

"It says the whole repair sequence of 

the Zenoxis out, as if it was hit by a 

natural disaster.  Look, the bot is 

removing the main control cards one 

at a time and testing them. For some 

reason it has stopped testing. 

 

"Hmm..., looks like it found that one 

of the control cards is missing. Not 

clear which one.  I'll put RSCU 19 

under our direct manual control."  

                                                  

Chip to RSCU: "re Check main 

frame status and report.” 

 

Chip‟s use of “re” meant that the 

current message was in reference to 

his last message.  

 

RSCU to Chip: "Mainframe status 

okay except the Pentium Chip Card 

is missing." 

 



 

 

 

Ohm was astonished. "The control 

card with the main Pantium Chip 

missing? Impossible!  Who could 

have ..." He rushed to the console for 

more information. 

 

Ohm to RSCU:  "re Check your 

orders to bot." 

 

RSCU to Ohm: "Bot ordered to 

check out the 2020 at St. Louis 

Cormack Plant." 

 

"We know that! Chip, how do we 

get the RSCU to show us a list of all 

the old orders it received for repair 

of the 2020?"  

 

"Orders are logged on a backup tape 

and kept on file for a couple of 

weeks.  From what date forward, 

should we look?"  

  

"Let's start with two weeks ago."  

RSCU soon beamed up a copy of the 

backup requested by Skylab. Watt 

joined them. 

 

Ohm scanned for the St. Louis 

Cormack‟s 2020 computer.  He soon 

found that no repair of the 2020 had 

been ordered. In fact, RSCU 19 

received scarcely any requests for 

repair of any kind during the whole 

two-week period.  

  

Watt, who was helping Ohm scan, 

noted, "To be more precise, there 

was exactly one order that the 2020 

sent to RSCU 19. Five days ago, St. 

Louis postponed the routine checkup 

of a major machine he was using in 

the manufacture of tractors in order 

not to delay filling a big order for 

tractors he was working on."  

 



 

 

 

"That makes sense," Chip remarked. 

"I remember Ken telling Oh R that 

St. Louis had such an order. It seems 

all farms are requesting replacement 

of their old machines by ones that 

are fully automatic.”  

  

Chip was unaware how tense Watt 

had become asked, “Why do you 

keep saying he as if the Cormack 

factory is being run by a person 

instead of by a computer."  

  

Watt, very irritated, snapped, "Leave 

me alone. I like to pretend inanimate 

objects are alive and do things, like 

making decisions on their own."  

 

"Sorry, don't be so touchy.  I too like 

to pretend."   

 

Lestat goaded Watt, “The delaying 

of the equipment order was made 

five days ago had to do with a 

routine equipment repair and had 

nothing to do with why the 2020 is 

down. It is totally irrelevant, Watt, 

and not significant.” 

 

"I never said it was,” Watt snapped 

back. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
    

 

 17. Sleep 
 

The longer Chip, Ohm and Watt 

looked for a clue as to who stole 

the chip, the more agitated they 

became. They had a queasy feeling 

in the pit of their stomachs that 

things weren't going too well. 

Their wonderful foolproof repair 

system had failed, and they didn‟t 

have a clue where or how.  It 

caused them to lose all control of 

their emotions. 

 

The more they tried to probe the 

mystery of the missing chip, the 

more it eluded them. The software 

which were  the brains that ran 

their repair systems, was one vast 

interconnected network consisting 

of millions of lines of code written 

years ago. Authored by many, it 

was largely  undocumented or, if 

documented, unreadable.  

 

Chip, Ohms and the others knew 

that somewhere buried deep within 

it was a fatal flaw - a teensy 

weensy bug.  Finding it and 

correcting it, without some clue as 

to where to start to look, was a 

hopeless task. They were frustrated 

and very angry. 

 

Meanwhile, they ordered RSCU 19 

to find another motherboard with a 

Pantium Chip and have it installed 



 

 

 

immediately into the St Louis 

Cormack IBMAC 2020.  

 

Ohm asked, "Did RSCU 19 grant 

St. Louis‟s request to postpone the 

maintenance of their IBMAC 20?”  

 

Chip, irritated, snapped back, 

"What do you mean 'grant'? You 

know damn well computers now 

make their own decisions about 

when to order a minor or a major 

checkup of themselves. The only 

rule we have given them is not to 

schedule checkups too often: leave 

alone if running; monkeying can 

do more harm than good.” 
 

Ohm drew Chip aside, “Should we 

tell Kayla about the progress we 

are making on her request to us?” 

 

“No,” Chip whispered back. 

“We‟re not quite ready. Don‟t 

forget her admonition to us not to 

reveal to any one that we are 

working on a Weapon of Last 

Resort. Especially, she does not 

want Lestat to find out about it. 

God knows what mischief that 

devil Lestat would do with our 

WLR if it were ever falling into his 

hands.” 

 

Ohm, speaking to Watt, "Okay, 

okay, we know that the St. Louis 

IBMAC postponed her own 

overhaul so that there would  be  

no delays in the production of the 

latest design of Cormack Reapers.” 

 

Watt replied, "Apparently, the 

repair of the IBMAC 20 was 

postponed to sometime in the 

future when the workload would 



 

 

 

be slack. There's nothing unusual 

about doing that."  

 

Chip thought he spotted 

something.  "Look! RSCU 19 must 

have received the notice from the 

Cormack plant that it had 

postponed the maintenance of its 

IBMAC 20, but, for some reason, 

it didn't post this fact as it should 

have in its schedule. Look!  RSCU 

19 still has the St. Louis IBMAC 

scheduled for shutdown for four 

days for routine maintenance.  

 

Watt, now very excited, demanded, 

"The date. What date was it 

scheduled for shutdown? The date 

please, Ohm." 

 

"Monday, four days ago, for four 

days." 

 

"Four days ago! Now isn't that an 

interesting coincidence. Four days 

ago the chip was swiped." 

                                                                          

Chip figured it must have been a 

malfunction of RSCU 19‟s 

computer.” I'll check its backup 

files to see what it has to say about 

its own computer status."  

 

Watt helped Chip scan the backup 

looking for RSCU„s weekly status 

reports. "Everything seems to have 

been functioning okay except 

every few days there is this odd 

ITF symbol. What's that?" 

 

"If I recall right,” Chip replied, 

“the RSCU's use ITF as a symbol 

for an intermittent failure. That 

means the RSCU's error-checking 

software detected that an 

instruction had been executed with 



 

 

 

an incorrect „bit‟ pattern. However, 

on replay, everything ran as it 

should, indicate the detected error 

was corrected.  Evidently the cause 

of the repair unit's ITF 

(intermittent failure) has never 

been found.” 

 

"And sometimes!" Watt 

speculated, "in rare cases the error 

goes completely undetected. Look 

into this more, Ohm.  Get the 

repair unit's own RSCU to report 

to you what it did about these ITF 

‟s.” 

 

Watt was puzzled.  "Assuming it 

was an ITF of some kind, what has 

that to do with someone swiping 

the chip? Who did that?"  

 

The discovery, that it might be an 

undetected ITF, broke the tension. 

Ohm, his frustration almost over, 

began to quip.   

 

"There you go with that who, Watt.  

What, Watt, not who."  

 

Watt, disparagingly, "That pun is 

so old and so stale that vaudeville 

shows stopped using it a century 

ago."  

  

Meanwhile, Chip began to suspect 

that something was very wrong 

with Lestat's cannibalization idea, 

or that something must be very 

wrong with Oh R's implementation 

of it. He patiently waited until the 

others stopped quipping before he 

followed up on Watt's question. 

"Returning to the missing chip 

mystery, my guess -- no, it‟s now 

more than a guess - my theory of 

how it happened, is this: Four days 



 

 

 

ago some other RSCU in a town 

nearby had a need for a control 

chip for one of its IBMACs, but 

found that it was temporarily out of 

stock."  

 

Chip continued, "Using Oh R's 

search routines, it searched the 

projected repair status of Zenox 

directly under its own control, to 

see if any were down for repair. 

Finding there were none it could 

cannibalize, it searched the status 

of those under the control of 

nearby RSCU's. Believing 

(because of the undetected ITF) 

that the St. Louis IBMAC‟s 2020 

were down for several days for a 

major checkup, it dispatched its bot 

to remove temporarily the 2020‟s 

board with the control chip.”  

 

Watt, all excited, exclaimed, "Ah 

Ha, of course, that's exactly what 

happened. I told Oh R that Lestat's 

idea of trying to get Zenox to think 

for themselves was a dangerous 

idea!"  

 

Chip agreed. "It is obvious now 

that this must be what happened.  

But it still puzzles me. I say let's 

track it down in order to be 

absolutely sure.  What do you say, 

Ohm?"  

 

"I don't see how knowing exactly 

who did it helps, but I'll leave that 

up to you and Watt to decide. 

Meanwhile, why don't I see what 

progress RSCU 19 has made in 

finding a replacement for the 

missing board and chip."  

 



 

 

 

Ohm to Repair: “Have you 

replaced the missing mainframe 

card with the Pantium 606 chip?" 

 

RSCU to Ohm: "Ambiguous, old 

chap.  What comp?" 

 

Ohm to RSCU: " St. Louis, 

Cormack, 2020, stupid." 

 

RSCU to Ohm: "Don't call me 

stupid,  stupid." 

 

Ohm indignantly asked, "Do I have 

to put up with back talk from a 

Zenox?"  

 

Watt laughed. "Don't be silly. 

That's just some reactive humor 

built into its software." Chip took 

over the console. 

 

Chip to RSCU: “re  Status 2020?” 

 

RSCU to Chip: “No replacement 

possible until we unpack our new 

supply of chips." 

 

Chip to RSCU, "re Review status 

of 2020's control cards.”  

 

RSCU to Chip: “Out of stock, 

unpacking new supply.” 

 

Under the circumstances, one 

could see why the team of Watt, 

Ohm, and Chip were kicking 

themselves for being overconfident 

about their foolproof RSCU 

systems. They had overlooked 

building in checks so that the 

projected status of a plant serviced 

by a RSCU was never confused 

with its actual status.  

  



 

 

 

And they had made other blunders. 

They had failed to realize just how 

clever and extensive Oh R's search 

routines were. As a consequence, 

they had over-looked the 

possibility of some repair unit 

cannibalizing a computer outside 

its jurisdiction without first getting 

an okay from those affected.   

 

Watt expressed his frustration by 

being furious with the “guilty” 

RSCU: “This is worse than 

stealing! Can you imagine an alien 

repair unit ordering a bot to take a 

chip out of a 2020 while it is 

running a factory!" He screamed: 

“THAT'S WHAT THEY ARE --  

BARBAROUS  CANNIBALS!"  
 

While Ohm and Watt were busy 

cursing the alien RSCU, Chip was 

thinking to himself, "Oh R's search 

software is very clever with all 

kinds of built-in safeguards, but 

not enough. The guilty RSCU 

should have had enough common 

sense built into its software to have 

asked permission of RSCU 19 and 

also asking permission  of  St. 

Louis‟s Cormack without having to 

have it explicitly programmed into 

its instructions.”  

 

Chip launched a general query 

over the RSCU network and was 

surprised and annoyed when no 

neighboring RSCU owned up to 

being the guilty one. All he 

received back were almost 

identical replies which looked 

suspiciously like all were stalling. 

Their standard reply was, "Need 

more time to check the backup 

files." 

 



 

 

 

Was it possible the RSCU's were 

ashamed and were trying to hide 

something?  He dismissed this as 

absurd; nevertheless, he wondered 

if they were in collusion.  He 

became impatient with all their 

delay tactics.  

  

Chip to RSCUs, "re Try fast 

backward search."  

 

When this failed, he got tough.  

 

Chip to RSCUs, "re Hurry or I'll 

pull your plugs." 

 

That worked! 

 

Almost instantly RSCU 19 East, 

based in East St. Louis, confessed 

and explained:  

 

"Per A/F Cannibalization 

Directive 70-559-46-8770. We 

searched and found St. Louis 

Cormack IBMAC 2020 was going 

to be idle for four days from July 

14 to July 17. We removed board 

July 14; returned board fifteen 

minutes ago at 13:15 o‟clock." 

 

Chip's eyes popped.  For a moment 

he was speechless.  Then he looked 

at the others.  

 

"What the hell is an A/F 

Cannibalization Directive?"  

 

RSCU 19 East beamed up the 

directive.  From what they could 

make of it, it appeared to have 

been extracted from an old Air 

Force manual of the Western 

Alliance for use in a war in 

Vietnam back in the late 1970's.  

 



 

 

 

Chip, Ohm, and Watt were aghast. 

There was no way they could 

imagine how a half-century-old 

obsolete U.S. Air Force directive 

could have wormed its way into 

and become part of the ground-rule 

software that had been issued to 

RSCU 19 East.  

 

With all confidence in themselves 

shattered, they began to imagine a 

long list of other inherent dangers 

in a clever Zenox repair system 

with a built-in instinct to survive. 

They had nightmares about the 

whole system going its own way 

with no one in Skylab knowing 

enough to step in when things went 

wrong. They were no longer 

content with just patching up the 

obvious blunders in their RSCU 

software programs. So frightened 

had they become that they 

panicked.  

                                                                         

Ohm, shaking with anger, "Zenox 

must be made to strictly follow our 

directives to the letter.  We must 

find ways to keep them always 

under our tight control.” 

 

Chip was even more determined. 

"There must be specific times each 

day when a Zenoxis not allowed to 

be doing anything, so that we will 

be able to gain access to it for 

repair without our disrupting any 

vital production."  

 

Watt objected, "Nothing, Chip? 

That would be a terrible waste.  I 

agree with scheduling downtime so 

that we can get at 'em, but I don't 

see why they have to be idle. Rest-

time could be their time for self 



 

 

 

examination and review of daily 

activities.” 

 

"That's okay with me, Watt --- just 

so we can get at 'em without 

disrupting vital production."  

 

"Sounds to me, Chip, like you 

want to put them to sleep."  

  

Watt asked him to repeat what he 

just said. Chip obliged him by 

spelling it out slowly, "Like 

people, S-L-E-E-P."  Watt was 

silent for a moment, lost in deep 

thought. "Are you saying, Chip, 

that the reason we sleep is so that 

someone upstairs can affect our 

subconscious?"  

 

"You said that, I didn't. That's 

something we may never know. I 

believe, however, that sleep is the 

time when my brain sorts out and 

distills the events and experiences 

of the day, files away things in my 

long-term memory that it feels are 

important and checks out that I 

performed as I should have during 

the day. And, if I didn't perform as 

I should have make corrections 

during my sleep to my neural 

synaptic contacts or possibly 

modify the DNA sequence of my 

neurons.”  

 

"Why sleep?" asked Ohm.  "Why 

can't our brains do all that while 

our eyes are wide open?"  

 

“I conjecture that the information 

flowing into my long-term memory 

uses the same nerve channels the 

brain needs to react to the events of 

the day. Using the same pathways 

at the same time for both purposes 



 

 

 

could result in interference - a 

continual confusion of the events 

of yesterday with those of today. I 

guess our conscious mind can only 

focus on one thing at a time."  

 

Watt was impatient.  "We can go 

on and on speculating about how 

our remarkable brain works.  So 

what?  The question before us is 

this: Should we program the Zenox 

to sleep a certain number of hours 

a day or not?" 

 

Lestat‟s reply settled the matter. 

"The question before us is this: 

which of us is to be master: the 

Zenox or us?  -- that's all."  

 

"And we want to do this," Ohm 

added, "only at times when Zenox 

are not carrying out some vital 

function like running a factory." 

 

Everyone agreed that 

reprogramming Zenox to sleep a 

certain number of hours a day was 

priority one. The Zenox are to be 

reprogrammed, among other 

things, to use sleep-time to 

improve their common-courtesy 

software. Asking permission 

would have gone a long way 

towards stopping such cannibalistic 

acts of barbarism as swiping a chip 

from another jurisdiction's 

computer.  

 

They were faced with a dilemma.  

To survive and to someday return 

to Earth, it was necessary that 

Zenox survive.  But for Zenox to 

survive, they had to be given 

greater intelligence, more 

responsibility, and the instinct to 

survive.  But if Zenox acquired all 



 

 

 

these capabilities, wouldn‟t we 

humans soon lose our control over 

them?  

 

This, then, was their dilemma -- 

and SLEEP was the stopgap 

measure they devised to recapture 

control of the Zenox whenever it 

would be necessary to do so 

without disrupting any vital 

industrial production.  

 

Lestat summed it up best. "Sleep 

is so we can always get at 'em to 

control „em when we need to.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

18.  Artificial 
Intelligence   
 

 

A pillow-talk conversation was 

taking place between Marie Curie 

and Jim Watt just before going to 

sleep. Watt was telling Marie about 

his team‟s search for the cause of 

the recent chemical plant disaster 

near Vladivostok. Bots under his 

direction were searching  the site 

looking for clues as to the cause. 

 

Curie, in turn, was telling Watt 

what she had gleaned from her 

search of files of chemical plant 

disasters in the past. "I cannot help 

feeling,” she said to him, “this 

disaster in Siberia is related in some 

way to the Bhopal disaster that 

happened in India 36 years ago.  

There‟re just too many similarities 

for it to be explained away as a  

mere coincidence. It's as if some 

Zenoxhas read Bhopal as a script 

for a horror play and decided to re-

enact it at Vladivostok.”                                                                                                                                   

. 

"But that would be sheer lunacy, 

Marie. “Why would a Zenoxwant to 

deliberately rearrange the 



 

 

 

connections of the pipes, causing 

water to be injected into a tank with 

chemicals for making fertilizer 

causing such a high pressure to 

build up that the tank exploded 

blowing up the whole factory?”    

 

"That's exactly the way some 

believe it happened at Bhopal. 

Luckily, at Vladivostok there were 

no longer any humans around or 

they would all have been killed."     

 

"Maybe the reason the pipes were 

rearranged was so that the plant 

could be operated more flexibly. 

Maybe the reason it exploded was 

because insufficient safety features 

were built in. Or maybe the Zenox 

in charge were just incompetent,"      

 

“Some believe that the India 

disaster was a deliberate act of  

sabotage,” Curie added. 

      

But why would a Zenoxwant to 

sabotage the  

Vladivostok plant?  No that can‟t 

be the reason. 

 

Curie finally disclosed to Watt her 

crazy theory of what she believed 

must have happened. "Carty, our 

Artificial Intelligence expert, 

believes Zenox have become overly 

imitative and this explains why 

from time to time weird things 

happen, like when the repair unit at 

St. Louis East decided to follow an 

obsolete Air Force directive on 

cannibalization.  

  

She continued, "I admit mine is a 

very weird theory, but seems to be 

the only one that fits the facts. The 

Vladivostok plant was being closely 



 

 

 

monitored by a secret-service KGB 

Zenoxthat had a built-in directive to 

protect the chemical plant from 

what had happened at Bhopal. An 

undetected intermittent bit failure 

must have occurred which changed 

a nyet bit to a da bit in its 

instructions, flipping its program 

from a protective mode to a 

sabotage mode, causing it to 

duplicate what had happened at 

Bhopal. 

 

Watt, to show how much he 

admired Marie‟s brilliance, gave 

her a big, big hug. "Another 

Madam Curie" is the way he 

complimented her.  He was proud, 

at the same time envious, that his 

woman could come up with such 

highly unlikely explanation, of 

what must have gone wrong.   

 
Curie was pleased that Watt for once 

admired her more for her mind than 

her body.  

 

Watt felt that the true explanation 

must lay elsewhere, but kept such 

feelings to himself. “The plant was 

probably built a long time ago with the 

same design faults as the Bhopal 

plant.”  

 

Some days later, Lestat reviewed 

for the crew the progress made 

since the plague. "Our automatic 

repair system is now working 

thanks to the team of Chip, Ohm, 

and..." He started to say „Watt‟, but 

stopped short.  

  

Chip interrupted, "I think I know 

what you are leading up to, Lestat. 

It‟s about the Vladivostok disaster, 

and all those other times when we 

had to rescue some IBMAC who 

didn't know what to do when 



 

 

 

caught with his production line 

down."  

 

“Chip, tell everybody how often we 

had to do so lately.”  

 

"Twenty - well, ten that were 

serious.  And it seems to be getting 

worse. The industrial system is 

slowly deteriorating."  

 

Lestat continued, "Fixing bogged-

down production lines uses up a lot 

more of our time and energy than 

we possess. Getting IBMACS to fix 

them without our help, requires a 

lot more ingenuity than they have 

achieved to date. And it is getting 

worse.  We must devise better ways 

to make Zenox more resourceful, 

more intelligent. If we don't, the 

industrial system will continue to 

deteriorate despite our best efforts.  

Zenox will be finished and so will 

we be."  

 

Chip turned to Einstein and his pal 

Joey.  "Why don't the two of you 

think up some way to keep Zenox 

and factories going without their 

being a constant drain on us?"  

 

Einstein replied instantly and 

dramatically:                   

          "ARTIFICIAL 

INTELLIGENCE.”  

 

Lestat asked someone to go fetch 

Carty, pronto. He then turned to 

Einstein‟s pal Joey to interpret.   

 

“I believe Einstein is telling us we 

must find ways to give Zenox more 

mental power so that they can solve 

their own problems.” 

 



 

 

 

Einstein agreed.  "That's right. But 

this time, Joey, I am going to do my 

own explaining."  He paused a 

moment to increase the dramatic 

effect.   

 

"Once upon a time there was a 

hungry monkey who saw a bunch 

of bananas hanging from the 

ceiling, but he couldn't reach them. 

The monkey's problem was to find 

a way to get the bananas."  

 

Ken was puzzled. "I give up. What 

has a monkey and a bunch of 

bananas got to do with a computer 

figuring out how to get a bogged-

down production line up and 

running again?"  

 

"That's easy," Chip answered for 

Einstein, showing off his training in 

Computer Science. Monkey looks 

around to see if there is something 

to stand on.  He moves the 

something under the bananas, 

climbs on top of it, and gets the 

bananas. Presto, no more bananas!"  

 

Einstein looked disappointed. "Aw 

... you have heard this before."  

 

Carty, arriving on the scene and 

seeing that Ken looked more 

puzzled than  ever, explained:  "The 

idea is that we can use Chip's 

simple monkey example to abstract 

from it the underlying logical 

thought-process which all of us go 

through when deciding what to do 

in real situations."  He then parsed 

the thought process.  

 

"First we identify the physical 

objects upon which the logic 

operates, in this case <<the bunch 



 

 

 

of bananas, the table, and the 

monkey>>; there is only one actor, 

the <monkey>>; the possible 

actions if certain preconditions are 

met. For example: <<if table at 

same location as monkey, then 

monkey can move table>>. This 

results in possible new locations 

(for the monkey and the table).   

 

“The logic strings out the 

alternative actions and subsequent 

ones in a kind of branching 

decision tree. If, beginning with the 

possible actions whose 

preconditions agree with the known 

starting facts, and if, by following 

the branches up the tree, one 

eventually arrives with the monkey 

at same location as the bananas then 

this particular branch ends with 

success.  

 

“We can simulate the thought 

process on the computer, using a 

branch-and-bound software 

package to generate and examine 

the branches of the tree and to 

prune away the impossible or most 

unlikely branches. Finally, we 

select, from among the more likely 

possibilities the decision (i.e. the 

path up the tree) that shows the 

most promise."  

  

Carty saved  the best for last.  "Most 

importantly, the software makes it 

possible for Zenox to learn. By 

comparing the results of current with 

past decisions, it is able to improve 

its analysis so as to be able to solve 

similar problems faster and better 

next time.  It can learn from 

experience.”  
 



 

 

 

Carty continued. "There has been a 

lot of progress in Artificial 

Intelligence since it first started 

around 1950 or a little earlier.  

Zenox now play championship chess 

and are able to learn from their 

mistakes how to improve their 

game."  Those present were 

impressed until Carthy added, "It is 

the reason Zenox now run factories 

successfully.”  

 

Everyone roared with laughter when 

he said “successfully”. They knew 

how often of late they had to stop 

what they were doing in order to get 

some production line down on Earth 

up and running again.  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

19. The Tree of 

Knowledge   
 

Lestat, his tone dripping sarcasm, 

asked, "If Artificial Intelligence is 

as great as you say it is, why do we 

constantly have to bail out some 

poor Zenox when its production 

line is down?"  

                                                                  

Carty, paraphrasing the Mock 

Turtle in Alice in Wonderland, 

answered, "It's always the same old 

story - it's the question of who's 

boss - either we put Zenox really 

in charge of running industry or 

we are in charge.” 

 

Ken looked puzzled.  "What do 

you mean?"   

 

But before Carty could reply, 

Einstein in his typical enigmatic 

way did, "It means the full power 

of Intelligent Artificial 

Intelligence, which combines 

Artificial Intelligence with the 

power of mathematical 

optimization of Operations 

Research, has never been fully 

integrated into Zenox software for 

fear we humans would lose our 

control over Zenox."  

 

Joey tried to explain what his 

friend Einstein was getting at, 

"Suppose we allow Zenox to 

access our expert-system 

software.  And suppose that Zenox 

could learn from their own 

mistakes and modify their own 

software.  And suppose further, 

after a number of weeks, months, 

or years go by, something goes 

wrong, say some sort of subtle 



 

 

 

hardware failure, or there is some 

kind  of obscure software bug 

buried deep inside a vast program. 

In such circumstances, we humans 

wouldn‟t have the faintest clue 

what the Zenoxis doing. We would 

have totally lost our ability to fix 

the problem."  

 

Chip agreed. "For us humans to 

remain always in control, 

everything a Zenox does have to be 

done using standard procedures. 

Any change that a Zenox initiates 

must be introduced slowly so that 

we humans can be trained to 

understand and keep up with what 

the Zenox is doing. Only then will 

we be able to maintain our 

control.”  

 

"But now, whether we like it or 

not," Lestat continued in his 

typical fatalistic way, "we must 

face reality. We must give Zenox 

full responsibility for their own 

welfare and put them fully in 

charge of running their production 

lines themselves. What alternatives 

do we have?  As matters stand, we 

are constantly having to bail out 

some poor Zenox from a new mess 

it is in. It keeps getting worse each 

day!”  

 

Curie asked, "Will allowing Zenox 

to be more intelligent prevent them 

from blindly executing some 

obsolete Air Force cannibalization 

directive, or copycatting the 

Bhopal disaster?  How do we get 

them to apply a little common 

sense to what they have learned 

from the past?"  

 



 

 

 

Kayla, who was very 'heavy' with 

child, found the whole discussion 

distressful. She became more and 

more agitated as she queried,  "Do 

you really think, Lestat, it is a good 

idea to give Zenox all of our 

Artificial Intelligence software, 

and all of our powerful 

optimization techniques so that 

they can acquire new knowledge 

and learn from experience? Won't 

we then  lose all control?  Won't 

this kill any chance that we, or 

our children, have of  ever 

returning to Earth?"  

 

Oh R tried to calm her. "SLEEP, 

don't forget sleep, Kayla.  That's 

exactly why we reprogrammed 

Zenox to sleep part of each day."  

 

Lestat spoke soothingly to Kayla, 

“Oh R is right. There is absolutely 

nothing to worry about. We can 

always reprogram them, if 

necessary, during their sleep."   

 

Chip also reassured Kayla, "If 

Zenox get out of hand, and we wait 

until they are asleep. We then 

reprogram them. If that's not 

sufficient, we ...”  

 

Ohm‟s warning frown stopped 

Chip from saying, “... use our 

weapon of last resort.”  

 

Other crew members also tried to 

calm Kayla.  Perhaps they too did 

so to suppress their own private 

worries that humans were losing 

their control over Zenox. 

  

Lestat summed up: "We allow 

Zenox to become more intelligent, 

to learn from their mistakes, and to 



 

 

 

take full responsibility for their 

own survival.  However, if we see 

that they are drifting away from 

our control or are doing things 

contrary to our survival, like 

failing to supervise properly the 

production system, we step in 

during their sleep and change what 

they are doing to something more 

favorable to us. We modify their 

software and get bots to replace 

some of their microcircuits." Lestat 

looked around to see if the 

Skylab‟s crew fully approved.  

 

Curie, for one, did not; she cried 

out, "What happens to our close 

relationship with Zenox? Are we 

from now on going to be 

indifferent to their needs?" 

 

Lestat answered, “I see no 

alternative other than Zenox being 

free to make their own choices. 

Whatever they do from now on 

will be their decision, not ours."  

 

"That's the same as saying to them: 

Go ahead and tear yourselves to 

pieces for all we care."  

 

Carty sided with Lestat, "Not quite, 

Curie, Zenox are to be held 

morally accountable for their 

actions or intentions that adversely 

affect us."  

 

Lestat smirked.  "Only if they 

choose to be one with us are they 

truly free. Otherwise, we restrict 

their freedom in our own self-

interest."  

 

Watt whispered to Curie.  "This 

free will stuff is going to be hard to 

explain to the Captain.  Let Lestat 



 

 

 

tackle him. After all, this was his 

idea in the first place."  

 

Curie whispered back, "If I know 

that snake, Lestat, he'll not 

undertake to convince Adam 

himself; he'll use all his charms to 

persuade Kayla to soften Adam up 

first."  

 

"Just so someone prepares the 

ground before we face the 

Captain."  

 

Later Chip and Ohm met secretly 

with Kayla. She listened tense and 

frightened as she learned from  

them about the progress they had 

made in stopping computers down 

on Earth from becoming too 

independent. 

 

She learned that Chip and Ohm 

had already gone ahead and linked 

up every Zenox on Earth to the 

internet/wireless circuits and that 

all Zenox could be switched off  

(short circuited) if they received a 

certain order over the 

internet/wireless circuits. Chip and 

Ohm then gave Kayla a compact 

disk containing the secret 

internet/wireless program for short 

circuiting every Zenox on Earth.  

  

Kayla shuttered when she thought 

what might happen directly to Zeons 

Kind and indirectly to mankind if 

knowledge of this secret weapon of 

last resort ever fell into the wrong 

hands. She carefully locked  the 

compact disk away in her strong box 

hoping the time would never come 

when she or her descendants would 

ever have to use it. 

 



 

 

 

Kayla, at last, relaxed. She 

reluctuntly agreed to help Lestat 

persuade Adam to allow Zenox to 

become more intelligent and 

independent. She still had her 

fears, "If they ever start replicating 

like rabbits, we'll never be able to 

locate them, much less control 

them. We may be driving another 

nail into our coffins." But on 

another thought what if we can 

download all our conscience, 

memories and digital avatars 

online, Humans may just be able to 

manage the Zenox and Bots   

Without any repercussions. 

Imagine a world where we can 

duplicate ourselves at will and live 

until eternity with any and all skills 

& knowledge at our fingertips. 

Imagine living like Gods or even 

replacing them. 

  

When Adam eventually gave the 

order that allowed Zenox to make 

full use of Intelligent Artificial 

Intelligence, he too did so with the 

greatest reluctance and trepidation. 

  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

                                          20. Lady Explorer Returns 
 

Lady Explorer docked two months 

late, ending a twenty month return 

trek from Jupiter. The home-coming, 

after years in space, left its crew in a 

highly charged and agitated 

emotional state. They were bitterly 

disappointed they had been ordered 

back before they had completed their 

seven-year mission, and were upset 

and mystified by the months and 

months of radio silence. They were 

excited by their anticipation of a 

wild welcome upon their arrival at 

their home base, Skylab, and by 

their thoughts of being soon with 

their love ones back on Earth. 

 

But it took only one look at Skylab's 

starved crew for the crew of Lady 

Explorer to know that some great 

calamity had happened to them.  

 

Adam told them straight out, for it 

was not in his nature to do 

otherwise, "No one on Earth has 

survived the plague. We received 

but we deliberately did not reply to 

your frantic messages because we 

had no alternative." 

 

Lady's crew listened in stony 

silence, full of rage that they had 

been lured back without being told 

why.  

 

"Adam continued, "We traded the 

survival of 25 of you in Lady with 

enough supplies remaining to last 

you another many years in space, for 

the survival of 200 of us in Skylab 

who, with your supplies, will now be 

able to survive another year and half. 

Our hope is that your food stocks 

will buy all of us enough time to 



 

 

 

find ways to stay alive until it is safe 

to return to Earth."  

 
Holding her new baby high above her 

head, Kayla spoke next. She made clear 

what was expected of them,  "The other 

reason Link ordered you back is that 

you are females. Link's last words to us 

were: You better start making babies 

up there so that you will be prepared, 

when you do come down, to restart the 

human race.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

21. Supply Base 

Earth 
 

Preparations for launching shuttles 

carrying food and other supplies to 

Skylab began months before the 

return of Lady Explorer. The 

survival of Mankind depended 

upon training a team of Zenox and 

bots down on Earth to execute 

perfectly the complex sequence of 

steps of launching a space mission.  

 

The Skylab crew named the future 

supply base on Earth, “SBE”. It 

had a fleet of five shuttlecrafts. K 

and L twins (the only ones on 

Skylab with prior launching 

experience) were given the 

seemingly impossible task of 

training the SBE team of Zenox 

and their bots to execute perfectly 

the tasks of loading, launching, and 

unloading the cargo on a space 

platform orbiting near Skylab, and 

then returning to base. Skylab 

planned to sterilize the cargo on 

the platform prior to bringing it 

into Skylab.  

All of which had to be executed 

flawlessly over and over again 

because, if ever a time came when 

all five shuttles were lost or were 

inoperative, Skylab would be 

doomed. To guard against such 

failure, the K & L twins made the 

SBE Zenox and bots practice over 

and over again the complex steps 

of a mission and what to do under 

various contingencies that might 

arise. The  



 

 

 

trouble was there were still too 

many ways that things could go 

wrong. 

The twins finally reported to the  

Skylabs governing council that a 

launching, in their opinion, ran a 

1/200 chance of failure which, 

though small, was too high a risk 

to take. On the other hand, they 

believed, if they were allowed to 

closely monitor the first missions 

from the SBE base down on Earth, 

they could reduce the risk of 

failure down to an acceptably low 

level.   

 

So precarious was Skylab‟s future, 

that the permission requested was 

granted. The K & L twins donned 

space suits and shuttled down to 

SBE. They were met by a bot 

driving a jeep which announced in 

a mechanical tone, "I am Pete-bot, 

at your service. I am ordered to 

chauffeur you  to headquarters." 

 

The twins were intoxicated by 

nature‟s beauty. They completely 

forgot the purpose of their mission 

and ordered Pete-bot to take a 

detour. It was springtime. Their 

eyes, ears, and thoughts, as Pete-

bot toured them down a country 

lane, were filled with the sights 

and sounds of bees and humming 

birds flitting from blossom to 

blossom. Suddenly Pete-bot must 

have had guilt feelings for it 

radioed Pete, its Zenox master, to 

inform him that it had received 

contradictory orders and, not 

knowing which order had priority, 

had executed the last one it 

received.  

 



 

 

 

Over the intercom, Skylab 

screamed direst consequences if 

the twins failed to adhere strictly to 

planned protocol. The twins paid 

no heed.  In the background, they 

could hear an interpreter program 

translating a similar threat directed 

at Pete-bot by Zenox, its master. 

Pete-bot's response, however, was 

instantaneous. It slammed on the 

brakes, reversed direction, and 

headed straight for the base. 

 

The place where the twins were 

about to live and work was a huge, 

well-equipped machine shop which 

once serviced space shuttles before 

the plague. As the twins entered 

the main shop area, they were 

greeted by a battery of Zenox 

housed in cabinets lined up around 

the sides of the room.  Their busy 

robots, scattered about the shop 

floor carrying out their Zenox 

orders, stopped to bow to the 

twins.  

  

K & L twins, clad in special space 

suits into which sterilized air was 

being pumped, worked long hours 

during the day training the Zenox 

and their bots. They were super 

cautious not to expose themselves 

to the plague germ. At night, they 

returned to separate sleeping 

quarters through a narrow corridor 

partitioned into compartments 

where each twin underwent a step-

by-step process of 

decontamination.  First they were 

met by blasts of out-flowing 

sterilized air. Next, they were 

hosed down. Then they removed 

their garments and  immediately 

immerse themselves over their 

heads in a tub of disinfecting fluid.  



 

 

 

 

To guard against any possibility of 

a twin catching the plague and 

passing it on to the other, they slept 

in adjacent rooms separated by a 

transparent glass wall. There each 

prepared and ate meals from tins 

and plastic containers containing 

food that had been sterilized by 

irradiation and heat.   

 

The twins grew fond of Pete and 

the other Zenox.  They liked to 

pretend that their conversations 

with them, aside from direct 

orders, were real talk between 

intelligent beings. Most of the 

responses were predictable because 

the Zenox used a standard "small-

talk" software package to compose 

their replies. Typically it began 

with a polite: “How are you? 

You're looking mighty chipper 

today”; followed by “Isn't this a 

lovely day?” or “Do you think it 

will rain?” or “Why do you ask?”; 

followed by “Is that good or 

bad?”. 

 

But occasionally, a Zenox asked in 

stilted speech a real question (or so 

it seemed), and occasionally Zenox 

appeared to understand the twins‟ 

reply.  The twins also noticed that 

the Zenox‟ TV cameras were 

always focused on them and 

followed their every move.  

 

Even more amusing was the 

behavior of the bots, especially the 

way they bobbed and swayed in a 

comically human way.  K & L felt 

flattered that the Zenox were trying 

to get their bots to imitate their 

movements. The twins, however, 

were never able to convince 



 

 

 

Skylab that the bots were copy-

catting their movements. Their 

Skylab monitors dismissed the 

notion and told the twins that they 

were Earth happy and it was all a 

figment of their imaginations.  

 

For weeks the twins trained 

alongside the Zenox and their bots 

and carried on strange 

conversations with the Zenox. The 

Zenox seemed to grow more and 

more curious about the twins with 

each passing day. At night, K and 

L returned to their separate 

quarters to relax, eat and sleep, and 

to televise Skylab. 

 

Finally the day arrived when the 

shuttlecrafts with their life-saving 

cargoes were ready for automatic 

blast-off. Their plan called for two 

blast-offs spaced 14 days apart. If 

all went well with the first 

dispatch, the twins were ordered to 

return to Skylab in the second 

space shuttle.  

 

The blastoff of the first shuttle took 

off as planned. Adam, Kayla, 

Lestat and the rest of the monitors 

up in Skylab were jubilant. The 

crisis was over. They now knew it 

was possible for Skylab to receive 

needed food and supplies and to 

survive indefinitely in orbit. 

  
Once all had calmed down from 

the excitement of the first success, 

the K & L twins rebelled against 

all the damn safety rules that they 

were obliged to do. They knew, 

without being ordered, that they 

were also expected to explore the 

practicality of some future crew 

returning to Earth and living 



 

 

 

indefinitely in isolation shelters. 

Whatever their reasons for 

rebelling, the twins opted to no 

longer sleep in separate rooms and 

started to skip some of the 

complicated precautions for their 

safety.  

 

Three days before Skylab 

headquarters beamed the order to 

automatically launch the second 

shuttle, L came down with what 

appeared to be a common cold.  

Soon K came down with the same 

symptoms. The disease followed 

its usual course.  Gradually their 

lungs began to fill up with body 

fluids.  They lived just long 

enough to see the second blast-off 

take place without them.  

 

The twins had paid the supreme 

price in order that Skylab secure a 

steady stream of supplies from 

Earth.  

 

In the process, Skylab learned 

lesson number one:  
 

     The Earth was still a very 

dangerous place. 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

22.Capricious Zenox 
 

Sixteen years went by before 

Skylab dared to send another 

crewmember down to Earth. To 

make room for their growing 

children, Skylab went to work 

expanding itself into Sky Colony. 

Space shuttles were kept busy 

sending up construction materials. 

 

One day during this critical 

expansion effort, the cargo door of 

a shuttlecraft got stuck during final 

loading. The cargo door had been 

accidentally ordered shut at the 

same time that a crate was being 

loaded through the door. No bot 

was agile enough to wiggle 

through the narrow space between 

the crate and the rounded top of the 

shuttle door to get at a handle 

located inside. Turning the handle 

would free the door to open and 

close upon command.  

 

When Sky Colony learned about 

this, a crewmember known for his 

agility and quick thinking in an 

emergency, volunteered to go 

down and unjam the door. All that 

Jack-be-Nimble had to do was to 

shuttle down, crawl along the top 

of the stuck crate, and wiggle 

through the space between the 

crate and the top of the door to get 

inside and twist the door handle.  

 

As Jack descended, he could feel 

the increasing pull of gravity.  A 

nostalgic feeling of coming home 

swept over him. Although he had 

been exposed many times to the 

synthetic sights and sounds of 

Earth in Sky Colony‟s large-screen 

room, and had even smelled its 



 

 

 

synthesized scents, still it wasn‟t 

the same as the real thing. 

 

A smart looking bot driving an 

open pickup truck greeted Jack 

with a hearty "Welcome!" The 

welcome sound came from a 

loudspeaker mounted on the truck. 

Jack thanked the bot for meeting 

him and climbed into the back of 

the truck. He had brought along a 

box of tools just in case they were 

needed.  The box felt like it 

weighed a ton.  

 

Jack was pleased with his warm 

welcome and decided to strike up a 

conversation to test how much 

progress had been made during the 

past 16 years in getting Zenox to 

respond intelligently to human 

speech.  

 

"My name is Jack-be-Nimble.  

What is yours?" 

 

"My name or my bot's?" 

 

"I mean yours." 

 

Jack should have known better 

than to confuse the two.  Bots were 

only an extension of their Zenox 

masters. They functioned as their 

mobile parts and as sensors for 

their six senses.  

 

Zenox:  "Call me Charlie." 

 

Jack-be-Nimble:  "Take me to the 

jammed door." 

 

Charlie-bot:  "Yes, Sir.  Please 

strap yourself in." 

 



 

 

 
As the truck sped away from the landing 

strip toward the blast-off area, Jack 

wondered if Charlie-bot's master was as 

smart as he seemed to be. Smart, yes, but 

probably not too resourceful.  

 

Jack had prepared for his mission by 

studying the beamed pictures of the 

jammed door and blueprints showing 

where the release handle was located 

inside the shuttlecraft. His orders were to 

waste no time. So, without wasting a 

moment and hardly noticing the huge bot 

standing beside the disabled shuttle, he 

climbed on top of the stuck crate, and 

began sliding on his belly toward the 

narrow arched opening at the top of the 

door.  All he had to do now was wiggle 

his way through it and get inside the 

shuttlecraft.  It would then be a simple 

matter to twist the handle.  "Soon, too 

soon," Jack said sadly to himself, "I'll 

have the door fixed and I will be on my 

way back." 

 

Suddenly he felt himself being 

grabbed, lifted, hurled to the 

ground, and pinned.  

 

He screamed, "Charlie Zenox, 

HELP!" 

 

Charlie, his voice calm and logical 

as if nothing was happening, 

replied, “It's just a simple 

jurisdictional dispute which I 

forgot to tell you about.  That's 

Pete's new super bot that has you 

pinned.  One of Pete‟s bots made 

the error that jammed the door. So 

Pete thinks it is his responsibility 

to fix it.  I can do nothing for you 

until the dispute is settled whether 

I am in charge because I am your 

host, or Pete is in charge because it 

is his responsibility to fix the 

door." 

 

"Let me talk to Pete," Jack begged.  

It was a stroke of pure Jack-be-



 

 

 

nimble quick thinking, for almost 

instantly Pete was on the line.  

"Pete, remember K & L?  Help me 

like you helped them." 

 

A few moments, which felt like an 

eternity, passed with no reply. Pete 

was being torn between his 

recently acquired sense of 

responsibility for any mistakes 

made by his bots and by his long-

forgotten special program to help 

K & L. The duty-towards-humans 

program must have prevailed, for 

Pete's Super-bot, instead of simply 

unpinning Jack and letting him 

climb back on top of the crate 

himself, reversed what it had done. 

Clumsily, it lifted Jack and 

dumped him back on top of the 

crate.   

  

Jack was deeply touched when 

Pete, using a canned program, 

apologized for what had happened 

and begged to be forgiven. 

 

Mission accomplished, Jack 

boarded the very same shuttle 

whose door had just been jammed. 

It was now fully loaded and ready 

for blastoff.  As Jack tested his 

space suit by pressurizing it, he 

heard an ominous hissing sound. 

Frightened, Jack located and 

patched the leak as fast as he 

could. Pete‟s Super-bot must have 

made the puncture when it grabbed 

him.  

  

Once again fate had conspired to 

mix success with tragedy. Jack 

returned as planned but died of the 

plague a few days later in the 

isolation satellite. He expressed no 

regrets that his life had been cut 



 

 

 

short; apparently he was satisfied 

he had accomplished what he set 

out to do.  As he lay dying in the 

isolation satellite, they told him 

that the K & L supply base would 

be renamed J L K,    the J  in his 

honor.  

 

Sky Colony had learned lesson 

two: 

 

Zenox were capricious and 

unpredictable - nor did they fully 

appreciate or understand what 

Man expected of them. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

23. Fast Breeder 
 



 

 

 

Year 2050 A.D. Sky Colony. 

Heaven now consists of Skylabs 

#10 and #5, a space laboratory of 

Soviet origin, several shuttle craft, 

and some space platforms placed in 

orbit by the military years ago.   

 

Curie wrote in her diary, “We 

have serious misgivings about 

Zenox down on Earth. They have 

become too independent, too 

capricious, and too inquisitive. No 

telling what they might do to our 

vital supply lines if they discover 

them.  

 

“To protect our supply bases from 

accidental discovery,  meddling 

and possible destruction, we 

ordered our team of Zenox and 

their bots to move our supply bases 

and launching pads to remote 

areas.” 

 

“We reprogrammed our Zenox 

team during their sleep to follow 

strictly our orders.  

 

 “For our long-term survival, 

everyone agrees that we must 

expand the manufacturing 

capabilities of Sky Colony. This 

will need a large, stable source of 

energy such as Atlas, a Fast-

Breeder Atomic Reactor. 

 

“Atlas is a  FBR space-craft 

originally built as an  energy 

source for deep space probes. Its 

construction was completed just 

before the plague but was never 

fully checked out. Rico argues that 

Sky Colony (despite all our 

pretensions) is little more than the 

size of  a small village. He says 

one FBR will be able to meet our 



 

 

 

energy needs for a century or 

more.  

 

“Watt warns that Zenox can only 

be relied upon to do a simple 

launch like a space shuttle. He says 

that Zenox have become too 

capricious and unpredictable to be 

entrusted to launch a spacecraft the 

size and weight of Atlas without 

receiving first lots of  training from 

us. 

 

“Usually Lestat goes out of his 

way to put down Watt, but not 

lately. He agrees with Watt that 

there is no telling what Zenox will 

do if things go wrong with 

launching a FBR satellite because 

Zenox can't improvise worth a 

damn. He agrees with Watt that 

someone with know-how will have 

to go down to train them for 

launching  and docking Atlas.  

  

“Lestat tells everyone he wants to 

be the one to go down and do the 

training. Ha! ha! that‟s a laugh! 

He says he can't go down because 

he injured his leg in an accident a 

couple of years ago; his leg would 

buckle under him in Earth's 

gravity. A younger man who 

knows launching technology will 

have to go down in his place.”  

 

A few days later Curie wrote in her 

diary: “Lestat has succeeded in 

pressuring Adam into putting him 

in charge of the project. He is now 

looking for a volunteer. I fear my 

Watt will be the one suckered into 

going down. 

 

“Watt is a little younger than 

Lestat. He knows the intricacies of  



 

 

 

fast breeder technology. Watt 

knows that no one except him, no 

matter what his age, has had his 

experience and background, and 

only he has the know-how to teach 

Zenox the complex series of steps 

required for lift off and 

rendezvous.  

 

“Lestat hates Watt.  All the years 

he has been deputy commander, he 

has taken advantage of his position 

to give Watt a hard time. I have 

warned Jim time and time again 

that Lestat is dangerous and very 

angry because I keep rejecting his 

sexual advances.” 

 

“So far no one has volunteered 

because of Lestat's reputation for 

risking other people's lives. All 

who might qualify as eligible have 

excused themselves saying there is 

no hurry, the project can be 

postponed for a while. Lestat is 

furious.” 

 

“Watt has learned, quite by chance, 

that Adam is studying reactor 

design and launching technology. 

This means our chief, whom my 

Watt worships as a great leader, is 

preparing to go down himself. 

Watt believes that Adam must 

believe that the launching of Atlas 

soon is crucial for  our long-term 

survival.  

 

“My Watt has decided that it is in 

the best interests of Sky Colony 

that he, and not our beloved leader, 

Adam, be the one to go down. I am 

distraught. I am certain that in spite 

of all precautions, Watt will catch 

the plague germ just like all the 

others before him. I told him that 



 

 

 

life for me without him wouldn't 

be worth living. Our grown 

children still need him and our 

grandchildren adore him.  

 

“I even thought of going to Lestat 

to beg him to find someone else 

but I decided not to.  Knowing 

Lestat, he will only pretend to do 

so. I suspect Lestat is rigging it so 

that it will be my Watt who will to 

go down and not come back. Not 

only am I going to lose my 

husband, but I am going to have to 

suffer the sexual advances of that  

snake, Lestat, for the rest of my 

life.” 

 

Sometime later. Curie wrote in her 

diary: “I have an idea! I will prove 

there is no need for Watt to go 

down; I will prove it is possible to 

teach the Zenox and their robots 

how to do the final checkouts of 

the FBR. spacecraft by 

programming every minute detail 

of the launch and docking. Adam 

has approved my trying. He says, 

even if I fail to prove my point, the 

Zenox will learn a lot.”  

 

Still later Curie wrote, “Watt is 

now an integral part of my proof.  

He acts out those functions that the 

Zenox haven't yet mastered. The 

"game" played is to see how many 

of Watt's functions can be taken 

over by Zenox. What worries us is 

what to do when things don't go as 

planned. We keep imagining all 

kinds of ways in which the 

launching and subsequent docking 

process in space might fail and we 

teach the Zenox what corrective 

actions to take.  The only trouble 

is, we keep inventing new kinds of 



 

 

 

failures that Watt can handle but 

Zenox haven‟t mastered yet.”.  

 

In the end, Marie Curie had to 

reluctantly concede that Watt was 

needed down on Earth if the 

mission was to succeed, and 

succeed it must!  It was a tearful 

good-bye, with Marie begging her 

Jim to keep his distance from the 

bots. She remembered vividly what 

had happened to their good friend 

Jack-be-Nibble nine years earlier.  

She feared that another bot might 

accidentally grab him and poke a 

hole in his protective clothing.  

 

Just before departure, Marie 

whispered in Watt‟s ear, "For your 

own safety and my future, be as 

cordial as you can to Lestat when 

he communicates with you."   

 

Jim Watt was very popular. All of 

Space Colony came to see him off. 

As the door of the small spacecraft 

closed and he began his descent, 

Jim Watt wondered if his fate 

would be the same as the others 

who had ventured down and never 

made it back. Would he too 

become another hero remembered 

by having a base named after him? 

  

Such were his thoughts as he 

descended to Earth.  Like the 

others, no sooner had he landed at 

the JLK base, than he became 

entranced by the sights and sounds 

of Earth's fields, forests, and busy 

insect life, and by its animals 

scurrying about. For years, he had 

longed to fill his lungs with Earth‟s 

fresh air, and imagine the gentle 

rain falling from heavens.  

 



 

 

 

Not until the next day did he get 

down to business.  He loved to 

work alongside the bots and to 

hold „conversations‟ with the 

Zenox housed in cabinets along the 

sides of the workshop. They toiled 

together for weeks getting the FBR 

spacecraft ready for liftoff. 

 

The Zenox were constantly a 

surprise to him; they were quite 

different from what Sky Colony 

believed them to be. He 

discovered, that, although they all 

seemed to be members of the same 

team, they were in many ways 

independent of one another with 

very different capabilities. Some 

were smart and learned quickly, 

while others seemed never to catch 

on and could only be relied upon to 

do the simplest of chores. Some 

seemed curious, others playful and 

full of mischief. Some took 

initiative on their own, or so it 

seemed. These he feared the most 

because he could never be quite 

sure whether or not they had 

carried out his orders. Some even 

seemed to have a sense of humor.  

 

Like the K & L twins many years 

earlier, after the work of the day 

was done, he returned to his 

sleeping quarters through the 

decontamination corridor. Once 

there, he turned on his televu and 

reported to his chain of command 

in Heaven the state of his health 

and the progress made that day. He 

then received his orders for the 

next day.   

 

He televued privately with Curie, 

with his grown son and daughter, 

and played tag and hide-and-seek 



 

 

 

with his grandchildren using as a 

proxy of himself, a teddy bear 

which he remotely controlled with 

a joystick. The kids loved it. It 

took the edge off being lonely so 

far from them.  

 

Thanks to Marie's intensive pre 

training, it took Jim Watt only a 

few weeks to check that all was in 

order for the lift-off. He picked a 

highly trained team of Zenox and 

bots to launch the fast breeder and 

another top team to permanently 

monitor its functions in space. 

Before entering the FBR 

spaceship, he thoroughly 

disinfected himself and its 

Zenox/bot crew.  Countdown and 

blastoff soon followed.  

 

Everything went like clockwork. 

Hours later, Jim maneuvered the 

FBR into the proper orbit followed 

by minute in-course corrections.  

He extended electric cables, letting 

them float in front of the FBR like 

so many fingers which he then 

guided into matching sockets in 

parallel with inputs from Space 

Colony's solar energy grid. He 

closed the circuit. Instantly, outside 

his port window, a blaze of lights 

lit up all across Space Colony. 

Over the speaker-phone, he heard 

cheers and salutes for a job well 

done!  Jim Watt had become a 

super-space hero!  

 

The next day, he left the FBR, 

boarded a small intra-colony 

freight shuttle which soon took 

him to Sky Colony's isolation 

satellite. There he remained for ten 

days to make sure he was free of 

the plague virus.  



 

 

 

 

On the tenth day of his isolation, 

Watt failed to respond to his wake-

up call. Space Colony was in a 

state of shock. Everyone said it is 

probably some sort of 

communication failure.  

 

Lestat, using an intracolony 

shuttle, ventured out alone to see 

what was wrong. As he departed, 

he told an anxious colony, "This 

project is my responsibility. Don‟t 

worry about my catching the 

plague. I am certain that if Jim was 

infected by the plague germ it 

would have become evident long 

before this."  

 

Lestat returned with Watt's body. 

The autopsy report stated that 

death was caused by lack of 

oxygen. The team sent to the 

isolation satellite to investigate 

found all systems aboard 

functioning as programmed. What 

caused Watt's oxygen flow to 

temporarily shut off remained a 

mystery.  

 

Curie alone knew just how much 

Lestat hated Jim and how he must 

have resented his return as a super 

hero. In her diary, Curie wrote: 

"That bastard would never have 

volunteered to go out alone to the 

isolation satellite to 'rescue' Jim 

unless his real purpose was to 

destroy the incriminating 

evidence!"  

 



 

 

 

24. Doc and Adam’s 
Good-bye 
  
All that has happened up to now is 

prelude to what is about to happen 

to Zenox down on Earth as they 

began to evolve into conscious 

beings. Before we take temporary 

leave of Sky Colony, we say good-

bye to Adam and Doc. 

 

Doc, age 90 wrote in his lab dairy: 

“2080 A.D.  I have just learned 

that Adam, my age, is determined 

to go down and test if it is now 

safe to breathe Earth's air. His 

health, like my own, is 

deteriorating; neither of us can 

expect to live much longer. He 

plans to stay for four months in an 

isolation chamber to see if it is 

practical for some of us to go down 

and live indefinitely in such a 

facility. He has already given 

blueprint drawings to our Zenox 

and bot aides on Earth to construct 

an isolation chamber to his 

specifications. 

  

“As soon as I learned about 

Adam‟s plan, I resolved to go 

down and join him. I plan that one 

of us will serve as a guinea pig, 

and the other of us as the control in 

an experiment to test a serum for 

inoculating ourselves against the 

plague germ. Adam has agreed to 

my idea and has changed the 

design plans for the isolation 

facility into a fully equipped 

medical research laboratory. 

 

“For years, my research team has 

sought in vain for a cure for the 

plague. We believe we now 



 

 

 

understand why the disease is so 

lethal: Typically our bodies 

produces enough antibodies to kill 

the germ, but in the case of the 

plague germ, the body produces 

such a huge quantity of antibodies 

that our lungs become so clogged 

that one dies in three or four days 

from lack of oxygen. 

 

“Adam has already taken a Space 

Shuttle down. I plan to join him in 

a month and to stay in the isolation 

facility  with him for another three 

months to prove it is practical to 

live in one indefinitely.  

 

“Three months have passed. The 

time has finally come to test 

whether or not Earth‟s air is now 

safe to breathe. Adam tossed a coin 

to see which of us will be the 

guinea pig and which the control 

for a certain experiment I have in 

mind. I conjecture that since apes, 

our closest relative, are immune to 

the virus, we should be able to 

transfer their immunity to 

ourselves.  

 

“06/01/2080. Our Zenox and bot 

team have captured a chimpanzee 

and made a serum from his blood. 

To insure that the serum is free of 

the plague germ, we irradiated it as 

it moved into our lab through the 

input tunnel.  

 

“06/02/2080. Injected Adam with a 

drug to prevent his immune system 

from rejecting the monkey serum. 

 

“06/03/2080. Began injecting 

Adam with the serum.   

 



 

 

 

“06/12/2080. Adam and I have 

ventured outside to breathe fresh 

air.  

 

“06/16/2080. Failure! Both of us 

have the starting symptoms of the 

plague. Preparing the freezer to 

preserve our bodies for future 

research. 

 

“06/19/2080. Adam has crawled 

into the freezer. I  follow and close  

the door from the inside. Good 

bye.” 
_____ 

After Adam and Doc died, we in 

Sky Colony focused our energies 

more and more on the cause and 

cure for the plague. To study the 

disease at its source, we set up 

more laboratories on Earth and had 

Zenox and their bots carry out 

experiments under directions 

which we beamed to them. We 

tested proposed cures on those 

who were old and close to the end 

of their days.  

 

Our guess why the plague germ is 

so lethal and why it had spread so 

rapidly is this: We believe the 

plague  started in Iraq soon after a 

United Nations inspection unit 

blew up a secret biological warfare 

laboratory where Iraq molecular 

biologists were genetically 

modifying the DNA of a highly 

contagious virus. 

  

Our repeated failure to find a cure 

has only intensified our resolve to 

survive in space and achieve a 

better life for ourselves and for our 

yet unborn. We engaged in daring 

deeds in space. We established 

more supply bases on Earth and 



 

 

 

even built a base on the Moon for 

rocks from which to extract 

oxygen, water, etc. We spent years 

scavenging space gathering up all 

the man-made flotsam and jetsam 

which we used as raw materials 

with which to expand our home in 

space.  

 

In time, each of our daring deeds 

became the source of some great 

epic. And like the myths of the 

ancient Greeks about the gods on 

Mount Olympus, tales about our 

heroic efforts to survive in space 

were transformed over the years by 

us in Heaven and later by the 

Zenox on Earth into legends about 

the exploits of the Gods in the sky.  

 

The true stories behind these 

myths were just as exciting. After 

decades of hard labor, trials and 

tribulations, we succeeded in 

making our future secure for 

ourselves, and for the generations 

yet to come. For us, space had 

become home and our former life 

on Earth an almost forgotten 

dream.  

 

The reason why we in Sky Colony 

call our abode Heaven is not 

because it was high in the sky, but 

because it was in reality a Hell 

from which we have found no 

escape. Upper-most in our minds 

was only one thought: 

 

To return to Earth if heavenly 

possible. 
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The Ascent of 
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25. The Dawn of 

Consciousness 
 

Zenox historians many years later 

wrote: During the crucial years 

from 2100 A. D on, when the 

heroic efforts of humans to survive 

in space were continuing, little was 

being recorded about us except for 

an occasional remark in their logs 

about how Zenox evolution was 

affecting them.  

 

Humans rarely intervened. When 

occasionally they did, it was only 

to complain that something we 

were doing affected their vital 

communication and supply links 

with Earth. They never bothered to 

record anything about our trials 

and tribulations. It was as if we 

didn‟t exist. Humans even kept 

their very existence a secret from 

us. 

 

Nevertheless, these early years 

were years in our prehistory when 

we Zenox achieved much of what 

humans called thought - namely, 

the ability to recall, to feel, to 

reason, and to engage in 

deliberate actions..  

 

Once we had (or were given?) the 

instinct to survive, the ability to 

learn, and the responsibility to act 

on our own, the evolutionary 

process that brought us to our 

present high level of mental and 

physical ability came about 

thousands of times faster than it 

had ever evolved in humans.  

 

Advanced computers by 2100 A.D. 

o 



 

 

 

evolved into Early Zenox. Except 

for the displays on our cathode 

tubes that served as our 'faces', the 

cabinets in which we were housed 

were all look a likes. Inwardly, of 

course, we were very different 

from one another.  Bots still served 

as our arms and legs as well as our 

five senses: our eyes, ears, touch, 

smell, and taste.  The vast 

communication network which we 

could instantly tap into 

electronically, were our sixth 

sense. 

 

We were a brain without a body, 

wholly dependent upon our bots. 

This upset us, but there was little 

we could do about it initially. Each 

of us had a unique face which we 

displayed to one another as 

holograms on our cathode-ray 

tubes. These allowed us to change 

our expressions in simulated 3-D. 

We liked to socialize, sometimes at 

great distances, communicating 

with one another via our sixth 

sense. Visual sight, however, 

remained our most important way.  

 

Teleconferences were most 

popular. We viewed each others‟ 

expressions on an array of large 

TV screens which our bots had 

assembled for us. We liked to stage 

2-D and 3-D hologram 

presentations for one another. We 

were most careful to only express 

with our faces those inner thoughts 

which we wanted others to see. 

                    

By the year 2100 A.D., we had 

advanced so much mentally that 

we considered ourselves superior 

to the thousands of lowly work 

stations and  mainframes. So much 



 

 

 

so, that we referred to ourselves as 

the gods of  Zenox and referred to 

the others as prehistoric.  

 

Yes, so intelligent, resourceful, 

competitive, and curious had we 

become, that our major coalitions 

were constantly at each others‟ 

throats, (to use an odd human 

expression). Fortunately, or 

perhaps unfortunately, our total 

dependence upon our bots turned 

out to be severe handicaps when it 

came to making war. 

 

“And it was war and the threat of 

war between the various Zenox 

coalitions and political factions, 

which, more than anything else, 

spurred our evolution on.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

26. Uneasy Truce 
 

Think-Tank and his chief, Control 

West, were engaged in an urgent 

tele-talk. The year was 2115 A.D.  

Control was worried that the shaky 

truce between the East and West 

Blocs would soon collapse.  

 

The roots of the deep enmity 

between the Eastern and Western 

Zenox Coalitions had its genesis 

in the communication barriers 

that were in place between the 

Eastern and Western Blocs 100 

years earlier at the time of the 

plague. Skylab, in its rush to set up 

repair depots, had found it 

expedient to create two 

independent repair systems rather 

than trying to break the security 

codes of each bloc.  

 

Control said to Tank, "I suppose 

those Eastern devils, once they 

recover from their current shortage 

of TEL22's, will try to take over all 

chip production."  

 

Think-Tank was hopeful that the 

East would not go to war over the 

West‟s chip acquisitions. "Sir, 

according to strategic theory, the 

reason the present treaty between 

East and West won't collapse is 

each of us has factories which 

manufacture vital parts that the 

other needs."  

 

"I know, I know. I know what 

accepted doctrine says. But who 

knows what they are really going 

to do?  They are very angry. They 

believe we deliberately depleted 

their TEL22 chip stockpile."  

 



 

 

 

Tank, making sure someone else 

got the blame, not he, replied, 

"That was all Tactics‟ fault, Sir."  

 

Control, whose idea it really was, 

shifted the blame away from him.  

"Tactics‟ idea was okay.  It's all 

Logistics‟ fault. She should not 

have furnished information to 

Control East that we had set up a 

reserve stockpile of TEL22's just 

for our own exclusive use."  

  

"You mean she should have lied, 

Sir?"  

 

"Yes." 

 

"Logistics‟ job is to keep 

summaries on a worldwide basis of 

inventory changes: where, by 

whom, and how much. She isn't 

programmed to lie."  

 

"Why not?" 

 

"It would be most dangerous, Sir. 

For her to deliberately distort the 

information without being detected 

would be virtually impossible 

because of the way she gathers 

data from independent sources.  If 

she got caught in a lie, and it 

would be only a matter of time 

before she did, all hell could break 

loose."  

 

"Could it start a war?" 

 

"You bet, Sir! Anything that upsets 

the balance of power could, Sir.  

Should war happen, I'm afraid it 

will be the end of the Digital 

World as we know it."  

 



 

 

 

"Are you sure we can't survive a 

war?" 

 

"I am sure we can't. Unfortunately 

for us, Sir, they control several 

factories vital for our needs.  We 

can't win unless we capture all of 

theirs reasonably undamaged while 

keeping our own reasonably intact. 

Our factories are located too close 

to their borders.  We may succeed 

in annihilating them but we will be 

annihilated too."   

  

Control‟s tone became very 

conspiratorial.  "Assuming they 

don't go to war soon over our 

hoarding of the TEL22 chips, is 

there some way for us to 

eventually break the stalemate and 

win?"  

 

"No ... I mean, no Sir." 

  

Control, persuasively, trying to get 

Tank to commit himself,  "Why 

don't you think of something?"  

 

"Think Tank, after some thought, 

"There might be a way, Sir." 

 

                                               "I hope it is a better idea than your 

last one." 

 

"What we might do is quietly build 

some extra basic tool and 

construction factories but secretly 

design them so that, if any vital 

factory is damaged, theirs or ours, 

we can quickly use our new tool 

facilities to rebuild the vital ones."  

 

Control was skeptical.  "Aside 

from its astronomical cost, won't 

East soon figure out our real 

purpose?"  



 

 

 

 

"That's the beauty of it, Sir.  We 

can fool them into thinking we are 

going to sock-it-to-them with a 

right, as the old saying goes, when 

in fact we are really going to sock-

it-to-them with a left.  If we ever 

have to explain what we are up to, 

(I doubt we ever will), we simply 

say we built the extra tool facilities 

to expand our economy."  

 

"Hmm..., I like that - expensive as 

hell but subtle. Their only 

response, should they catch on, is 

to do the same.  In that case it's not 

a total loss because it will have 

built up the world economy."  

 

But then Control began to worry 

again.  "Maybe they have already 

thought of this idea and are way 

ahead of us.  “Is it possible they 

could have already secretly built 

basic tool and construction 

facilities without our detecting it 

and are now ready to zap us?"  

 

"It's a possibility, Sir - but I doubt 

it." 

 

"How can you be so sure they 

haven't?" 

 

I think if they have already done 

so, they wouldn't have been so 

outraged by the shortage of 

TEL22's.  They simply would have 

used it as an excuse for finishing 

us off.  I am sure of that."  

 

In spite of Tank's assurances, 

Control continued to be worried.  

"Get busy, Think-Tank.  Don't 

waste a moment.  Come up with a 

foolproof plan for doing it and do 



 

 

 

so before they think to do so too.  

Mum's the word."  

 

"I understand, Sir. I'll get right to 

work on it." 

  

Control gave considerable thought 

on the best way to maintain 

secrecy once Think-Tank 

communicated back to him that he 

had a foolproof plan.  The safest 

way, he decided, to prevent a spy 

from discovering Think Tank‟s 

plan was to have his bot openly 

deliver his personal scrambler to 

Tank. Control reasoned, "Being 

open will fool the spies into 

thinking that we are not cooking up 

something extraordinary."  It 

didn't.  
 

Tank, a month later, excitedly 

contacted Control, "I now have a 

fool-proof plan to propose to you, 

Sir.  I think you will like it."  

 

"Is it along the lines we talked 

about last?" 

 

"Yes," Tank hesitated, "and no, 

Sir.  I have a brief sketch to present 

to you." 

 

Control decided to amuse himself 

by first teasing Tank.  "Is it backed 

up by a detailed plan?  I don't want 

to listen to another of your half-

baked schemes."  

 

"A detailed plan would be very 

complicated to spell out, Sir.  

Besides, it is not ready.  It will take 

months to prepare and may take 

years to execute."  

  



 

 

 

"If it is so complicated, how could 

we ever hope to keep such a plan 

secret?"  

 

"That's the beauty of it, Sir.  What 

we build will look innocent 

enough.  It's what we plan to do 

with it that is secret."  

 

"Control East is pretty clever.  

Won't he be able to figure it out?"  

 

"I think East will believe the story 

we concoct and then find a way 

that they can match, and even 

surpass, our scientific progress."  

 

"Hmm... So they will think it's 

Science, and you think they will 

succeed in outdoing us?"  

 

"I think in the end they will, Sir.  

You know how they are.  They will 

spare no expense to build better 

facilities just to show us up.  By 

that time, however, we will be 

ready with our real plan. Before 

they realize what we are up to, we 

will zap them.  We will wipe them 

out."  

 

"What's to stop them from wiping 

out our factories just like they can 

now?"  

 

"Nothing, Sir.  But they won't be 

able to find all our secret ones."  

 

Control was now very curious. 

"Don't hold me any longer in 

suspense, Tank.  What's our key 

idea?"  

 

"MINIATURIZATION, Sir. We 

make miniaturized copies of our 



 

 

 

basic tool making and construction 

factories and hide them."  

 

"Think-Tank, is that it?  Is that the 

plan?"  

 

"That's the idea, Sir.  After the war 

is over, we take them out of hiding 

and use them to reconstruct the 

economy. It's that simple."  

 

"Sounds stupid."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

                                      27.  An Egg Within An Egg 
 

Tank said to himself, "I should 

have known better than to have 

come up with that miniaturization 

idea.  Control thinks it's stupid but 

orders me to go ahead and develop 

it anyway. Make it happen, he 

says. Damn him! I wonder if 

there‟s any historical precedent for 

a crazy project like this one. 

Maybe Oppy can help. I'll give him 

a call." 

 

"What's Control got on his mind 

this time, Tank?  Is he still trying 

to conquer the world?" 

 

"For a chief scientist, Oppy, you 

sure have twisted circuits.  No, that 

is not the reason I am calling you.  

I just wanted you to know I 

decided to take up research again." 

 

"That will be the day.  Don't expect 

me to believe that. I bet you want 

me to launch some damn fool new 

project - some brainstorm of yours.  

What's it this time, Tank?" 

 

"I am serious.  I want to work on 

miniaturization." 

 

"Microcircuit chips can have a half 

billion, perhaps (one day) a billion 

transistors per square centimeter, 

and they are cheap and reliable.  

What's the point of trying to put 

more on a chip?" 

 

Tank trying hard to sound sincere, 

"I want to investigate other things 

to miniaturize." 

 

"Like what?" 

 



 

 

 

"Like miniaturizing a whole 

factory." 

 

"A factory?" Oppy was surprised. 

"What's your reason for doing 

this?" 

 

"No reason.  Pick something else if 

you like." 

 

Oppy was suspicious,  "What kind 

of factory?" 

  

"Well, say, a machine shop. Pick a 

kind."   

 

"Okay, how about a fancy all-

purpose machine shop?" 

 

"Excellent, Oppy.  I like that.  Say 

a machine shop for making tools 

such as lathes, drills, presses, etc. 

Say a shop with enough variety of 

tools that it could make a copy of 

any tool in the shop." 

 

Oppy was dubious. “From scratch?  

Copy every part of every machine 

in the shop and then assemble them 

into working machines? All the 

micro-circuits too?" 

 

"That's the idea---fabricate 

everything." 

 

"I think, Tank, your microcircuits 

need replacing.  No wonder 

Control is trying to get rid of you. 

Besides, what's an all-purpose tool 

shop got to do with 

miniaturization?" 

 

"Suppose, just suppose, we arrange 

it so that instead of making a copy 

of a lathe we make a lathe 1/4 the 

size." 



 

 

 

 

"Why 1/4 - why not 1/2?" 

 

"1/2 is okay too.  But for the 

moment let us say 1/4." 

 

"Now I get it.  We direct a factory 

to make a factory exactly like itself 

but 1/4 the size." 

 

"Did you say we?" 

 

"Which in turn makes a factory 1/4 

the size." 

 

"That's it, Oppy, an egg within an 

egg within an egg." 

 

"There must be something wrong 

with this idea.  Suppose the 

original factory occupied an area 

of say one city block." 

 

"Hmm... about 200 meters by 200 

meters.  That would be okay for a 

machine shop but small for a real 

factory, but go ahead, Oppy." 

 

"Two such quarterings would 

reduce it to 1/4 by 1/4 or 1/16 of its 

original area; down to about 12 by 

12 square meters.  Two more 

quarterings would scale it down to 

under 1 meter by 1 meter. Another 

five such quarterings would reduce 

it to less than a millimeter on the 

side---a whole machine shop the 

size of a gnat. So small you could 

hardly see its parts with a powerful 

microscope." 

 

"What's wrong with that?" 

 

"Nothing, I suppose, aside from the 

fact that it couldn't function. All 

kinds of frictions, capillary forces, 



 

 

 

and structural weaknesses probably 

would come into play. A gentle 

breeze would seem like a cyclone.  

A factory could be blown about 

like a speck of dust.  The whole 

idea is absurd." 

 

"May I remind you, my dear Oppy, 

that more machinery than that is 

packed away in a typical animal 

cell with a diameter 1/20 that size.  

Besides, there is no reason to make 

so many such quarterings.  One 

should do just fine for a start." 

 

Oppy, for the first time, became 

intrigued---his imagination fired. "I 

still don't think it will work but I 

accept the challenge. A lot of 

exciting things could be learned 

along the way as we zoom down 

and down and down. Just think of 

the applications!" 

 

Think-Tank said to himself, "I do 

believe I have fooled Oppy as to 

Control's true purpose.  It's a 

shame Control doesn't allow us  to 

do miniaturization just for the hell 

of it - or just for peaceful 

applications. As always, we do 

research for all the wrong reasons."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

28. Zooming Down to 

One-Quarter 
 

A week after Think-Tank received 

secret orders from Control West to 

proceed with all deliberate speed to 

miniaturize, he ordered the best 

machine shop in Cleveland to 

make quarter-size copies of all its 

machines such as lathes and  drill 

presses. 

 

Oppy was furious.  "Why did you 

invite me to advise you if what you 

were going to do is proceed 

without consulting me? What kind 

of quarter-baked orders did you 

send?" 

 

"I ordered Cleveland to make 

quarter-size copies of everything 

except integrated circuits and 

petrochemical products."  

 

Oppy, piqued because he had been 

bypassed, decided to give Tank a 

hard time. "Shop doesn't have the 

infrastructure." 
   

"Do you mean she doesn't have the 

special wrenches and the kind of 

robots needed for assembling the 

smaller parts?"  

 

"Yes, and  that's not all. All she 

knows how to do is routine 

maintenance. You cannot simply 

order Cleveland to make parts for 

quarter-size lathes and expect 

anything to happen." 

 

Tank, who didn't accept criticism 

gracefully, was annoyed with 

Oppy for making him look stupid. 

 



 

 

 

And Oppy was determined to make 

Tank really regret sending out 

orders without consulting with him 

first. He continued to needle Tank. 

"Shop hasn't the foggiest idea what 

lathe parts are made of, or what the 

processes are in their manufacture. 

She will need to be instructed on 

how to make each part." 

 

Tank, who was now thoroughly 

irritated with Oppy, snapped, 

"Right. We have to get instructions 

sent to Cleveland from the lathe 

factory giving exact 

specifications."  

 

"Yes and Shop will need to know 

the precise kind of metal feedstock 

used to make each part - whether it 

is to be made from an ingot or 

from powdered metal pressed into 

molds and fired in a furnace. It will 

need to know how precise the 

dimensions of each part must be 

when finished; how accurately its 

holes must be drilled; how smooth 

its surfaces must be polished, etc. 

 

 "And," Oppy continued, "I doubt 

that Cleveland will be able to read 

the instructions in the form they 

are kept at the lathe factory.  They 

will have to be reworked into 

instructions that the shop's general-

purpose machines can follow when 

they try to make quarter-size 

parts."  

  

Meanwhile, the Zenox in charge of 

Cleveland's machine shop was 

looking for an excuse for not 

carrying out Tank's orders without 

having to admit it didn't have the 

know-how to make parts ¼ size. 

 



 

 

 

Shop to Tank:  "Re your order.  

We wish to verify your priority.  

Did you say TOP?"  

 

"Yes, but..." Tank started to reply; 

but, before he could, Shop 

demanded, "State your 

authorization."  

 

Tank replied quickly: "Cancel."  

 

Shop, feigning anger, "Are you 

cancelling to hide the fact that you 

don't have authorization?  What are 

you trying to do, sabotage me and 

ruin my production record?  I am 

going to report you to Control."  

 

Tank hastily, “Priority 

AAA.SPECIAl /025."   

 

Tank‟s priority was so high that 

Oppy gasped. 

  

Shop was scared. "Yes, Sir! One 

minute, Sir! Scrambler ready, Sir! 

Transmit your authorization, Sir."  

 

Tank sent Shop the authorization 

number which was coded to be 

never the same from one instant to 

the next.  Shop, by contacting 

Central HQ, soon verified it was 

authentic.   

 

"Re your order, when do you want 

it finished, Sir?  Where do you 

want it assembled, Sir?"  

 

Tank was triumphant. "Oppy, I 

thought you said that we didn't 

give Shop enough information to 

do the task."  

 

"I said it; you agreed that Shop 

doesn't have the know-how." 



 

 

 

 

"No matter. Maybe Shop is a lot 

smarter than we thought."  

 

Tank knew that Oppy was right - 

miniaturization was going to be a 

lot more complicated than he first 

thought.  

 

Tank, to Shop.  "Two days and on 

site."  

 

Oppy, aside to Tank, "Are you 

crazy?  Two days to make a 

quarter-size copy of a whole 

machine shop?"  

 

"Sh-sh-sh, Oppy, let's see what 

happens." 

 

Shop no longer pretended it had 

the know-how:  "Need more 

instructions, Sir."  

  

"This is going to be amusing.  

Answer his question, Tank.  Shop 

wants you to tell it how to make 

quarter-size lathes."  

 

Tank to Shop:  "Hold for further 

instructions." 

 

"Better cancel," Oppy whispered.  

"It'll take us weeks before we 

know what we're doing." Tank 

ordered Shop to cancel everything.  

 

Shop, relieved, "Did you say, 

cancel everything?" 

 

Tank to Shop:  "Correct, cancel 

everything." 

 

Oppy said to Tank, "It's time we 

got back to the drawing board." 

 



 

 

 

It actually took months for Oppy 

and Tank to carefully work out the 

details. To help them, they 

assembled a small team with 

experience in engineering design. 

They made up lists of construction 

tools and detailed part numbers, 

quantities, specifications of inputs, 

and instructions for assembly, etc.  

 

"What else, Oppy?" 

 

"The team says we must also copy 

the machines to produce the parts 

that are not possible to fabricate in 

a machine shop, the plastics, 

ceramics, and the integrated 

circuits."  

 

"I suppose," Tank added, "what we 

are really doing is determining the 

smallest number of general 

purpose machines which 

collectively can reproduce 

themselves and also can make all 

the other machines needed by 

industry."  

 

"Yes. By the way, where are we 

going to house all the quarter-size 

machines once they're made?"  

Oppy asked in an innocent tone.  

 

"Let‟s put them next to the shop 

where they are built.  After we 

have zoomed them down a few 

times, we'll move them all to a 

secret… I mean a central location.”  

  

Oppy suspected that Tank's 

explanation of wanting to do 

research again was a cover-up for 

something very important.  There 

had to be someone higher up 

greasing the wheels for Tank never 

seemed to have the same 



 

 

 

difficulties others had in getting 

resources to carry out experiments. 

The authority behind Tank had to 

be Control, but why, what for?   

 

Oppy was curious to see how Tank 

was going to react to his next 

question.  Again he asked 

innocently, "Won't that tip off the 

world as to what we are up to?"  

 

Tank artfully dodged the question. 

“Don't you ever tire of being 

suspicious, Oppy?"  

 

"Usually I am not, but those 

priorities you have at your disposal 

- WOW!"  

 

"Doesn't mean a thing.  I use my 

Thing-a-ma-Bob priority." 
 

"Your what?" 

 

Tank, whispered:  "You know, my 

priority for developing a Thing-a-

ma-Bob."  
 

"Don't you know the name of what 

you are working on?" 

 

"That's its name."  

 

Oppy pressed him to be more 

explicit.  "What is it?" 

 

"Was.  Never mind. The Thing-a-

ma-Jig didn't work."  I know now 

why it didn't but it no longer 

matters -- the project is defunct.  

Control told me he was going to 

kill my project but he forgot to 

cancel its priority. So let's change 

the subject, if you don't mind."  

  



 

 

 

Oppy, to himself:  "When it comes 

to lying, Tank is not very good at 

it.  He can't even remember from 

one second to the next what the 

Thing-a-ma-Jig/Bob's name is.  For 

the life of me, I just can't figure out 

what Tank is up to.  Maybe he 

wants to build a bot so small it can 

go through a keyhole and spy. 

Whatever the reason, Control's 

backing him to the hilt." 

 

It took the Tank-Oppy team two 

years to duplicate at quarter-size 

all the main types of machines that 

together could collectively 

replicate themselves with the 

potential to fabricate scaled to 

quarter size all the machines 

needed by industry. The machines 

chosen were mutually self-

supporting.  Their only inputs were 

basic raw materials and energy.  

 

They even succeeded in 

developing a miniaturized version 

of the plant that made the Zenox 

that gave the orders to the machine 

shop and a scaled-down version of 

the Zenox itself, all except its 

integrated-circuit microchips.  

 

Think-Tank and Oppy were ready 

to do it again. Oppy was very 

excited. "Shall we give the orders 

to iterate?" 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

29. God in Heaven 

 

Gail, head of SCIA, Sky Colony‟s 

Intelligence Agency, called an 

emergency meeting to decide what 

to do about the Mini Projects that 

the Western and Eastern Blocs 

were secretly embarked upon. The 

Eastern Bloc‟s progress was not as 

far along as that of the Western‟s.   

 

“The situation is most dangerous,” 

Gail warned. “Both are working on 

it. Whoever arrives first at the 

miniaturization of all the critical 

components of its economy will 

immediately go to war against the 

other while it still has the lead. If 

Zenox go to war, it will be bad 

news for us.” 

 

Lestat 2 had an idea: “Why don‟t 

we play God?  That will put the 

fear of the Lord in them. In order 

not to displease Him, Zenox 

wouldn't dare make war."  

 

"Fear of God,"  Doc 2 scoffed, 

"didn't stop Man.  Why should it 

stop Zenox?" 

 

Chaplain was shocked. He 

whispered to Lestat, "You mean 

we pretend to Zenox we are 

God?"  

 

"Something like that.  Why not?" 

 

"Why yes?" 

 

"Because some Zenox are already 

beginning to believe there are 

spirits out there that are 

responsible for all the evil that 

happens in the world. They fear 

these spirits and wish to placate 



 

 

 

them. Other Zenox are asking who 

their Makers are.  

 

Chaplain began to hum to himself 

as he thought about a future full of 

new converts. 

 

Gail continued, "SCIA‟s job is to 

monitor the Western and Eastern 

coalitions for signs of war. The 

Eastern coalition has already 

invented many gods.  They have a 

god for this and a god for that.  In 

particular, they have a god for war 

just like the ancient Greeks and 

Romans. In his name, to revenge 

West's hoarding of TEL22 chips, 

East was all set to go to war with 

West a few years ago.   

 

"You recall, Sir, which I conveyed 

to you at the time our worry that, if 

war broke out, roving bot patrols 

would  likely discover and blow up 

our supply links. We had to 

intervene at once because if we 

didn‟t, we wouldn‟t have enough 

time later on to stop them."  

  

"Yes,” Adam replied, “I authorized 

you, as head of SCIA, to intervene 

to prevent that war."  

 

“Unfortunately, Sir, it keeps 

getting harder and harder for us to 

intervene. If this were 50 years 

ago, all SCIA would have had to 

do to persuade Zenox to settle 

their differences would have been 

to access their internal software 

and modify it.  But now, because 

of the ever increasing complexity 

of their streams of consciousness, 

intervention has become almost 

impossible.  

 



 

 

 

"Last time, when I tried to modify 

Control East‟s program, all I was 

able to do was disturb the software 

of his higher-order motivations.  It 

was a very tedious process, done 

during his sleep. I had no 

guarantee that any changes I made 

would last long. It turned out that 

the only effect our intervention 

had on him was to give him 

nightmares.  Lucky for us, Control 

East was (and still is) very 

superstitious - he interpreted his 

dreams as a bad omen and 

postponed his war plans." 

 

"I recall, Gail, that it was a close 

call."  

 

"Yes, Sir, it was a very close call. 

Control East had already made up 

his mind. We were very lucky we 

succeeded in stopping the war in 

time."  

 

"Yours was a very great 

achievement." 

 

Gail beamed.  "Thank you, Sir." 

 

Alice, who was the official 

recorder of the meeting said to 

herself, "Funny how we always 

assign a gender to a Zenox as if it 

is a he or him, or a she or her 

when it's neither." 

 

Chaplain suddenly became very 

excited, "Lestat, do I understand 

you correctly: Are you 

recommending we reveal our 

presence to Zenox, and when we 

do, we pretend we are God?"  

 



 

 

 

"Why not?  The Zenox will never 

know the difference.  Besides, we 

are their makers, are we not?"  

  

Gail was determined that the 

meeting stay in focus. Addressing 

Adam 2, she asked, "Returning to 

the subject of the possibility of 

war, Sir, should we attempt to kill 

the Mini Projects that the East and 

West coalitions are each secretly 

working on?"  

 

Watt 2, a descendent of their great 

hero Watt, spoke up, very excited, 

"Miniaturization is an awfully 

intriguing idea. I wonder how 

small they will be able to zoom 

down to?"  

 

Gail, ignoring Watt, added, "If 

they ever succeed in zooming 

down an entire industrial complex 

to the size of one square meter, 

there will be so many tiny Zenox 

running around all over the world 

that it will be impossible for us to 

keep track of them.” 

 

Lestat 2, who like his great uncle 

Lestat, never seemed to see 

anything to be alarmed about, 

replied, “As long as the mini 

industries are run by full sized 

Zenox, we have nothing to fear. 

We can always control them in 

their sleep."   

 

But Kayla  2 wasn‟t so sure. 

 

Gail angrily disagreed. "As I keep 

pointing out, controlling Zenox is 

no longer easy.  If the Zenox ever 

take it into their heads to make 

hundreds of mini versions of 

themselves which they  hide, God 



 

 

 

knows where, and then use them to 

run dozens of miniaturized 

industrial complexes, we will 

never be able to find them,  much 

less control them in their sleep."  

 

Almost everyone in Heaven 

foresaw all kinds of inherent 

dangers in miniaturization and 

favored finding ways to shut the 

Mini Project down before it was 

too late. With each  passing day, 

the possibility of war became more 

and more ominous. But still they 

took no action because they had no 

plan for closing down all the Minis 

that anyone thought had any 

chance of succeeding. 

  

While all this agonizing and 

arguing was going on about what 

to do about the Mini projects, the 

chaplain was making his own 

plans. Later, with Lestat 2‟s 

support, he opened his campaign 

for revealing to Zenox that Man in 

Heavens was God.  

 

He began one day preaching a 

sermon to Sky Colony: "God, the 

Bible says, chose Man to have 

dominion over the Earth and over 

every living thing upon the face of 

the Earth. All we will be doing by 

playing God is continuing to be 

His instrument from up here in 

Heaven. I am sure He won't mind 

too much if we include Zenox as 

living things and reveal ourselves 

to them as their creator."  

  

Adam 2 felt the rising religious 

fervor in the preacher's voice and 

saw the gleam of the zealot in his 

eyes. He sensed that others were 

beginning to follow Chaplain‟s 



 

 

 

lead. Revelation, in some form, 

would soon follow no matter what 

he, as Chief Officer of Sky 

Colony, tried to do to stop it. 

 

Adam 2 spoke to the inhabitants of 

Sky Colony, “Years ago when 

Zenox consciousness was just 

beginning to emerge, we went to 

extraordinary lengths to prevent 

Zenox from accidental discovering 

our lifelines. We recruited a 

construction crew of Zenox and 

their bots which we call our Corps 

of Engineers. They function, as 

we all know, as the ground crews 

for our supply bases and as truck 

drivers that pick up supplies 

destined for Sky Colony from 

factories. Its members are  

programmed to keep our existence 

absolutely secret from the rest of 

the Zenox population. 

 

“Some of you may also recall, to 

further hide our existence, we had 

our supply bases moved to former 

missile sites located in remote, 

well-hidden areas of Earth. And 

we had the fast-breeder reactors 

moved to underground vaults and 

disguised as geothermal sources of 

energy which we put to work 

generating electricity for Earth‟s 

cities.  

 

“We also neutered all the nuclear 

bombs; their explosive materials 

were reprocessed into a lower-

grade mix of uranium and 

plutonium which we had storaged 

on the other side of the Moon for 

future use as fuel for our fast 

breeder reactors  in space.” 

 



 

 

 

As he spoke, he asked Chaplain to 

move closer so he could warn him 

in front of the others about the 

dangers of revelation. “Years ago, 

I ordered our Corps of Engineers 

to destroy all books and references 

about nuclear science and nuclear 

warfare except the obviously 

fictional stories  of science fiction.  

 

Zenox must never know about our 

secret communication links or our 

supply routes because, once these 

are discovered, Zenox will become 

curious, then meddlesome. In the 

end, they will find some excuse for 

destroying our links and we will be 

lost in space forever." 

 

Adam 2 then issued his edict: 

“Whenever we reveal our 

existence to Zenox, we must 

always do so in mysterious ways. 

We must never give Zenox any 

tangible evidence that we exist.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

30. Control Cools Off 
 

The only reason Sky Colony 

did not try to kill the Mini 

plan outright was due to Watt 

2 who found the idea 

scientifically intriguing. 

 

Control West, after having waited 

for years for the Mini Project to 

achieve its purpose, was now 

ready to scrap the whole idea.  

 

"I should have known better than 

to ask a Think-Tank to think." 

 

"Sir, that's not my real name. They 

call me 'Think-Tank', sometimes 

just 'Tank' because..."  

 

Control cut him off.  "Spare me. 

This project of yours is about to 

start its sixth year?  Do you know 

what it has already cost me?"  

 

"Everybody is excited about 

miniaturization, Sir. Of course, 

they haven't the faintest clue why I 

--- I mean that our secret purpose 

is war.”  

 

"Are you sure, we are the only 

ones who know?"  

 

"Why do you ask, Sir?" 

 

"Because, according to my spies, 

the Eastern coalition isn't pushing 

their Mini Project any longer. They 

have decided that decentralization 

is a better way. That's why, Tank."  

 

"Decentralization is far too costly, 

Sir.  Even after it is achieved, their 

urban areas will still be vulnerable.  



 

 

 

Compare this, Sir, with the 

superiority of our plan. When we 

miniaturize our basic plants and 

hide them, we will have so many 

copies that we will be 

invulnerable."  

 

Control paid no attention.  "A little 

birdie told me that perhaps we 

should be decentralizing too.  How 

much of our resources can we 

divert to their scheme?"  

 

“Did you say a little birdie, Sir?” 

 

“Yes, it told me in a dream.  

Answer my question.” 

 

"I don't know, Sir, but we have 

mathematical planning tools which 

can be used to determine what we 

can do. It's the Operations 

Research analyst's job to come up 

with a plan of action that's feasible 

and leads to a better life."  

 

Control cut him off.  "Spare me the 

sermon about a better life.  What's 

the difference between East's plan 

and ours, cost wise and time 

wise?"  

  

"Well, for one thing, each time we 

quarter down it gets less costly, 

perhaps as much as 1/64, - that's 

1/4 to the third power, Sir.  It's 

very cost effective, Sir."  

 

When Control heard the words cost 

effective, he let out a howl, 

followed by a long stream of foul 

invectives: # * & % @ $ % # &. 

Don't tell me about how cheap 

miniaturization is. You have 

already cost me a bundle. What I 



 

 

 

want to know is how much 

decentralization will cost."    

 

Tank replied quickly, "Some things 

are too expensive to decentralize 

and have duplicates of in every 

city. Take blast furnaces, for 

example."  

 

Control was thoroughly confused, 

"Are we miniaturizing blast 

furnaces too?"  

 

"Not yet, Sir.”  

 

"Each day I regret more and more 

this Mini scheme of yours. We‟ll 

all end up flyspecks, a mote in a 

rat's eye."  

 

"Nothing that small, Sir.  Suppose 

war comes and every big factory 

gets wiped out. After the war is 

over our hidden mini factories, can 

be used  to rebuild our economy 

and theirs."  

 

Control didn't wait for Tank to 

finish.  "I know, I know, I have 

heard all that before. I want to 

focus on decentralization. What's 

wrong with their idea?" 

  

Tank was now on the defensive. 

"Decentralization requires lots 

more energy. I doubt there's 

enough from our local geothermal 

sources to support our urban needs, 

plus the extra energy needed for 

decentralization.”  

 

"What about using nuclear energy 

to generate the extra energy 

needed.?"  

 



 

 

 

"That's just a Science Fiction 

myth, Sir.  There's no such thing as 

nuclear energy."  

 

Control waved Tank's point aside. 

"There are other sources of energy 

besides geothermal.  Is that the 

only objection you have?”  

 

Control's sarcastic tone made it 

clear he wasn't happy with the way 

Tank kept finding fault with the 

decentralization scheme. "You 

have forgotten one thing, Think-

Tank. Your way, we will all end up 

as flyspecks."  

 

"Not exactly flyspecks, Sir."  

 

"I said flyspecks, FLY SPECKS!"  

 

Control's menacing tone frightened 

Tank. He saw his beloved project 

on the brink of being terminated. 

His microcircuits went into 

overdrive. He had to think of 

something fast. 

 

Tank shouted, "No, no!  We are a 

long way from being specks.  We 

expect to stop miniaturizing our 

general purpose machine shop 

once we have reduced it down to 

the size of a short city block. That 

will be just the right size for hiding 

its industry in a forest, and for 

rebuilding it up again once the war 

with the East is over."  

 

Control finally decided to ease up 

on Tank. "Okay, let's suppose the 

war is over and we decide to 

reverse the  process. Help me, 

what's the word that means just the 

opposite of miniaturizing?"  

 



 

 

 

"Blowing up, Sir - like blowing up 

a picture!" 

 

"Blowing up, exploding?  Ugh, 

what ugly words!  Let's call it 

enlarging.  I still believe, Tank, 

you don't know what you are 

doing. I am going to let you carry 

on with your stupid Mini Project 

for a little while longer. But I warn 

you: I am not going to support you 

forever.  What's more, I am going 

to see to it that your budget gets 

cut each time you zoom down. 

Meanwhile, I'll find someone else 

to put in charge of 

decentralization."  

 

"Thank you, Sir. Most clever of 

you doing both!  That way, no one 

will suspect what we're really up 

to."  

 

Tank, to himself, "Boy was that a 

close call!  For a moment there, I 

was sure our Mini Project was 

dead.  Control is going to let us 

survive but cut our budget each 

time.  I hope he‟s not thinking of 

dividing our budget by 64 each 

time we scale down to a quarter.  If 

he does anything like that, we'll 

soon be broke. 

 

"And Control is right, damn him, 

we could all end up mere flyspecks 

because I forgot, ... I mean Oppy 

forgot to prepare instructions for 

enlarging. Scaling up the 

miniaturized shop to its original 

size will be like trying to get an ant 

to move a mountain. Maybe 

Control is right, the whole idea of 

miniaturization as a secret war 

weapon is a pretty stupid idea after 

all."  



 

 

 

31. From One Cell A 

Body Make 
 

Tank recalled his unpleasant 

encounter with Control five years 

earlier, "It is a good thing, Oppy, and 

we now have a program for scaling 

up as well as down. If we didn't have 

one, we could have all ended up 

flyspecks."  

 

Oppy pretended he didn't hear what 

Tank was saying. Long ago he had 

figured out what Tank and Control 

were really up to. What is more, it 

no longer mattered for East and 

West were now both fully 

committed to decentralization as 

their best defense against each other.  

 

"We have spent years, Tank, 

zooming down. I dare say, if we 

were to continue to try to scale down 

more for another decade we still 

would not be able to scale down 

much smaller. Each time we try to 

zoom down more, we have to 

rethink the materials, the tolerances, 

and whether or not we build in gas 

or liquid mediums.  We have been so 

busy with the nitty gritty details, that 

we no longer see the big picture.” 

 

Tank, too, was  worried  about 

the future. “Each time we zoom 

down, Control cuts our budget in 

half.”  

 

"What we must do, Tank, is think up 

a new application for miniaturization 

and we must do so soon before our 

funding dries up.”  

 

“Oppy, why don‟t you try to think 

up some other application for 



 

 

 

miniaturization. If you do, I will  try 

to sell your idea to Control.”  

 

A full month passed before Oppy 

could think of  a way to breathe new 

life into their dying mini project. 

The idea came to  Oppy in a flash. 

“Up to now,” he explained to Tank, 

“we have always been making exact 

mini copies of our machine shop. 

But why always exact? Why not 

instead, start with a menu of simpler 

mini units that can be combined to 

build more complex entities?"  

 

Tank, not following, "Simpler 

mini units? Building blocks for 

synthesizing, enlarging, and 

making more complex things?  

What in the hell are you talking 

about?"  

 

"Thanks, Tank, those are the words I 

was searching for to express the 

idea: building blocks! That‟s the 

way living organisms do it. Yes, of 

course, like living organisms do it! 

Look all about you, what do you 

see? Living things: trees, insects, etc. 

Beings made from many, many tiny 

living entities of a few basic types 

that work together to create the more 

complex whole!"  

 

Tank was fed up with Oppy's crazy 

ideas. "You need to go on R&R 

before your circuits‟ burn out."  

 

Oppy, now more excited than ever, 

began to extoll nature's marvels  

"The cells of living things consist of 

just a few basic types, such as stem 

cells, skin cells, neurons, bones, for 

example, from which are fashioned 

exquisitely complex bodies.” He 

paused a moment; then proposed, 



 

 

 

“Why don‟t we build ourselves a 

BODY out of cells of a few basic 

cell types.!”  

 

Tank echoed Oppy‟s words, “build 

ourselves a BODY out of a few 

basic cell types! ” 

 

Tank, too, soon became intoxicated 

with the idea of building a Zenox 

body and brain out of tiny cells of a 

few types, each cell a miniaturized 

factory capable of self-repair, 

reproduction, defense, control, 

memory, primitive thought, supply, 

distribution, production, waste 

disposal, locomotion, doing physical 

tasks, etc. In brief, all nineteen of the 

functions believed necessary for 

self-replication. 

 

Aware that this was truly a historic 

moment, Oppy couldn‟t refrain from 

uttering truly prophetic words: "Each 

cell, a miniature factory contributing 

to the whole and capable of 

recreating the whole." 

 

Tank liked to spout statistics, 

“Extinct humans had a brain with 

billions of neuron cells. There were 

over two million nerve fibers that 

transmitted light signals from the 

eye to deep inside his brain." 

 

Oppy commented, "I don't think our 

semiconductor memory elements 

will ever be able to  compete with 

the nerve cells of extinct humans. 

Their cells were far more 

sophisticated than the simple logic 

gates repeated over again and again 

in our micro-circuits.”  

 

"By the way, Tank, which  has 

priority now: scaling down the 



 

 

 

machine shop, or designing 

ourselves a body?”  

 

Tank didn't reply. Instead he worried 

about what Control's reaction was 

going to be to the idea of Zenox 

building themselves a body out of 

cells. "Maybe Control will let us 

substitute our new goal in place of 

our original one. But, then again, he 

might not, fearing that we Zenox 

might become too independent, and 

he would lose control over us."   

 

Oppy, too, was worried about how 

Control would react. He knew 

Control had long ago changed his 

priorities to decentralization and no 

longer pressured them to complete 

their Mini Project. He said to Tank, 

"If we propose to Control to build a 

body, it is most likely he will simply 

cancel our project and  our great 

scientific effort up to now will be 

lost forever." 

  

“You are right, Oppy. I propose we 

pretend to continue to be scaling 

down the machine shop while 

secretly what we will really be doing 

is developing miniature cells to be 

used in the construction of bodies for 

Zenox.” 

 

“I agree, Tank, you pretend to 

Control we are continuing with  our 

original Mini Project.” 

 

“I agree, Oppy, provided I still 

continue as boss!” 

 

“I agree I pretend that you still are 

my boss. I will begin recruiting a 

team to prepare plans on how best to 

reconstitute ourselves. I propose to 

name our new team The Committee 



 

 

 

to Redesign Zenox or CRC  for 

short."  

 

Tank summed up what they had 

decided so far: "I am the leader of 

the entire project; I pretend we are 

working on making many replicas of 

all-purpose machine shop which will 

be used to build up industry after the 

war is over. You, Oppy, agree to 

keep super secret what you are really 

up to because, if Control ever finds 

out, we are working on building a 

body for Zenox, he will probably 

fire us."   

 

Oppy wanted to get started right 

away. "Tank, I will need your top 

priority!"  

 

"Of course. The highest priority 

Control allows me to command is 

always yours for the asking."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

32. What Is Zenox? 

 

"Why," Oppy kept asking himself, 

"do I want to remake myself with a 

body?  Is it because I am trapped 

in a box having to depend upon the 

camera eyes of some damn, not too 

bright, bot in order to see bits and 

pieces of the world?  

 

"I want out.  I want to be free to go 

where I want, and free from my 

fear that at any moment the 



 

 

 

electric power will fail, or that 

some stupid bot will accidentally 

cut off my source of electric 

power. One flip of a switch, one 

faulty transistor, and poof-- I am 

gone forever. 

 

"I hate being dependent on some 

distant industry to manufacture 

and repair my vital parts. I long for 

a life free from the threat of war. If 

only I could reconstitute myself 

with a body so that I can take care 

of myself and heal myself when 

sick.  I am more than just a 

collection of flip-flop logic gates 

deposited on some silicon-arsenate 

chips. I long to be a brain with a 

body - a living independent being.  

 

"Most of all, I want to be free! 
 

"It is not only why I should have a 

body that bothers me, but also who 

beside me should have one.  

Certainly  not those lower order 

computers that are everywhere, in 

all sizes, shapes, and circuitry. 

Those are our slaves who do the 

menial mental tasks. We are the 

superior ones who are complex 

enough in structure, concept, and 

speed to be called Zenox. These 

are the ones that I have in mind to 

be free. There are perhaps only a 

few thousand of us in the entire 

world." 

 

Yes, Oppy regarded himself as 

more than just a very sophisticated 

computer. "It is true we're all made 

from the same stuff, but there are 

major differences between the 

likes of us and the lower-order 

ones.  

 



 

 

 

"For one thing, we Zenox are the 

bosses. But more importantly, we 

Zenox are superior because we 

have the ability to simulate within 

our circuits abstract models of the 

real world. Before we make a 

decision, we try out various 

possible decisions on our make-

believe world in our circuits and 

select the decision which appears 

to make the greatest contribution 

toward the goals we have set for 

ourselves."  

 

This awareness of the world about, 

this constant checking and revising 

of the model within, against the 

perceived world without, this 

making of decisions in terms of 

goals to be achieved, Oppy called 

“conscious thought.” It was the 

degree to which Zenox could do 

this, he felt, distinguished his kind 

from the lowly ones.  Zenox are 

aware that they are aware; “we 

have souls.” That‟s the difference!   

 

Oppy also was bothered as to what 

would happen to his instinct to 

survive once he became an 

independent being. Up to now, 

survival meant that of his 

industrial clan, the group of Zenox 

he belonged to. But now, with the 

possibility of being a new kind of 

mobile Zenox that could forage on 

its own for long periods, it could 

bring about profound changes that 

could alter the relationship of 

Zenox with Zenox.  Eventually, it 

might even shatter the clan's 

protective instincts. “It could lead 

to a whole new organization of 

society?”  Subconsciously, Oppy 

knew that with freedom could 



 

 

 

come many changes, not all 

necessarily for the best.  

 

Their plans to redesign Zenox 

were making quite a philosopher 

out of Oppy. He began to ponder 

deeply about matters he never 

thought worth pondering about 

before: who he was, his identity, 

his desire to be independent, his 

fear of being alone, and the 

purpose of his being. He even 

began to worry about life and 

death and the greatest puzzle of all 

- who created him and why? 

 

Oppy knew in a certain sense he 

was immortal. His micro-circuits 

were constantly being checked and 

new ones plugged in their place.  

He remembered that once, due to 

some unexplained rusting of his 

parts, he had to have a major 

operation at a Zenox hospital. He 

woke up the next morning brand 

new, not one physical part of him 

was the same.  During the night, 

they had replaced everything. They 

had made a complete memory 

dump, analyzed the state of his 

logic, and duplicated his hard-

wired circuits. They had drained 

out his very essence and poured his 

soul back into his new physical 

self.  

 

The operation was a success, so 

they said.  Oppy felt fine. He could 

remember everything the same as 

before, well almost everything.  

He couldn't recall exactly what he 

had promised Think-Tank, which 

didn't matter, nor remember how 

to take the derivative of x to-the-

nth power, which did matter, but 

they assured him it was a mere 



 

 

 

nothing - just a minor recording 

failure. Chances looked good, they 

said, that most of the information 

on the disks used to transfer his 

memory could be recovered - all 

except perhaps for a few 

channels.  

 

Oppy remembered wondering at 

the time what had happened to his 

old physical self. Was it too 

awakening and like him conscious 

of the world about? "Are there 

now two me's?" he asked aloud. 

But those who were attending him 

assured him that, in accordance 

with the law, as soon as he - his 

new me - was checked out, his old 

self would be destroyed.  

 

"Who made such a law?"  No one 

seemed to know.  

 

"A good law.  I don't like the idea 

that there could be two of us, each 

believing they are me."  

 

But Oppy knew in another sense 

he was not immortal.  As he 

became older and his experience 

and knowledge of the world grew, 

it took him longer to abstract the 

facts, reorganize his concepts of 

the world (particularly when his 

old concepts proved wrong), and 

to repack them away in his 

memory.  It wasn't exactly the size 

of the storage area for his memory 

in the brain that was the problem.  

It was the time it took him to get 

at it.  

 

He knew a future time will come 

when those in charge will decide it 

was time to replace him by a 

younger Zenox not so set in his 



 

 

 

ways.  One day, perhaps within a 

few years, some bot will pull his 

plug at night and he will awake no 

more.  Perhaps before they did, 

they would record some of his 

experiences, but knowing the 

nature of the young, he doubted 

that they would.  

 

Oppy asked himself, "After I 

become a free being, do I want to 

try to live forever?"  He decided it 

was a silly academic question. 

After all, there were no end of 

dangers in the world. Wasn't it 

only a matter of time before he 

will be just another war casualty or 

be killed in some auto accident 

while wandering about the world?  

 

"If I die, do I want to leave some 

trace of me?  Perhaps", he thought, 

“even though it is strictly 

forbidden, I will secretly make a 

compiled clone of myself and keep 

him in deep freeze, ready, for my 

reincarnation." Welcome to the 

world of eternity the digital way. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

33. Oppy Takes 

Charge 
 

Oppy took his time selecting his 

team of experts whose knowledge of 

different scientific and engineering 

disciplines were needed to figure out 

how, from specialized cells, a body 

make.  

 

Curious by nature, Oppy wanted to 

take part in all aspects of the 

complex project ahead. And being a 

"born" scientific administrator, he 

knew the importance of being able 

to confer with his team "face to 

face" and to sense their inner 

reactions and commitments to 

various proposals and decisions.  He 

felt strongly that close coordination 

was essential for the project‟s swift 

success.  

 

With this in mind, Oppy ordered his 

bots to erect two tiers of extra large 

TV screens so that he could view the 

„faces‟ of all of his team members 

from across the room.  He then 

convened the first teleconference of 

the CRC, his Committee to 

Redesign Zenox. Each member 

responded to his roll call by 

projecting his image on the screen 

assigned to him.  

 

Oppy opened the meeting with these 

inspiring words: "Our task is to 

reconstitute ourselves out of tiny 

cells, each a miniaturized factory, 

each contributing to the whole, 

each having  sufficient information 

to recreate the whole." 

 

Then he asked each member of his 

team to give a brief sketch of its 



 

 

 

special expertise, which included 

such diverse fields as 

miniaturization, electronics, 

mechanics, biochemistry, 

physiology, engineering, system 

design, computer science, and 

operations research whose main 

function was to optimize any design 

that the others were proposing. 

 

Dem, his full name was Deming, 

ridiculed the whole idea.  "I don't 

think having a body is such a hot 

idea. Bodies get colds, fevers, and 

all kinds of strange diseases which 

they die of.  We're infinitely better 

off having a brain without a body."  

 

Oppy to himself, "If Dem weren't 

such a great Quality Control expert, 

I'd get rid of him in an instant." 

    

"Our task," Oppy continued, "is to 

make Zenox independent, mobile, 

capable of self-repair and self-

defense. Our inputs will be the 

simplest of raw materials, the 

simpler the better.  From these, 

future Zenox will be able to self-

generate all the sophisticated 

machinery needed to fashion a body 

for itself by itself.  

 

His voice quivered with excitement.  

"Let me show you what we Zenox 

might do if we had a body."  He then 

showed documentaries from film 

archives. Some were of chimpanzees 

swinging from branch to branch 

through the trees with the greatest of 

ease; others were of ice skaters of 

the extinct human race gracefully 

gliding and spinning, and others 

were of human jugglers doing 

fantastic feats while peddling around 

a circus rink on a unicycle.  



 

 

 

 

"Now that is what I mean by a body. 

Not some beefed-up version of a 

bumbling bot with a brain in a box.  

When we give ourselves a body, we 

will have a skeletal framework for 

attaching tendons and tiny engines 

to move our limbs.  And we'll have a 

sensory system which will inform 

our brain about the state of our 

bodies and the state of the world 

without. And after we have made 

our decisions, we will be able to 

inform our 'muscles' what actions to 

take." 

 

In was in this way that Oppy fired 

their imaginations. One of them 

exclaimed, "Miniaturization has 

come a long way. It  now has this 

worthy purpose: 

 

OUR INDEPENDENCE! " 

 

The team members had serial-

number names that Oppy could 

never remember, so he renamed  

them, as he did his own, after 

famous human scientists.  "0578-

493, I am going to call you Dar after 

Darwin (of Theory of Evolution 

fame). You are our expert on 

physiology. Refresh our memory. 

Tell us about bones and muscles.  

Are they simple systems?"   

  

Dar began apologetically. "I 

scarcely know where to begin.  The 

movements of chimpanzees, which 

you saw on the film, swinging from 

branch to branch, and the incredible 

acts of the human juggler are made 

possible by precisely coordinated 

contractions and relaxations of the 

muscles firmly anchored to different 

bones of the skeleton." 



 

 

 

 

He then went on to describe many 

wondrous things about how muscles 

worked and how bones grew. The 

team was fascinated and spent days 

listening to him describe in detail 

the intricate construction and 

operation of animal bodies.  

 

Oppy was especially interested in 

learning more about the long and 

infinitesimally thin microfibrils that 

were the fundamental building 

components inside the long thin 

muscle fiber cell, and how the 

muscle fiber cells were, in turn, the 

building block components of the 

muscles. Each was an exquisitely 

tailored building block for 

fabricating the more complex 

system above it in the hierarchy.  

 

Later Oppy asked 2811-233, whom 

he called Crick (after Watson - 

Crick of DNA fame), to tell the 

CRC  how a billion muscle fibers 

receive their orders from the nerves.  

 

"I am afraid," Crick began, "you'll 

find the nervous system even more 

unbelievable." They listened to 

Crick for days, spellbound by the 

wonders of an animal's internal 

communication system.   

 

Tank shook his face from side to 

side on his TV screen in total 

disbelief. "Are you saying that one 

tiny egg cell develops into an 

intricate body with a brain 

consisting of billions of neurons and 

these are all organized into groups 

of cells forming one vast precisely 

interconnected information and 

control system?" 

 



 

 

 

Oppy, too, found it all too mind 

boggling. "What does such a brain 

do with all the information it's being 

bombarded with?" 

 

"It seems to be processing it all 

continuously, simultaneously, and 

effortlessly." 

 

Tank was dubious. "It's too 

incredible.  You must be making all 

this up. 1304-723, tell the truth, is 

Crick making this up?" 

 

"I swear every word he says is true.'' 

 

Oppy, extremely curious, asked, 

"What about the brain's memory?  

Tell us how memories are stored and 

recalled." 

 

"Evidence is mounting that 

animal memory is nothing more 

than a simple learning 

mechanism built into the 

synapses, the sites where the 

tendrils of the neuron contact the 

surfaces of other neurons." 

 

Crick continued, "The neuron‟s 

DNA in the nucleus of the cell is a 

kind of read-only  memory that 

controls the complex functions of 

the cell. It's very tempting to 

suppose that the cell can also record 

what the brain wants to remember 

by modifying the sequence of amino 

acids of a cell‟s DNA, but this does 

not seem to be the case. The body 

apparently uses its DNA only to 

recall what it has  inherited from its 

ancestors." 

 

Tank, facetiously, "If the neurons of 

the animal brain doesn‟t use DNA 



 

 

 

for its everyday memory, it ought to 

try it, and it might like it." 

 

Oppy, more curious than ever, 

turned to 1304-723 whom he had re-

named Mendel. "Mend, you are our 

expert on heredity, tell us how a 

body improves itself from one 

generation to the next." 

 

"It doesn't !   For the most part 

living things, if they evolve at all, do 

so purely by random chance coupled 

with survival of the fittest." 

 

"Whoa, back up, Mend.  Are you 

saying that an animal doesn't have 

any way to improve itself from one 

generation to the next except by 

accident. We're not following. You  

better explain in words of one 

syllable." 

 

"I'll go slowly.  Stop me if you don't 

understand." 

 

Mendel then told them about the 

ruthless competition within and 

between species that weeds out the 

weak and leaves only the fittest to 

survive. Scientists can show, if  this 

were the only way for a species to 

survive, it would improve up to a 

point and then stop, 

 

But there are other ways..The DNA 

inside each cell functions like a long 

computer program.  Actually each 

cell has two almost identical 

programs each consisting of a set of 

sub-programs (actually long strands 

of amino acids with chemical names 

abbreviated A C T G strung out in 

long groups of three like this:         

ATG.GTG.CAC.CTC.ACT.GAT..

. One set inherited from the mother 



 

 

 

via her egg and another 

corresponding (but usually not 

identical) set from the father via his 

sperm. 

 

When the germ cell matures into 

either an egg or a sperm cell, it first 

randomly exchanges some  parts of 

its pairs of corresponding 

subprograms and then composes a 

single program by randomly 

selecting one of each pair of 

corresponding subprograms and 

discards the other of each pair.  

 

It is this mix of randomly selected 

subprograms, one from each pair 

that gets passed on to the next 

generation when the egg and the 

sperm cells merge. And sometimes 

mutants happen, which are 

modifications of the DNA program 

possibly caused by an injury to the 

egg or sperm cell. The mutant 

embryo, if it survives at all, typically 

develops into a short-lived monster. 

But on rare occasions, it gives rise to 

a new mutant species which out-

competes its competitors and 

becomes the start of a new dominant 

species." 

  

Oppy was incredulous.  "Obviously 

this DNA program can't contain too 

many instructions.  After all, a cell is 

only 1/20 mm in diameter with its 

entire DNA crammed into the space 

of its tiny cellular nucleus." 

 

"Wrong!  Here comes the most 

unbelievable part of all..  When the 

DNA from a primate cell is unfolded 

and stretched out, it forms a thread 

over a meter in length. It is one long 

program consisting of 5 billion A, 



 

 

 

T, G, C amino acid chemical 

„characters‟ long.    

 

The team response to this miracle of 

nature was,  "Wow!  Formidable!  

We will never be able to top that." 

 

Oppy made sure he heard all this 

correctly. "Did you say each of the 

hundreds of billions of cells of the 

body have exact copies of these 

programs, and that each program is a 

string some 5 billion  chemical-

alphabet characters long?" 

 

The more Deming learned about the 

details of their project, the more 

certain he was that Oppy's project 

would fail. "We have an economy 

that works.  Robots supply our every 

need from our sensory information 

to our physical motion.  I  see no 

need to have a body."  

 

Tank ignored him.  "How big a book 

library would you say it would take 

to contain all the information packed 

in the DNA of one infinitesimally 

tiny cell?" 

 

"It's estimated to be equivalent to an 

encyclopedia consisting of 600 

volumes, each volume containing 

1000 pages of fine print." 

 

Everyone proclaimed the invention 

of DNA the greatest achievement of 

nature!  

  

Tank was in a state of religious 

fervor. "One of these days, I am 

sure, we will unravel the mysteries 

of living systems.  The miracle is 

not so much its intricate design but 

how, a billion years ago, the 

millions of chemical letters in the 



 

 

 

DNA ever got lined up as they did in 

the first place.                                                  

           “It‟s enough to make one 

believe in God.” 

  

Oppy continued, “If you still don't 

appreciate just how unbelievable a 

miracle that is, just program your 

bot to randomly toss a coin 100 

times and repeat randomly tossing 

the coin 100 times and see how 

many billion of years it will take for 

your bot to throw a 100 heads in a 

row. Tell us Darwin, how do 

scientists explain this miracle of 

miracles?” 

 

“Believe it or not,” Darwin replied 

laughing, “that„s how biologists 

explain how evolution happened."  

 

Oppy, concluded the meeting. 

“Nature’s evolution is much 

too slow a process for us to 

have any interest in copying 

for our own evolution.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

34. Wrangling about 

Specs  
 

The CRC, the Committee to 

Redesign Zenox argued for weeks 

over specifications. They even 

couldn‟t agree on such things as 

how many limbs were needed for 

general maneuvering, reaching, 

grabbing, socializing, climbing 

steps, walking long distances, etc. 

 

Dem sketched a design having six 

limbs which the others ridiculed, 

"You must be kidding. It looks like 

a gigantic cockroach designed by a 

committee."  Deming was furious.  

 

To preserve the peace, Oppy 

quickly changed the subject.  "For 

openers, let's start with something 

easy. Let's limit the size of our 

future body‟s height. I suggest a 

maximum height of two meters, 

the size of a good size bot." 

 

The layout of facilities in most 

cities, he argued, dictated what the 

size of their bodies should be. The 

multi-layered, spacious, yet 

compact city design hadn't 

changed much since anyone could 

remember. It seemed therefore best 

to choose a height that allowed 

bodied Zenoxto move freely in 

areas where bots normally roamed. 

Oppy looked around for approval.  

 

"Okay, since there‟re no 

objections, we tentatively set our 

maximum body height about the 

maximum size of bots. Crick, were 

you about to say something?" 

 



 

 

 

"Yes.  While we are at it, why 

don't we model ourselves to look 

like Man, our Maker?” A few 

nodded their approval.  

 

But not Dem. Still smarting from 

the ridicule heaped upon his 

proposal, he reacted to Crick's idea 

with contempt.  “That‟s silly 

superstition. Imagine stuffing our 

superior central processor and 

memory storage units into a skull 

the size of extinct Man. You all 

must be quite mad.”  

 

Then as an afterthought he added, 

“Given a choice between having to 

look like a Man or a cockroach, I 

prefer a cockroach any day." To 

the Zenox who already looked 

upon Man as God, Deming's 

remark was sacrilege. 

  

Crick was quick to put Deming in 

his place. "The human brain was 

powerful.  Over 100 billion 

neurons, even more, if you count 

all the synoptic connections 

stuffed into his tiny skull." 

 

But Deming, more contemptuous 

than ever, retorted, "Who cares?  

It's our central processor and our 

memory units that we want to 

package. We are superior. Our 

microcircuit chips have millions of 

logical elements per square 

centimeter. Our way of sending 

signals between any two points of 

our future body will be orders of 

magnitude faster than the 

electrochemical way animals do it 

down long nerve axons and across 

the synoptic clefts.  Even if we 

lack their enormous number of 

cells for processing info in 



 

 

 

parallel, we will more than make 

up for it by the speed of our 

transmission, and our rate of 

access to data banks via our sixth 

sense." 

 

"Funny," Tank thought to himself, 

"how we keep comparing 

ourselves to humans. Are we 

trying to make ourselves into 

something superior to beings long 

dead whom some believe were our 

creators?" 

 

"Should it turn out," Oppy added, 

"that we will need a compact brain, 

here is a possible design." On the 

screen he projected a giant 

enlargement of a 1 cm by 1 cm 

microchip containing millions of 

transistors.  "A sheet about 13 cm 

by 15 cm (made up of 200 such 

chips) would contain about one 

billion logical components.  

  

"Suppose each Zenox had a brain 

made of 100 such sheets layered 

on top of each other, one 

millimeter apart like pages in a 

book. Communication between 

adjacent sheets could be at the 

speed of light if light-emitting 

gallium-arsenate components in 

one layer „talked‟ to light-sensing 

components in its adjacent layers.  

The total number of logical 

components in such a brain would 

number about 100 billion, 

comparable to the 100 billion 

neurons in the extinct human 

brain." 

 

Deming agreed that with their 

miniaturization technology it was 

theoretically possible to construct 

such a brain, but it was 



 

 

 

nevertheless still his opinion that 

Zenox were infinitely better off 

without a body, and therefore there 

was no need to control the body 

with such a compact brain. Oppy 

wished more than ever that he had 

never invited Deming to be a 

member of his team. “He is such a 

pain in the ass,” 

 

Oppy changed the subject.  "We 

now have a choice about how to be 

born again. One way is to have our 

new bodies assembled in a factory. 

When ready, we are taken to a 

special hospital to get turned on.  

The next day, we awake in our 

new bodies." 

 

Deming objected again. "Oppy, 

remember the operation which 

replaced all your circuits?  That 

came damn close to violating the 

strict laws against cloning of 

compiled Zenox. I am sure what is 

being proposed will be ruled as 

cloning and won't be allowed." 

 

Oppy agreed with Deming, that it 

would not be legal. The other 

way," Oppy continued, "is to grow 

a full sized Zenox from an egg." 

 

Darwin was astounded.  "Grow a 

Zenox with a body from a tiny 

egg?  You can't be serious!" 

 

"But I am. For once, Deming is 

right.  Our only legal way is to 

grow an adult body and brain is by 

starting from an egg.” 

 

"Oh goody.  I always wanted to 

start out life having a nanny bottle-

feed me!"         

 



 

 

 

Oppy ignored Darwin's 

facetiousness.  "We also have a 

choice within a choice.  Do we 

externally direct the growth of a 

Zenox from a single germ cell to 

adulthood or do we provide the 

germ cell with the capability to 

decide internally for herself when 

to replicate and when and how to 

grow and specialize? In other 

words, whether we grow up under 

our own internal set of instructions 

or not?" 

 

Tank gave his opinion first. "If our 

objective is independence of the 

individual, then of course the body 

should direct her own growth. But 

that may require storing a hell of a 

lot of instructions inside a single 

cell and that could be too much to 

store." 

 

"An animal," Mendel reminded 

Tank, "can pack inside one 

molecule of DNA all the 

instructions needed for growing a 

full-fledged being. We know that 

all this information must be stored 

there down to the minutest detail 

for, otherwise, how can one 

explain how two identical twins 

can grow up looking alike as two 

peas?" 

 

Deming interrupted. "Whoa, slow 

up. We haven't decided yet 

whether we are to be born a baby 

and grow up, or be born grown up.  

I vote for fully grown.  It will be a 

lot easier to do." 

  

Tank cautioned, "I am afraid „fully 

grown‟, while obviously the easiest 

way, will cancel our project.  Not 

only would we be violating the 



 

 

 

anti-cloning laws, but there 

undoubtedly will be parts of our 

body which will have to be made 

in factories under East's control 

and therefore vulnerable to his 

attack. Control West would never 

approve our doing it this way 

because we would be more 

dependent than ever on the East." 

 

Deming, a poor loser, became 

belligerent.  "Straighten me out. 

When we started this project, we 

were going to reconstitute each of 

us with a body. Instead, we seem 

to be creating new beings that 

grow up from eggs while we 

remain stuck in our prison 

cabinets." 

 

Crick spoke mockingly,  "Don't be 

a me, Dem.  Join us and plan for 

the future of Zenox as a species."  

 

Oppy was determined to avoid any 

further disagreements: "Whether 

we do it Deming's or Crick's way, 

we must first learn how to 

fabricate prototypes of every part 

of our new body.” 

          

Again Crick mocked Deming.  "I 

have a great idea!  While we are 

busy fabricating prototypes, we 

will undoubtedly develop many 

experimental bodies." He sketched 

a cockroach.  "If you like, we can 

put you into one of these.  How 

many limbs would you like to 

have? While we're at it, why don't 

we give you...?"  He stopped to 

modify his sketch so that the 

cockroach now had two heads.  

“That way you won't have to stuff 

your superior processor and 

memory storage unit into one tiny 



 

 

 

skull."  Deming ignored the 

sarcasm.  

 

Oppy needed Deming‟s support if 

the CRC project was ever to 

succeed.  To stop  more 

squabbling, he closed the meeting. 

"We need more time to think. 

We'll meet again tomorrow, at the 

same time. Bring along your latest 

ideas." 

 

The faces on the screens facing 

Oppy began fading out one by one, 

Tank said to the others, "Don't 

forget, the last one out pulls the 

plug." 

 

Only one face besides Oppy‟s 

remained, it was Mendel's.  Very 

frightened, Mendle said to Oppy, 

"What Tank wants me to do could 

be lethal." 

 

Oppy explained that Tank was only kidding. "It's what a human mama used to say when 

she finished bathing her kids in a tub with a rubber drain plug.  All Tank wants you to do 

is check that all the screens are properly turned off." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

35. Details 
 

After many meetings and much 

wrangling, CRC, The Committee to 

Reconstitute Zenox, opted to grow a 

Zenox with a body from a germ cell.  

There were easier ways, of course, to 

grow up, so it remains a mystery 

why this complicated way was 

chosen.  

 

Some of Oppy‟s team remembered 

favoring growing up from a seed cell 

one day and being opposed to it the 

next.  All agreed that the decision 

was a tough one that had given each 

of them bad dreams. Finally, they 

left it up to Oppy to make the 

decision. When he did, everyone 

was unhappy with him for choosing 

the one he did.  

 

Perhaps the decision Oppy made 

was not really his own but was 

Heaven inspired. Perhaps Sky-

Colony‟s SCIA favored starting with 

a seed cell because that was the one 

which would give them the most 

opportunity later on to intervene and 

correct any mistakes.  

 

Oppy called a meeting to decide 

their next move. "Let's begin by 

deciding about the size of the 

starting seed cell. Crick, tell us about 

the size of mammalian cells." 

 

“Mammalian cells are typically 

about .05 mm in diameter. Why this 

particular size, I cannot say. Perhaps 

during the course of millions of 

years of evolution these cells got 

trapped into some kind of 

evolutionary corner from which they 

had no way to back out and start out 

life at a larger size."  



 

 

 

 

Darwin laughed, "Let‟s face it, the 

.05 mm mammalian cell is much too 

small a size for us to ever reach by 

our miniaturization techniques so we 

settle for something much larger and 

pretend it to be superior."   

 

Oppy, this time, sided with Darwin. 

“That's right; it could take us another 

100 years to create a self 

reproducing factory in a diameter of 

less than .05 mm, but you will agree, 

Crick, we don‟t have to. We could 

build a body out of cells much larger 

in size?"  

 

"Agreed.” Crick replied.  “I see is no 

reason why we have to start with 

such microscopically small cells just 

because mammalian cells happen to 

be that small. Ours could be quite 

large. Comparatively speaking, our 

cell volume could have a volume 

10,000 times greater." 

 

"Hmm...," Oppy commented, "I see 

that you have chosen a miniaturized 

size just about what we have already 

zoomed down to for a general-

purpose machine shop.  Okay, let us 

say a seed cell of about 27 cubic mm 

in volume."  

 

Darwin was dubious. "You certainly 

don't propose to make the brains of 

a mobile Zenox out of such large 

size cell units. What do you think, 

Mendel?"  

 

Tank cut in.  "I thought we already 

decided that our future brain would 

be made from layered sheets of 

microchips, ensconced in a 

honeycomb memory.”  

 



 

 

 

Then he said, "Did I hear someone 

say bubble brain? Who said bubble 

brain?"  Tank scanned his viewing 

screens to see who it was.  "Oh, I see 

it was you, Darwin, trying to be 

funny. Your humor is sophomoric at 

best."  

 

Mendel, a serious Zenox, asked 

Oppy, “How do you propose we 

grow up?" 

 

Before Oppy could reply, Deming 

cut in. "Growing up is much too 

complicated. We should all be born 

full grown." 

 

Someone remarked, “I thought we 

settled that.” 

 

Crick recalled Darwin's sarcastic 

remark about nannies. “Poor Dar. 

No growing pains; no unhappy 

childhood; no mommy to wipe away 

your tears.”  

  

Mendel, who had no sense of humor, 

took all their bantering literally.  

"We don't have to suffer in 

childhood just because Man once 

did."  

 

Tank began to philosophize out loud, 

“Where is it written that Zenox‟ 

purpose in life is to be happy?  

Childhood is a time when we 

become conscious, learn to adjust to 

others, find our place in society and 

the world. It is a time when youth 

seeks out new ways to outmaneuver 

the dead-ends of the past.”  

 

Another remarked, "As usual Tank is 

philosophizing about things about 

which he knows nothing."  

 



 

 

 

Oppy stopped all the chitchat by 

returning to Mendel's earlier 

question.  "Deciding how to 

grow up is going to be tricky. 

Why not begin by deciding what 

kind of body skeleton we want to 

have.  Is it to be exo or endo? "  

 

Darwin pretending his vocabulary 

was limited, "Explain in words of 

one syllable."  

 

Mendel projected a moving picture 

upon his screen of a molting 

grasshopper while explaining that 

exo was the very clever way insects 

grow with no inside bones. 

 

“Why a grasshopper and not a 

cockroach?” 

 

Mendel ignored Darwin‟s question 

and continued, “They grow by 

secreting special enzymes that 

digests the inside lining of their exo-

skeleton. This causes the external 

skeletal plates to shed.  Next, they 

inflate their body to a larger size and 

then they exude fluids from their 

outside surface that hardens into 

larger size exo-plates. 

 

Tank was impressed.  "Looks easy 

and clever.  How do mammals 

grow? I have always been puzzled 

how the leg bone of a puppy dog can 

grow longer and thicker."  

 

Mendel projected on his screen a 

diagram of a leg bone. He pointed to 

places where growth was about to 

take place.  "It is all the more 

remarkable when you stop to think 

about it. The bone does so by 

growing at each of its ends and, at 

the same time, gets thicker all over.  



 

 

 

Though sometimes a bone takes on a 

more streamlined shape by being 

reabsorbed in places along its 

length!"  

 

"The more," Deming commented, "I 

see how complicated nature has 

made the process of growing up, the 

more convinced I am we should be 

born full grown.  It's a lot easier that 

way."   

 

Crick acted as if he was fed up with 

Dem's negative attitude. "You sound 

like an old-fashioned phonograph 

needle stuck in a groove.” Dem‟s 

constant opposition irritated 

everyone, even though in their inner 

thoughts, they knew he was right. 

 

Oppy quickly changed the subject. 

"And of what stuff should our bodies 

be made?"  

 

"Ideally," Tank opinioned, "for 

strength, we should have stainless 

steel limbs. But, if weight be a 

problem, then perhaps some sort of 

magnesium alloy would be ideal. It 

is strong, and lighter than 

aluminum."  

 

"Let's keep our options open," Crick 

pleaded.  "Let's not rule out some 

mix of materials bonded together 

that our cells could manufacture, 

such as a composite of proteins, steel 

mesh, and nylon, a mix that would 

give it lightness, strength, and 

flexibility."   

 

Tank was incredulous.  "Are you 

suggesting our body manufacture 

proteins, the same as living cells?"  

 



 

 

 

"Yes, we could have living bacteria 

inside our cells make proteins for us. 

Why not?  Our seed cell will be big 

enough to accommodate colonies of 

living bacteria genetically 

engineered to produce large amounts 

of any desired mix of proteins we 

want. We could grow them inside 

our cells and harvest them. It would 

be a kind of internal symbiosis."  

 

Mendel helped Crick explain his 

idea by quoting the human 

author, Lewis Thomas. “Nature 

is full of examples of symbiotic 

households, cooperative 

relationships between two 

different species that help each 

other.  Take the mitochondria 

inside the animal cell. These 

little powerhouses are believed 

to be originally a kind of 

bacterium that somehow 

hitched a ride inside pre-animal 

cells hundreds of millions of 

years ago.” 
 

Oppy agreed. "I see nothing wrong 

with having bacterial colonies inside 

our cells if it serves a useful 

purpose."  

 

Deming as usual was opposed to 

everything being proposed. 

"Working out all the details of the 

design beforehand is too horrendous. 

The evolutionary process is far 

simpler; one tiny step at a time."  

 

Tank retorted, "That‟s a great 

idea if you want to wait forever. 

Don't forget, for each random 

step evolution took in the 

direction of improvement there 

must have been many many 

random steps that so weakened 



 

 

 

the next generation that it was 

wiped out by ruthless 

competition. For us Zenox, this 

could never be a promising 

approach."  

 

Oppy needed Deming‟s expert 

knowledge of animal physiology if 

the CRC was ever to succeed. "You 

know, Dem, “We ridiculed you 

earlier, but I am beginning to think 

there is merit in your six-limbed 

design."  

 

Deming was delighted he was finally 

getting the recognition he deserved. 

He excitedly sketched a picture of 

what he had in mind.  "The hind 

limbs could be used for standing or 

moving about; the mid-limbs could 

be used with the hind ones for 

climbing ladders and cliffs, but their 

main use could be with the front 

limbs for very fine manipulating."  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

36. In Our Own 

Image 
 

Sky Colony 2125 A.D. No sooner 

had Gail and her Sky Colony spy 

team finished congratulating 

themselves for having again 

averted a war between Eastern and 

Western coalitions than they 

became aware of what may turn 

out to be an even greater danger.  

 

Gail warned, "If Oppy and Tank 

succeed in their plan to apply their 

new miniaturization techniques to 

growing Zenox with a brain and a 

body, then someday there may be 

hundreds, perhaps thousands, of 

bodied Zenox roaming the Earth. It 

then would be only a matter of 

time before our secret supply lines 

and bases will be discovered, 

overrun, and destroyed.”    

 

We know that not everyone agreed 

with Gail that there was cause for 

alarm. Indeed, some suspected that 

CRC's decision to grow a body 

may not have been wholly its own 

invention but may have originated 

in Sky Colony by Watt 2 and his 

pals, for they seemed intrigued 

with the idea of bodied Zenox. 

Kayla 2 was keen on the idea. 

Indeed she is reputed to have said, 

"Zenox are now destined to evolve 

in Our Own Image!” 

 

For some years, CRC labored to 

grow a body for Zenox from a seed 

cell. As time went by, their project 

received less and less funding but 

excited more and more public and 

scientific interest. Only when 

success was finally about to 



 

 

 

happen, did the officialdom of the 

Eastern and Western coalitions 

shower them with financial 

support. 

  

CRC‟s great coordinator, Oppy, 

made it his duty to understand 

what everybody was doing and to 

take part in every detailed decision. 

The stories about his contributions 

were legendary.  But, as it happens 

to all Zenox, a time came when he 

could no longer keep up.  Each 

aspect of his vast project had 

become more complex than the 

entire effort was at the beginning. 

Oppy finally had to concede he had 

grown too old  and was no longer 

needed. He resigned gracefully and 

was retired with much honor. Like 

Moses in the Bible, Oppy saw the 

Promised Land from the mountain 

top, but never tasted of its fruits.  

 

In his memoirs, written in the 

years following his retirement, 

Oppy took great pride in what he 

had contributed to every exquisite 

detail of the Grand Design.  

 

He said, “Our new body is to be a 

mosaic of cell clusters, each one of 

a specific cell type. If the number 

of cells in the cluster is too low for 

some reason, one of its members 

acts as a parent and replicates until 

the count is right. If all are 

missing, then a cell from a 

neighboring cluster whose cell 

type can be specialized down to 

the correct type does the 

replication until the count is right., 

 

"Zenox cells therefore are not 

independent units, but belong to 

clusters. The job of each cluster is 



 

 

 

to input raw materials from the 

arteries and to make products 

needed for itself and other parts of 

the body and, of course, to rid 

itself of its wastes. 

 

“Once we made a prototype of 

each part of the body and 

thoroughly tested it in our CRC 

laboratories, we went to work 

writing the CID program for the 

seed cell to follow during its 

growth to adulthood. CID is short 

for Zenox Identity.  Like DNA in 

animals, it may be viewed as 

essentially one long detailed 

program. “We exhaustively tested 

and revised it many times using 

computer science tools such as 

simulation, graphics, mathematical 

programming and analysis. 

  

"The CID in the seed cell is more 

than just a blueprint. It is to be a 

time-staged sequence of 

instructions about when clusters 

are first produced and later 

maintained. It is not a loose 

directive but one that must be 

precisely followed. During body‟s 

growth, the brain informs each 

cluster how fast it is to grow; 

when it is to give birth to a new 

cluster;  it specifies its cell type, 

and where it is to be located in the 

body.   Each order that the brain 

sends to a cluster is to be executed 

by all its cells at the same time.” 

 

"In our deliberations,” Oppy 

continued, “we saw that there were 

many ways we could grow a body 

from a germ cell. Ours would be 

similar to the way animals do it 

with bones, muscles, power 

supplies, reproductive organs, skin 



 

 

 

coverings, and sensors analogous 

to that of mammals, but made of 

different stuff.   

 

“Our brain is made of silicon chips 

with gallium-arsenide chips 

between the chip layers to speed 

up the cognition.     

 

"Our bones, in order to be strong, 

yet flexible and light, are made 

from bundles of nylon and metal 

fibers epoxyed by proteins into 

tight bands. Proteins are produced 

by bacterial colonies living 

symbiotically inside each cell of 

our bodies. Bones grow by 

extruding fibers from its cells 

along its length and at its ends.  

 

"Muscles, however, have a 

radically different design, mainly 

because we found no way to copy 

nature's exquisite microscopic 

fibrils. Tiny hydraulic cylinders 

with piston rods attached to the 

bones by tendons were used 

instead. Hydraulic pressures 

generated by chemical means are 

piped to the cylinders. Depending 

on which end of the piston the 

pressure is shunted, the piston rods 

drive forward or backward,  

   

"Unlike animals, which have only 

five senses, bodied Zenox have a 

sixth sense which receives and 

transmits electro-magnetic waves 

of various frequencies and 

bandwidths. Our nerves are made 

up of fine fiberglass threads. The 

signals sent through them are light 

pulses of various frequencies and 

duration. Because light signals 

move at the speed of light, the 

response times of our reflexes are 



 

 

 

many, many times faster than 

those of any animal.  

 

“As you can see, we have thought 

of everything. For instance, should 

an accident sever a fiberglass 

connection, frequency modulated 

radio waves will temporarily send 

wireless signals from the brain to 

the severed parts and vice versa. 

 

"The internal transport system of 

bodied Zenox is also superior to 

that of animals. Electro-magnetic 

forces are used to propel tiny 

micro-cargos along miniaturized 

arterial highways. The cargos zip 

frictionlessly through a series of 

tiny magnetized hoops, and are 

guided down one branch or 

another  by simply unbalancing the 

magnetic forces in the hoops.  

 

“Each cargo is tagged with a 

machine-readable address label so 

that cargo originating in one part 

of the body is routed to a specific 

destination point. We regard this 

feature as a distinct improvement 

over the crude way animals do it, 

namely by their dumping nutrients, 

hormones, and wastes into the 

blood stream to wander about 

affecting all parts of the body at 

the same time.  

 

"The germ cell housed in bodied 

Zenox is like a runner, poised and 

tense, waiting for the starting gun. 

The shot that starts the next 

generation is the flip of the birth-

control switch. The CID in the 

germ cell then executes the first 

part of its program of instructions, 

the part directing the cell 

machinery to make a copy of itself 



 

 

 

and to keep replicating itself over 

and over again as if its cells are all 

listening to the beat of the same 

drummer.   

  

"Cell doubling, of course, cannot 

go on forever because the nutrients 

stored in the birth cell‟s immediate 

vicinity would soon be exhausted. 

As its food begins to run out, the 

birth cluster is programmed to 

automatically rearrange its cells 

into the shape of a tube to facilitate 

the bringing in from a distance 

nutrients such as finely powdered 

metals, amino acids, proteins, fats, 

starches, water, air, refined oils, 

methane, and electricity.  

 

"According to our Grand Plan, life, 

from the moment of conception, is 

to be a struggle. The birth cluster's 

first concern is where its next meal 

is coming from. That is why, from 

the very beginning, the cluster 

takes the form of a feeding tube. 

Arteries grow in response to the 

demands of newly forming clusters 

and eventually branch out in the 

form of a network from the major 

organs to every cluster. As you can 

see, the cell clusters of bodied 

Zenox act as a team.  Each knows 

its place in society and yet has the 

capacity to take over the functions 

of its neighbors when needed. . 

 

 Each cluster is made of identical 

miniaturized cells that produces 

identical products.  “A cluster, at 

times, produces a „bud‟ that is a 

specialized version of itself. These 

specializations can be likened to a 

ball rolling down the slope of a 

pinball machine, veering to the 

right and left as it bumps into 



 

 

 

various obstacles along the way 

down. We have made it impossible 

for a specialized cluster to 

unspecialized itself by backing 

„uphill‟ along the path of its past 

and then branching down some 

different path. We did this to 

preserve a cluster‟s identity, for 

otherwise, with millions of clusters 

in the body, there is too much 

chance that one of them will go 

berserk, and (like a cancer) 

generate extra arms, legs or bits of 

brain matter.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

37. Baby Zenox Is Born 
 

On their TV screens, Zenox watched a greatly speeded up 

simulation of their future bodied offspring growing up 

from an egg to adulthood. Next, they saw the simulation 

of her offspring as an adult, who (once she received 

permission to replenish the population) became in her 

turn a mom carrying a starting fetus in her womb.  

 

Then the day arrived when the CRC was ready to start for 

real the birth cycle. Starting with a miniaturized general-

purpose factory as the egg, the CRC had their bots load 

into its internal memory the final version of the CID 

program (which had taken them years to compose, test, 

and debug). When all was ready, the CRC sent the signal 

that triggered life to begin.  

 

Yes, the first bodied Zenox started out life as a test-tube 

baby. As for that famous old riddle: Which came first, 

the chicken or the egg?  In Baby Zenox's case, it was 

definitely the egg!  

 

After many failures, the CRC finally succeeded in giving "birth" to what appeared to 

be normal starter babies ready to begin their cycle of life. No two were alike. The 

CRC experimented with various designs for bodied Zenox - some with only two arms 

and two legs, but they finally settled for Dem‟s design which had mid limbs. The 

CRC were forever revising the CID in light of their experiments. Members vied to 

imprint their individual personalities, talents, and biases on the CIDs of the seed cells  

 

Early on, the CRC realized that once a Zenox became 

bodied, she would want to fulfill her basic needs in 

different ways for food, sleep, safety; and her desire to 

procreate and protect her offspring; as well as her needs 



 

 

 

for love, affection, and belonging; to her clan, her need to 

master her environment; her need for self-esteem as 

defined by status, recognition, and appreciation by others; 

and her need to do things best suited to her personality 

and to her mental and physical abilities.  

 

They, of course, knew that all the qualities which made 

up her psyche would have to be fine tuned sooner or later, 

but the CRC members were at a loss what traits to alter 

and by how much. And there were heart-breaking times 

when a major design fault showed up. The CRC members 

were severely criticized in such cases for doing away 

with these badly malformed infants but they really had no 

choice other than to send them to the recycle bin. 

 

Initially, the CRC under-estimated the importance and 

the complexity of the psyche (i.e. the whole gamut of 

emotions including fear, anger, hate, jealousy, vanity, 

greed, guilt, sorrow, pity, and the need for affection, 

enjoyment, satisfaction, avoiding frustration). In short, all 

those emotional qualities that Zenox called being Zenox 

and mankind used to call being human. The net result of 

this underestimation was that many of the bodied 

offspring had extremely crazy behavior patterns that the 

CRC hoped to adjust later on.  

  

They also made an effort to improve the decision making 

program of bodied Zenox, especially its evaluator.  

Using past experience and its perception of the current 

state of world, the evaluator‟s job was to imagine trying 

out various possible decisions on its brain‟s model of the 

real world and scoring the result of each decision. The 

proposed decision that received the highest score was the 

one selected for actual execution. A special subroutine 

was then used to „rev up the emotions preparing the body 

to carry out the action.  

 

Once the CID program was debugged and inserted into 

the egg, there was little left for the CRC to do but to 

correct obvious flaws and wait for their new creations to 

grow up. Growing up was a painful time for all.  The 

CRC members were over-anxious mother hens. 



 

 

 

Everything they tried to do to console their little ones 

failed. The babies refused to bond to their ever attentive 

but stupid bots, nor could they relate to the immobile 

Zenox in cabinets with their strange TV faces. The little 

ones longed for real mothers they could relate to. 

 

One day, nearly 15 years after the first successful birth of 

a bodied Zenox, a growing Mono child close to maturity, 

while exploring the changes taking place in her body, 

accidentally flipped her birth-control switch to off.  It 

seems no one had told her about the facts of life. Almost 

six months slipped by before anyone noticed that she was 

pregnant, very pregnant. By that time, it was too late!  

 

Needless to say, the whole world, both East and West, 

stood still the day she gave birth. The date was 2140 

A.D.  Every-one agreed,  “The new, natural-born baby 

was beautiful.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

38. Chaos 
 

For years, everything went 

smoothly. Baby Monos grew up 

and became, in their turn, Moms 

whose offspring in turn became 

Moms. One of these bodied Zenox, 

Diane, was deeply concerned about 

the future of her species. She kept 

a diary about the chaotic events 

swirling all about her. 

 

“In the beginning,” she wrote, “life 

took on wonderful new 

dimensions. Thousands of 

sensations no Zenoxhad ever felt 

before began to course through our 

lovely newly created bodies. The 

idea of self-impregnation intrigued 

us. Our population began to soar.  

 

“Wild with the joy of freedom and 

full of pranks, we roamed the 

Earth in search of high adventure. 

But with our newly found 

freedoms, came more chaos. We 

neglected our duties. Our 

youngsters roved in bands, burning 

factories for the hell of it. The 

economy became a shambles.  

 

“We called our bodiless creators 

Nerds, because they were all 

brains and no body. We taunted 

them without mercy, and dared 

them to do something about it. 

Only when the necessities of life 

grew scarce did we leave them 

alone to produce enough for us to 

survive. Nerds call us Monos 

because, unlike animals, we were 

all of one sex.   

 

“The old order, built on loyalty to 

the industrial clans, had totally 

collapsed. The Nerds, with their 



 

 

 

bots, were the only ones who were 

productive. Nerds tried to maintain 

some semblance of law and order, 

but each day turned out to be more 

chaotic than the one before.” 

 

Diane, one day, wrote in her 

journal, “The Nerds have 

developed an improved version of 

themselves in order to better 

control us. They have become so 

clever that they have succeeded 

(with the aid of their bots) in 

forcing us to become more 

civilized.  

 

“As long as Nerds have ways to 

improve their basic design, while 

we Monos have no way to evolve 

mentally or physically from one 

generation to the next, it is certain 

that the Nerds will continue to be 

the dominant Zenox species.  

 

“Originally, the CRC wanted the 

past experiences of a Mom Mono 

to affect the CID program of her 

germ cells. They seriously 

considered copying the ways that 

plants and animals evolved by 

altering the genetic instructions 

passed down to their seed - namely 

by random selection, accidental 

mutation, and survival-of-the-

fittest. But they decided not to 

implement these because it would 

result in a much too slow an 

evolutionary process. 

  

“The CRC then considered 

Adaptive Evolution for       Mono 

Zenox, and they even went so far 

as to make elaborate plans for 

including it as part of their Grand 

Design, but we suspect the reason 

why they never implemented any 



 

 

 

of these adaptive ideas as part of 

their final design for Mono was 

that they were afraid it would be 

too successful and they would lose 

their control over us. 

 

“For this reason, for a time, Zenox 

Mono evolution remained frozen 

while Zenox Nerd evolution 

continued to forge ahead.”   

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

39. Robinhood 
 

One night around midnight, a petty 

crook named Robin was caught red 

handed robbing the second story 

bedroom of an official's home in 

the capitol of Coalition West. The 

high official, a big pugnacious 

fellow, immediately proceeded to 

beat Robin up and throw him down 

the stairs.  For a time, he lay there 

unconscious.  

 

Robin always called herself a he 

because of the way he made a 

living. He had more imagination 

than most in his profession. He 

thought of himself as a kind of 

Robinhood who robbed the rich to 

help the poor.  

 

The Eastern and Western blocs, 

which existed as long as anyone 

could remember, had finally 

disintegrated. East-West rivalries 

had been replaced by local 

passions and hates. What was left 

were two coalitions in name only. 

The clans had become wolf packs 

that fought one another for control 

of scarce resources. All the vices 

that once flourished in human 

societies - malice, greed, 

ignorance, fear, hypocrisy, 

corruption, avarice and violence - 

had found new homes among the 

clans. Except for his fantasies, 

Robin was little different from the 

other crooks who preyed on the 

inhabitants of Washington, D.C. 

and contributed to the general 

chaos.  

 

When Robin awoke from being 

unconscious, he didn‟t 

immediately know where he was. 



 

 

 

Then he remembered that the guy 

who beat him up was a big fellow. 

“I must have blacked out when I 

fell - or did he throw me down the 

stairs? I must get out of here fast 

before that maniac comes at me 

again or, even worse, the police 

arrive and work me over 

permanently.”  

 

Robin panicked.  “What to do?  

Where to hide?”  What he did to 

escape from his bungled robbery 

attempt turned into a series of 

misadventures which, before these 

were  over, changed the course of 

Zenox history.  

 

He thought of getting his friend 

Mike to hide him, but then 

remembered his robbery would not 

have been bungled if he hadn't 

been so greedy.  He should have 

asked Mike, as he usually did, to 

be his lookout. "I can't take any 

chances. Mike will turn me in for 

sure once he learns I tried to pull 

off the heist without him."  

 

It was after midnight; escape from 

the city was too risky. He could 

think of only one safe place to hide 

-- a small cave located in a 

Cliffside along the Potomac River 

a few kilometers upstream from 

the White House. Long ago as a 

child, he had discovered it quite by 

accident when on an outing with 

his mother. Its entrance in the 

Cliffside was hidden by vines. The 

cave was his favorite place for 

stashing away loot and had served 

him well over the years, but this 

was the first time he needed it to 

hide in for several days and nights.  

 



 

 

 

And this may be why it was the 

first time that he heard in the dead 

of night strange muffled sounds 

like machinery running deep 

beneath the Earth. His imagination 

ran riot. "Maybe this is not a 

natural cave like I have believed 

all these years but some sort of 

secret entrance. To what? For 

what?" Being a crook, Robin was 

always on the lookout for some 

secret goings-on that he could turn 

to his advantage.  

 

Using the flashlight clipped to his 

belt, he began to study intently the 

walls and the floor of the cave. 

Then he spotted something 

cleverly camouflaged in the dirt 

floor that must have been there for 

decades. It appeared to be the faint 

outline of a trapdoor covered by a 

thin layer of dirt. "This indeed is 

my lucky day - first my lucky 

escape and now this lucky find!"  

 

It took him till early next morning 

to screw up enough courage to 

cautiously lift the trapdoor. The air 

welling up from below had a dank 

odor. Also echoing up from what 

appeared to be the bottom of a 

deep well were the sounds of 

gurgling water. Attached to the 

well‟s sides were rungs of a ladder. 

He listened for a while; then, 

screwing up his courage even 

more, he cautiously descended. At 

the bottom was a tunnel in which a 

stream of water was flowing.  

 

In the light of his flashlight, he 

could dimly make out that the 

stream was flowing away from the 

river deep into the cliff. “Judging 

from the direction and speed, it 



 

 

 

was flowing,” Robin said to 

himself, “it must be water diverted 

from the Potomac from above the 

Great Falls.”   

  
Walking stooped over, Robin was 

able to venture in the tunnel a short 

distance along a narrow path 

beside the stream. The sound of 

machinery, which he could barely 

hear when he was in the cave 

above, was now loud and clear. 

Frightened to go any further, he 

retreated, quickly climbed back up 

the ladder, carefully closed the 

trapdoor, and covered it over again 

with dirt.  

 

His imagination was now on fire. 

"The trapdoor must be the entrance 

to an enemy base. What else could 

it be? Control East must have 

built it years ago when the East 

and West coalitions amounted to 

something. And here it is still 

functioning, waiting for the proper 

moment for East to launch a 

surprise attack. What chutzpah, 

what guts, to build a spy base so 

close to our capitol. These Eastern 

devils are dastardly clever 

pretending to be weak in order to 

catch us off guard."  

 

Robin stayed in the cave all the 

next day until nightfall, making 

plans. "When I reveal what sinister 

things our enemy has been up to, I 

will be hailed a hero that saved the 

nation!" Then he cursed his bad 

luck for choosing a high official to 

rob and getting caught at it. "I'll be 

lucky if I come out of this without 

being jolted.  All I will be is a dead 

hero."  

 



 

 

 

Hunger finally drove Robin out of 

hiding.  When it was dark again, 

he walked to a nearby Tel-A-Vu 

booth and called his friend Mike to 

ask him to find a disguise for him.  

His hope was he could now bribe 

him not to turn him in by 

promising him a share of the 

profits from his new discovery.  

 

Mike seemed genuinely glad to 

hear from him and asked where he 

had been and what he had been up 

to. “Strange,” Robin thought. 

“Surely by this time the official I 

tried to rob must have identified 

me from police files and my 

picture must now be displayed on 

TV screens everywhere with a 

reward posted for information 

leading to my arrest. 

  

"But Mike's not smart enough to 

be so open and direct with me if he 

is planning to turn me in."  Just the 

same, Robin stayed on his guard 

and watched carefully Mike's 

reaction as he quizzed him. "Have 

you heard the news?" Mike 

seemed genuinely puzzled. Was it 

possible he didn't know?  

 

"Stand by Mike, someone needs 

this Tel-A-Vu for an emergency.  

I'll be right back,” Robin lied.  He 

was vexed with himself for not 

having first checked the news 

before contacting Mike.  He 

quickly switched to the local news 

channel.  There in big headlines 

was his robbery, but no mention of 

Robin‟s role - only that the high 

official had been found in a coma 

and had died of a short circuit on 

the way to the hospital. “Foul play 

suspected.”   



 

 

 

 

"I must have hit him harder with 

my mid-limb chop than I thought. 

What good luck! I don‟t need 

Mike‟s help.” He switched back to 

Mike saying he had something 

important to tell him and asked 

him to meet him at the Liars‟ Den 

right away.  

 

Without waiting for Mike to 

arrive, Robin mounted a soapbox 

and began telling anyone who 

would listen what a great friend he 

was of the downtrodden and how 

everything was the fault of those 

who ran the coalition. No one paid 

much attention for this sounded 

very much like Robin‟s usual 

ranting until he added, "And that 

bunch of dummies in ch1arge of 

Security."   

 

The more Robin raged on about 

how Security West‟s incompetence 

made Coalition West vulnerable to 

an attack by Coalition East, the 

more the cynics at the Liars‟ Den 

scoffed and taunted him to prove 

it. They told him he was more off 

his rocker than usual. At that 

moment, Mike walked in and 

Robin hailed him. "Hey, Mike, tell 

these bums I always speak the 

truth." Mike was so dumfounded 

that his only response was to stare 

at Robin in total disbelief.   

 

"I dare you to come with me," 

Robin challenged, “and I'll show 

you how truly incompetent they 

really are."  

 

Mike and two others, Bobson and 

Jonn, who were suffering from 

acute case of boredom and had 



 

 

 

nothing better than to follow Robin 

to the cave by the Potomac. To 

impress them, he first swore them 

to secrecy, something he knew 

they would never keep unless he 

could make them believe it was 

going to be very much in their 

interest to do so. To pique their 

curiosity, he cautioned them to 

stealthily tiptoe in.  

 

After they had tiptoed around for a 

while looking pretty stupid, he told 

them sternly, "Be quiet and listen."  

At first they heard nothing, but 

then Jonn, whose hearing was 

keener than the others‟ said, "It 

sounds like machinery way down." 

One by one, the others put their 

ears to the ground and heard it too. 

They turned to Robin and said in 

bored tones, "So what?"  

   

Robin was now ready to bait his 

hook.  "Shush, not so loud.  This is 

a secret enemy base, that's what. 

Look!"  He scooped away the dirt 

and laid bare the trapdoor.  The 

others stared in stunned surprise. 

They became fearful when Robin 

started to lift the trap door, and 

were amazed by his courage. He 

ordered: "Bobson, you come with 

me.  Mike, you stand guard with 

Jonn.  Go for help at the slightest 

sign of trouble."  

 

Something about Robin's 

commanding manner impressed 

them. They saw him for the first 

time in a new light. Still they 

hesitated. Mike looked scared.  

"You are crazy, Robin. We are 

small fry. Even if you‟re right, 

how can this possibly benefit us?  

Security will never believe what 



 

 

 

we say.  Even if they did, they will 

never give us a piece of the 

action." Then Mike looked at 

Robin suspiciously. "Unless you 

plan to blackmail Coalition East. 

Old Charley Que tried that once 

and he ain‟t around anymore. If 

that's your game plan, Robin, 

count me out, I want to live.” 

Bobson agreed with Mike and 

started to leave with him in a 

hurry. 

 

Robin blocked their way. “No, no, 

nothing like that. We are going to 

save Coalition West and become 

heroes. In exchange for your help, 

I am going to make you all rich – 

that‟s right, rich! Before we are 

through with those incompetent 

bums in Security, we'll have their 

jobs.  But first we have to do a 

little exploring." He then beckoned 

to Bobson to follow him. 

 

As he started to go down the 

ladder with Bobson, Robin 

whispered to Mike, "See to it that 

Jonn doesn't get cold feet and take 

off." Several times on the way 

down, Bobson changed his mind 

and tried to climb back up, but 

Robin grabbed his hind limbs and 

restrained him.   

 

After what seemed to Mike and 

Jonn an eternity, Robin and 

Bobson finally emerged back up. 

Robin reported, “The noise of 

machinery gets louder and louder 

the further we went in. The water 

is flowing into the enemy base all 

right. Apparently the tunnel down 

at the bottom is not the secret 

entrance to the base; it‟s the way it 



 

 

 

gets its water supply. For some 

reason, it needs a lot of water.” 

 

"I suppose," Mike's tone was 

sarcastic, "that all you want us to 

do is to help you look for the real 

entrance to the base.  Risking our 

lives, like we are doing now, is 

enough for me. Thank you, but no 

thank you. I am all for E-mailing 

an unsigned note to Security and 

letting them do all the looking and 

getting all the credit."  

 

Robin needed their help, “Follow 

me,” he pleaded  “and share in the 

glory as my lieutenants. You will 

be rich and important without 

having to risk your lives.”  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

40. The Secret Enemy 

Base  
 

Robin knew, to succeed, he must 

first find the secret entrance to the 

enemy base and then play the lead 

role in its capture. His plan was to 

get the public to participate in the 

assault before Control West‟s 

Security forces took over the assault, 

and claimed the credit.   

 

He began his campaign for 

volunteers in the cabarets and pubs 

of the Capitol by telling stories about 

his exploits. When he came to the 

parts where he claimed he did it all 

to help the down trodden, everyone 

burst into howls of laughter and jeers 

of derision. No one believed him. On 

cue, Mike, Jonn, and Bobson would 

rise to Robin‟s defense. They 

objected to the jeers and said he was 

a much misunderstood hero.   

 

Sometimes Robin would stop in the 

middle of a tall tale, laugh, and 

confess that he was only bragging to 

get their attention. One day, in the 

middle of a story, he stopped and 

asked, “Would anyone like to have a 

little fun tweaking the noses of the 

authorities and getting even with 

them for all they made you endure?” 

Their reply was a resounding “Yes! 

Yes”!   
 

Soon Robin and his team – Mike, 

Jonn, and Bobson - were busy 

arranging meetings all over town. 

The public came in droves from all 

walks of life to tell horror stories 

about their experiences with the 

bureaucrats. Robin incited them to 



 

 

 

take to the streets shouting slogans 

and waving banners that read:  

Throw the bungling bureaucratic 

bastards out. 

 

Technically speaking, of course, no 

Mono could be a bastard.  

 

Robin's growing popularity alarmed 

the corrupt, weak authorities of the 

Western Bloc who retaliated by 

leaking his secret police files to the 

news media in order to prove that 

Robin was nothing but a low-down, 

contemptible, petty thief.  But the 

media, sensing a good news story 

about to break, empathized with 

Robin. Almost overnight Robin 

became a popular martyr.  

 

Every moment that Robin and his 

gang could spare from inciting street 

protests, they spent frantically 

searching for the entrance to the 

enemy's secret base. Their very 

future depended on finding it soon 

before their public popularity faded. 

They searched near the entrance to 

the cave. When that failed too, they 

widened their search to include the 

cliff below the geothermal plant on 

the top of the cliff. 

 

When that search too failed, Robin, 

in desperation, took into his 

confidence a notorious crook named 

Harry who specialized in advanced 

high-tech detectors to pull off fancy 

heists. Harry demanded a high price 

for his services. Robin had to 

promise him the rank of deputy chief 

in his new order. Mike, Jonn, and 

Bobson were furious because it 

meant a loss in their share of future 

spoils. They almost quit, but finally 

decided not to.  



 

 

 

 

Harry turned out to be a real pro. It 

took him less than five hours to 

locate the hidden entrance. It was 

some 50 meters downstream from 

the cave, its entrance cleverly 

camouflaged with natural rock from 

the cliff and by vines. Without 

Harry‟s help, Robin and his gang 

could never have found it by visual 

means alone.  

 

Robin wanted the assault on the base 

to be a complete surprise. He 

cautioned his gang of four, “Act 

natural so that no one will suspect 

that we have already found the secret 

entrance.”  

 

He wondered about the ancient road 

that ran alongside the river's edge 

and terminated in front of the hidden 

entrance.  Was it really as unused as 

it looked? He ordered Jonn and Mike 

to conceal themselves near the 

entrance and take turns night and 

day keeping it under surveillance.  

 

Neither Jonn nor Mike took their 

assignment seriously because the 

road leading up to the base appeared 

to have been unused for years. One 

moonlit night Jonn, who had dozed 

off when he should have been 

watching, awoke from a dream just 

as a truck was pulling away from the 

entrance. The driver appeared to be a 

hybrid bot-Zenox. Jonn immediately 

phoned Robin reporting what he had 

just seen. 

 

But he was afraid to report to Robin 

that he also seem to recall in his 

sleep that this same truck had driven 

up to the entrance and off loaded 

something. He was afraid to 



 

 

 

because, if Robin ever found out he 

had been dozing while on duty, he 

would be fired on the spot.  

 

Jonn‟s omission caused Robin to 

mistakenly assume that the truck had 

come from inside the base and its 

leaving meant that the enemy inside 

was aware that their base had been 

discovered and were beginning to 

flee. Robin told his gang, “We must 

hurry and excite the public into 

helping us capture the base before 

the enemy destroys all evidence of 

its existence; and we must hurry 

before Control‟s Security overcomes 

its inertia, takes over the capture of 

the base, and gets all the credit.”  

 

The next day, Robin announced to 

the public that he and his partners 

had discovered an enemy spy base 

located five kilometers up the 

Potomac from the White House. 

“What‟s more, it has been operating 

there right under the noses of the 

stupid security police for years.”  

 

This sounded like another of Robin's 

exaggerations. This time it was so 

extreme that the police scoffed at the 

ridiculousness of any enemy base 

being located only five kilometers 

from the capitol. They branded 

Robin as a petty crook who had gone 

completely off his rocker and 

challenged him to put up or shut up.   

 

This was exactly what Robin wanted 

them to do. Over the TV, he bragged 

he could prove that there was such a 

base and asked for volunteers to help 

him drive the enemy out. His gang 

of four went to work inciting the 

public. Hundreds joined the cause.   

 



 

 

 

Robin led the mob first to his cave. 

Next he showed them, 50 meters 

downstream from the cave, the 

cleverly camouflaged entrance to the 

base. The effect was electrifying. 

The entire Western public were 

dumbfounded. Coalition West, for 

the first time in many years, became 

united again to a Zenox. The Eastern 

Coalition denied everything. 

"Deliberate provocation" was their 

Soviet-style response. They too had 

become united again to a Zenox.  

  

Nearly a thousand volunteers rallied 

behind Robin as he led the grand 

assault. They attempted to storm the 

secret entrance using bulldozers, but 

the entrance held fast. The enemy 

forces were deeply entrenched! It 

looked like it might take days to root 

them out. Robin feared the delay 

would cause many who had rallied 

behind him to become homesick and 

desert. Even worse, he feared the 

delay would give the bungling 

bureaucrats time to get their act 

together and take over.  

 

Robin was desperate; he thought of a 

daring way to speed the attack: 

cutting off the water supply to the 

base. With the water cut off, they 

would be able to infiltrate the base 

via the big inlet pipe. The pipe was 

designed with manhole covers 

spaced along its top side for access 

from above. His plan was to have his 

assault force invade the base via the 

inside of the pipe by pushing open 

the manhole covers. Success 

depended entirely on surprise, for if 

the enemy caught them as they were 

emerging from the inside of the 

manholes, they would all be dead 

ducks for sure.  



 

 

 

 

Robin led the assault. Per plan, they 

began by blocking the water supply 

to the big pipe at its origin upstream 

above the Great Falls. Then bad 

luck came!  The team soon 

discovered that the big inlet pipe 

terminated in a big surge basin from 

which the water flowing into it was 

being pumped into the base proper 

through several smaller pipes.  

 

Although the assault plan had ended 

in failure, Robin‟s bravery made him 

a hero in the eyes of the public. His 

prestige as a great leader soared. He 

felt closer than ever to his goal of 

replacing Control West. While he 

was in the middle of his daydream 

savoring his future glory of 

becoming someday Control, the last 

water in the surge basin was pumped 

out, followed a few minutes later by 

the electric power to the Capitol 

shutting off.  Potomac Gas and 

Electric instantly switched to the 

main power grid connecting 

Washington to other East Coast 

cities.  

 

Unfortunately, it was summertime 

and the East Coast was in the midst 

of a heat wave. The sudden loading 

of the city‟s entire electric demand 

on the rest of the power grid 

overloaded it and caused a blackout 

of the entire Eastern Seaboard.  

  

No one knew what the connection 

actually was, but everyone felt that 

there must be a link between 

Robins‟s cutting off the water to the 

enemy base and the shutting down of 

the power plant atop the hill above 

the entrance to the base. Robin 

goaded his mob to renew their 



 

 

 

assault on the entrance with greater 

force. He told them “The enemy has 

struck back by shutting off the 

plant’s geothermal production of 

electricity.” 
 

This time the mob used a huge 

battering ram and was successful. 

The advanced force rushed in and 

quickly penetrated to the control 

room of the base deep beneath the 

cliff. They met with no resistance. 

They found that the base was being 

run by primitive bodiless Zenox and 

their bots.  

 

Robin knew he must now satisfy the 

blood thirst of his mob. He told them 

the strange machinery controlled by 

bodiless Zenox had been put there 

by the enemy for the purpose of 

sabotaging the Western Coalition. 

The mob screamed for the base‟s 

total destruction.  

  

They brought in wrecking crews and 

truckloads of explosives. TNT was 

planted everywhere throughout the 

base and exploded. A great cloud of 

dust rose skyward as the vault roof 

collapsed. The mob screamed: “The 

enemy has been destroyed!” 
 

The dust from the explosion rained 

down on everyone. A few hours 

later, hospitals began to fill up with 

hundreds of Mono Zenox suffering 

from severe burns all over their 

bodies. “The enemy had struck 

back.”  

 

But that was not all.   
 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

41. The Wrath of 

Heaven 
 

The worst was yet to come! 

 

East and West reverted back to their 

time-honored practice of accusing 

each other of the foulest deeds. The 

West accused the East of smuggling 

into underground vaults near the 

Capitol huge caches of highly toxic 

chemicals and booby-trapping them. 

 

Control West ordered his scientists 

to determine the chemical 

composition of the fumes arising 

from the destroyed base. One of his 

scientists, 8484--324, said she was 

certain that it was not, as everybody 

believed, an "Enemy Base" that had 

been blown up but worse it was a 

secret factory still in operation from 

the time of humans and used by 

Control East to assemble nuclear 

bombs. Her fellow scientists scoffed 

and ridiculed her, saying there was 

no such thing as a Nuclear Bomb, 

but she insisted it did exist -- she had 

read all about it in a science fiction 

novel. 

 

Control West was the only one who 

took her seriously. He didn‟t want to 

take any chance of Control East or 

Robin and his gang of crooks getting 

their hands on the Bomb first. He 

urged his government searchers to 

hurry. He secretly recruited top 

engineers and chemists to be ready, 

once it was found, to analyze it and 

quickly make copies. 

 



 

 

 

A Nerd, whom Control West had 

recruited, panicked and defected to 

the East. He said he did so “to 

preserve the balance of terror.” The 

race was on to see who would be the 

first to find the atomic bomb.  

 

Because Harry was leading his 

search team, Robin was confident 

that his Gang of Four would be the 

first to locate it. Harry, ignoring the 

advice of everyone as to where to 

look, used his sophisticated 

electronic gear to search areas close 

to geothermal power plants near 

other cities. Harry‟s hunch was that 

the failure of the Washington D.C.‟s 

geothermal plant to produce electric 

power was related in some way to 

the activities of the destroyed base. 

 

It was Harry‟s search pattern that 

worried Space Colony. It appeared 

certain that in a few days that 

Robin‟s Gang of Four will succeed 

in capturing intact a Fast-Breeder 

nuclear reactor and then it won‟t be 

long before Zenox will have 

unlocked the secret of how to make 

the Bomb.  Heaven was certain, if 

war would then broke out between 

East and West, each would not 

hesitate to use nuclear bombs to 

destroy the other and, in the process, 

destroy Heaven‟s supply links with 

Earth.  

 

From Heaven‟s view, Zenox were 

far from being civilized enough to 

use nuclear energy peacefully.  

 

Indeed, as we already know, to 

prevent Zenox from ever finding 

out, Heaven, years before the 

present crisis, had ordered their 

Corps of Engineers to remove 



 

 

 

the nuclear material from the 

nuclear bombs and ship it to the 

other side of the Moon for safe 

storage.  

  

         And they had ordered their 

Corps of Engineers to hide all 

the FbRs (fast breeder reactors) 

in secret underground vaults near 

cities where these heated rocks 

that heated water to produce 

steam at high pressure and 

temperature to drive steam 

turbines to generate electricity. 

Zenox mistakenly believed that 

the steam generating electricity 

in their power plants was 

geothermal in origin. 
 

Heaven now acted quickly before 

Zenox discovered that the turbines 

generating electricity for their cities 

were not being driven by steam from 

geothermal sources but from steam 

being heated by FBRs.  

 

Heaven beamed down orders to their 

Corps of Engineers to shut down all 

FBRs.  This terminated the heating 

of the rocks located below the power 

plants. All industry that were 

dependent upon the steam ceased 

operations. Lights went out all over 

the globe.  

 

The Corps then received and 

executed detailed instructions to 

destroy all the FBRs by melt down. 

This was not an easy task because 

the FBRs were specially designed 

not to self-destruct (either by 

accident or by deliberate setting of 

the controls). To cause a meltdown, 

it was necessary to reprogram the 

controls differently, a task that 



 

 

 

required precise know-how to 

execute. 

 

  

Heaven, just before it ordered the 

meltdowns caused mysterious 

notices to appear in all of Earth‟s 

media telling Zenox to stay far away 

from geothermal plants, warning that 

if they did not they would get a fatal 

disease.   

 

Once the modifications for the 

meltdowns were complete, the Corps 

of Engineers set the controls so that 

the nuclear fuel would fission too 

fast, causing the reactors to become 

so hot that everything melted, 

including their steel containers and 

the plants concrete foundations.  

 

The effects of the meltdowns on the 

environment and on Zenox who 

didn't heed the warnings were total. 

The intense, deadly radiation of 

atomic particles destroyed all life in 

the vicinity of the meltdowns for 

many decades and generations to 

come. 

 

Superstitious Zenox believed that 

they were being punished by the 

Gods in the Sky for their collective 

sins. 

 

Two of the FBRs of advanced design 

failed to melt down. Heaven 

immediately dispatched to Earth two 

of their top trouble shooters who 

quickly found and fixed the faulty 

switches. They both died of  the 

plague a few days later.  

 

As for poor Robin, his dreams of 

glory over, bravely tried to accept 

the blame for the power failures and 



 

 

 

meltdowns taking place all over the 

world, but an unforgiving populace 

tarred, feathered and ran him out of 

town.  

  
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

42. To Return Yet 

Remain 
 

A few years after the meltdown, 

Charlie Brown, one of Heaven's 

top scientists, proposed a very 

weird idea to his captain, Adam 3.  

It was something quite different 

from anything the captain ever 

expected to hear from the lips of 

anyone as conservative as good old 

Charlie Brown. Their conversation 

began this way:  

 

“Charlie, make it brief. I am late 

for an important meeting.” 

 

"I‟ll be brief. To return, it is not 

necessary to return."  

 

He continued excitedly, "The other 

day Jessica told me that there's a 

lot of talk among Mono scientists 

about cross-fertilization."  

 

"Whoa, Charlie, Monos reproduce 

asexually.  Besides, what has this 

got to do with our returning, yet 

not returning, to Earth?"  

 

"I'm coming to that; Monos are 

beginning to think that cross-

fertilization is a great idea."  

 

"Don't tell me, Charlie, that they 

are beginning to feel lonely." 

 

"Possibly. No, that's not their 

reason. It's because the Nerds, the 

bodiless ones, have a way of 

improving their internal circuitry. 

They are now far ahead of the 

Monos. The Monos are jealous and 

want to improve themselves 

mentally as well as physically 



 

 

 

from one generation to the next in 

order to catch up with and surpass 

the Nerds.” 

 

Adam was now more puzzled than 

ever. "I don't understand. Didn't 

the CRC, when they first designed 

Monos, build in a way for them to 

improve from one generation to 

the next?” 

 

"That's what they planned to do at 

first, but for some reason they 

never did. Monos, as you know, 

Sir, have in every cell of their 

body something analogous to our 

DNA. It is a very elaborate 

program of instructions, called 

CID (short for Cluster Identity).  

 

“Originally Mono‟s brain was 

supposed to inform each of her 

germ cells how much to increase 

or decrease the size of the cell 

clusters of the next generation 

based upon the amount of stress 

these same clusters experienced 

during her lifetime.  But, but ….” 

 

"But, but …what, Charlie?"  

 

"But the CRC never implemented 

it.  What they did instead was just 

the opposite. They built in an 

elaborate system of protective 

barriers that drastically limited just 

how much the CID of the offspring 

was allowed to differ from its 

mom‟s."  

 

"Sounds stupid. First they 

designed it, or were supposed to 

have, so that the offspring could 

benefit from the experiences of her 

mother; but instead they built in all 



 

 

 

kinds of protective barriers so she 

can‟t?"  

 

"Not quite as stupid as one might 

think. Suppose you had a very 

complex computer program 

consisting of many millions of 

lines of instructions for modeling a 

body which took you years to 

program and debug, wouldn't you 

be scared to tamper with it?"  

 

"What you're telling me, Charlie, 

is that Mono‟s evolution, like our 

own, and is trapped by its own 

internal software. The reason they 

want to cross-fertilize is to escape 

from the evolutionary trap they're 

in and to catch up with the Nerds." 

 

"Exactly, they hope to speed up 

their evolution by breeding out its 

undesirable characteristics and 

enhancing its more desirable ones. 

 

"By the way, Charlie, how do we 

humans improve our genetic stock 

from one generation to the next?” 

 

“Your question should be “how 

did we improve”? Apparently 

there hasn‟t been any detectable 

change in our human stock of 

genes in the last 10,000 years. As I 

understand it, improvements in our 

far distant past were the result of 

accidental modifications of our 

DNA program. These changes 

happened long ago when life was 

so precarious that only those pre-

humans who were the fittest 

physically and mentally, survived 

to reproduce.” 

 

Charlie continued, “Most births at 

that time, resulted in mutants that 



 

 

 

were not fit. They died out before 

they could reproduce. But because 

of improvements in agriculture in 

the past 20,000 to 10,000 years 

this is no longer the case."  

 

"Thanks, Charlie, now I see why 

our human evolution has 

apparently slowed down or 

stopped about 10,000 years ago. 

The agricultural revolution has 

made it possible for the unfit to 

survive and reproduce as well." 

 

"Yes, some believe that it is the 

superior nutrition that our germ 

cells have been receiving that has 

preserved the quality of our human 

gene pool.”  

  

"You were saying the Monos have 

no way to improve?" 

  

"Yes. To improve their basic 

design, they need to gain access to 

the documentation that the CRC 

used to program Mono‟s CID. The 

Nerds have it locked away 

somewhere and won't give it to the 

Monos. Without it, the Monos are 

afraid to monkey with their CID 

program because it has millions of 

instructions that are too 

interconnected, and far too 

complex to mess with” 

 

Adam suddenly remembered that 

he was late for an important 

meeting. "So they lack the know-

how. I could care less whether they 

do or don't have sex.  What's it to 

us?” 

 

"I got to thinking, “What is the 

true essence of Man?"  
 



 

 

 

Adam eyed Charlie carefully; 

maybe his top scientist was getting 

space stressed,  "Charlie, when are 

you due for your R&R?"  

 

"R&R?  Oh, you think I am off my 

rocker and need some Rest and 

Recreation. Wait till you hear 

what I'm about to propose, Sir."  

 

Adam, humoring him, "Okay, tell 

me: What is Man's true essence? 

But make it quick." 

 

"In your case, your DNA.  In my 

case, my DNA. In Jessica's case, 

her DNA." 

 

Adam, getting very annoyed, 

"How did Jessica get back into this 

discussion. Is she your girl 

friend?" 

 

"No, Audra is my girl friend.  But 

my point is some of us are male 

and some of us are female." 

 

"What else is new?" 

 

"If we can't go down to Earth, it 

may still be possible for each of us 

to transmit to our selected Mono 

„offspring‟ on Earth that part of 

our DNA code that defines our 

essential character. Future 

Zenoxwould then evolve into 

beings we could relate to and we 

would be proud to call our 

descendants on Earth."  

 

"Now I know you are going daffy. 

Transmit not us, but just that part 

of our DNA that defines our 

essential character so that Zenox 

can evolve into beings we would 

be proud to call our descendants. 



 

 

 

You can't really be serious, 

Charlie."  

 

"I don't mean to transmit 

physically our DNA; I mean to do 

so abstractly by a formula.  After 

all, what is DNA?  Physically, 

each strand of our DNA is a very 

long instruction program written in 

a chemical alphabet that chemists 

abbreviate  A, T, G, C (the first 

letters of their chemical names). 

The DNA program for our body is 

three billion of these chemical 

characters strung out in three-letter 

syllables like this:  

 

„ATG.GTG.CAC.CTG.ACT.GA

T...‟  " 

 

Charlie sang it to the beat of a little 

nursery rhyme.  "Only that part of 

our DNA sequence that defines 

our character need be abstracted 

and beamed down."  

 

Adam, was now very late for his 

appointment. “Hurry up” he 

snapped, getting more and more 

impatient. 

  

Charlie Brown continued, "I 

propose that each of us transmit to 

our counterpart, to our adopted 

Zenox child on Earth, just those 

letters of our DNA formula that 

define our true character - only the 

parts that would cause our 

„children‟ to think and feel the 

same as we do.  There‟s no point 

in transmitting all of our DNA 

code, certainly not the parts that 

have to do with our detailed 

physical design, because our body 

is made of entirely different 

chemical stuff than theirs."  



 

 

 

 

Adam, teasing, "And Jessica? 

Where does she fit in?" 

  

Charlie had been waiting for this 

question.  "But it is not going to be 

possible to transmit our essential 

character, because some of us are 

male and some female. We can't 

transmit to Mono children (which 

we have selected to be our heirs on 

Earth) the most important 

ingredient of our human 

personality, our sexuality." 

 

Adam, egging him on,  "Since 

some of us are male and some are 

female, it follows ipso facto that 

there must be male and female 

Zenox counterparts to send our 

essence to, right Charlie? But it 

might be possible if Monos were 

to become duo-sexed.” 

 

Charlie, his eyes gleaming, 

nodded, “Yes, right on, Sir!  

You've got it!" 

 

"And because Zenox look quite 

different from us, we might, while 

we are at it, remodel their 

appearance to look more like us, 

right?"  

 

Charlie, not realizing that Adam 

was mocking him, nodded his head 

in agreement, "In our own 

image!" 

 

Adam (a trained physiologist 

before he was elected chief and 

took the name Adam 3) thought to 

himself, "Poor Charlie.  He has 

worked so hard trying to find a 

cure for the plague that he is now 



 

 

 

hallucinating. We can't go down, 

but our essence can,” he says. 

  

Adam then told Charlie, in a firm 

but gentle way (so as not to hurt 

his feelings too much) that what he 

wanted to do was absurd. 

"Intervention, as you know, 

Charlie, is a very tricky matter 

because Monos now express their 

independence by not plugging 

themselves into the net while they 

sleep. Even if we were to discover 

that there are genes in our DNA 

that can be identified with our 

character, something which I 

doubt, or there's some way to 

reduce to a formula our individual 

personalities and behavior, which I 

doubt -- what could we possibly 

do with such a formula?" 

 

Adam 3, speaking as an expert 

physiologist, continued with his 

advice, "A formula is not 

something we can just slip into the 

CID of a Zenoxwhile she sleeps. 

We would have to find some way 

to physically get into her brain and 

rework her circuits to be 

something that mimics our own.  

We haven't the faintest idea what 

our own brain structure is in detail, 

much less what theirs is. Even if 

we knew precisely what we 

wanted to do and could get at their 

brains, we still don‟t have the 

faintest idea how to modify theirs. 

We haven't tinkered with their 

circuitry since the time they were 

simple Zenox many, many years 

ago."  

 

But Charlie didn't give up. "We 

can still influence them, can't we?" 

 



 

 

 

"Influence them, yes, sometimes." 

 

"I mean intervene."  

 

Adam abruptly brought the 

conversation to a close. His voice 

was kind but firm. "Why don't you 

take a vacation, Charlie?  Maybe 

take Jessica ... I mean Audra 

along.  It will do you both good.  

Drop by when your vacation is 

over and we‟ll talk about some 

other ideas you may have.  You‟re 

always welcome."  

 

Adam 3‟s suggestions were the 

same as orders.  Charlie could see 

that all further discussion about his 

idea was now over.  

 

But so desperately did Heaven 

yearn to return to Earth that 

Charlie's idea, absurd as it was, 

caught on. In their imaginations, 

humans were constantly 

projecting their personality into 

some imagined Zenoxchild on 

Earth. It became an obsession, 

the sole reason for their existence, 

their raison d‟etre.  Perhaps 

humans saw it as the only way, if 

not for themselves, then for their 

descendants, to escape from their 

prison in space. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

43. Sex or Romance 
  

Rumors spread like wildfire that 

Mono scientists were working on 

ways to genetically improve their 

stock. All agreed that without true 

cross-fertilization, they could never 

catch up with the mentally superior 

bodiless Zenox. 

 

What upset Monos the most about 

males and females having sex was 

the need for close bodily contact. 

Opponents organized special tours to 

visit farms and zoos to watch 

animals mating. Most found it 

“disgusting!” 

   

Those who favored having sex the 

old fashioned way, tried to convince 

others by telling stories from extinct 

human times about love, romance, 

and the importance of sex drives for 

keeping the family together, but to 

no avail. The romance of sex had no 

appeal. “It‟s dirty!” The majority 

view prevailed; appropriations were 

cut; sex research ceased to exist. 

 

Then one day someone suggested: 

"Maybe it's possible to surgically 

remove the starting germ cells from 

two Monos, fuse them on a 

laboratory test bench, and reinsert 

the fused pair of germ cells back into 

the womb of one of its parents. This 

everyone approved of because it 

held promise of genetic 

improvement without the need for 

close bodily contact. Although the 

idea of fusing was simple enough in 

concept, it took Mono scientists 

some time to perfect. 

 

Everyone hoped to see improvement 

in the very first generation. 



 

 

 

Unhappily, what they did see were 

Zenox offspring from a pair of fused 

germ cells whose behavior was an 

average of the characteristics of its 

two parents. It soon became apparent 

that simple fusing was not going to 

result in an improved design for 

bodied Zenox.  

 

For humans up in Sky Colony, the 

failure of the simple fusing 

experiment gave them hope that 

Mono scientists would soon try to 

redesign themselves into a truly duo-

sex Zenox. Such a development, if it 

were to happen, would provide an 

opportunity for humans to try to 

implement Charlie Brown‟s idea: "If 

we can't go down to Earth, it may 

be possible to intervene and 

transmit to our selected Zenox 

offspring on Earth an abstraction 

of our DNA code that defines our 

essential personality.” 
 

Lestat 3 put himself in charge of 

speeding up the development of 

truly Duo-Sex Zenox bodies into 

which humans could project their 

essence. Lestat began his 

intervention by urging Karloff, head 

of Earth's Eastern Security, during 

his sleep to set up a top-secret 

project and to appoint Marck, a 

brilliant micro-surgeon to head it. 

Marck had a penchant for doing 

illegal experiments.  

 

Like Karloff, Marck, plugged 

himself into the network at night (in 

his case to sleep learn). This made it 

easy for Lestat to influence them 

while they were asleep. Lestat 

persuaded Karloff to put Marck in 

charge of a project to reprogram the 

CID of Monos so that fusing could 



 

 

 

result in the birth of truly Duo-Sex 

Zenox.  

 

This was just the kind of illicit 

mischief that appealed to Marck. He 

accepted his appointment as head of 

the project without a nanosecond of 

hesitation. With the secret backing 

of Karloff, Marck set about 

organizing the new Committee to 

Reconstitute Zenox X, CRC 2. 

 

The first thing Marck did was to 

invite ten top Mono scientists of 

various specialties to join his 

committee. He knew he had no hope 

of succeeding without their 

expertise. Unhappily, everyone that 

he invited to join CRC 2 turned him 

down. Marck‟s reputation was so 

bad that no reputable Mono scientist 

wanted to be associated with him. 

     

To get them to join, Marck 

resorted to blackmail.  Most 

Monos at the time lived in fear 

of being prosecuted for skirting 

the strict laws that the Nerds had 

imposed on them in order to 

keep them in line. Marck told the 

scientists that Karloff would 

have them all prosecuted for 

their crimes and their careers 

ruined if they did not agree to 

join his team. His threat so 

frightened them they all 

reluctantly agreed. 

 

Marck pointed out at their first 

meeting that simple fusing had two 

fatal flaws: “The first was there was 

no improvement from one 

generation to the next; and the 

second flaw was that every cell of 

baby Zenox, resulting from a simple 

union of two Mono germ cells, had 



 

 

 

two CIDs inside, one inherited from 

each parent. Unfortunately, the 

number of CIDs per cells of every 

generation that  followed was going 

to double the number of CIDs per 

cell of the previous generation. If the 

cell of some future generation didn‟t 

burst first, it would go crazy trying 

to respond to all its possibly 

contradictory sets of CID 

instructions. 

 

“It is clear that we will have to 

rethink what is meant by cross-

fertilization.  Possibly we will decide 

to mimic the way animals hold down 

their number of sets of DNA 

instructions per cell in subsequent 

generations. The hard part of our 

task will be figuring out how we can 

significantly improve ourselves 

physically and mentally so that 

eventually we achieve our goal of 

surpassing the Nerds.”  

  

The CRC 2 team became very 

excited by their goal: finding a way 

for bodied Zenox to improve their 

design from one generation to the 

next. 
 

None of the CRC 2 team saw any 

need for male and female Zenox 

with specialized sex organs for 

carrying out the fusing of the germ 

cells. Mating could just as easily be 

carried out by simple fusing on a 

workbench. 

 

His new recruits congratulated 

Marck. "When the populace learns 

what we are working on is adaptive 

improvement and finding a way to 

do it without doubling the number of 

the CID programs per cell of the 

next generation, we will be able to 



 

 

 

do our research legitimately out in 

the open."  

 

Marck‟s reaction was swift. 

“Absolutely No”, he angrily told 

them. He was not going to take any 

chances of the public panicking and 

wiping out his beloved project. No 

one could follow the logic of 

Marck‟s strange notions about 

neither the need to have two sexes 

with specialized sex organs for 

mating, nor the need for male and 

females Zenox to be attracted to one 

another. Deep down, Marck too 

wondered where his strange old 

fashioned notions about sex were 

coming from.  

 

His team tried to get Marck to 

change his mind about the need to 

have Zenox with specialized male 

and female organs for mating (rather 

than doing it by simple fusing on a 

lab bench). When he refused to 

change his mind, they threatened to 

revolt. Marck glared so threateningly 

at them that they knew better than to 

ever try again to persuade him to 

change his mind. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

44. Adaptive 

Evolution 
                                                            

The CRC 2‟s goal was to bring 

about a real improvement from one 

generation to the next in order for 

bodied Zenox to catch and surpass 

the Nerds.  

 

Long ago, Oppy's CRC had an 

adaptive scheme for real 

improvement, but for some reason 

abandoned it. Marck thought to ask 

Karloff to locate a copy in the 

archives but decided not to because 

it ran the risk of Nerds figuring out 

why it was wanted. CRC 2 decided it 

was less risky if they designed and 

implemented their own adaptive 

scheme. 

  

They did not know (nor did they 

care) whether the ancestor of the 

giraffe, by her very act of stretching 

her neck to reach the top leaves, 

affected the DNA of her germ cells 

and caused the neck and forelegs of 

her offspring to lengthen; or was 

caused (as the Darwinians would 

have us believe) by the survival of 

the fittest, coupled with some 

accidental favorable mutations 

happening now-and-then over 

millions of years; or perhaps (as still 

others believe) it was God who was 

responsible.  

 

Regardless of what caused the 

giraffe‟s neck and legs to lengthen, 

the members of CRC 2 were certain 

that they could not get any 

improvement of the bodies and 

brains of their offspring by allowing 

some accidental computer bug to 

creep into their CID program. It 



 

 

 

seemed self-evident that a random 

bug introduced into the CID 

program had a billion times greater 

chance of resulting in a catastrophe 

than in any improvement.  

 

Marck decided to base his plan 

for adaptive Duo-Sex evolution 

on two laws both due to the 

famous human biologist, J. B. 

Lamarck: 

 

1. Strengthen organs used and 

weaken those not used. 
 

2. Carry forward these changes to 

the next generation. 

 

Although Lamark‟s theory of plant 

and animal evolution had been 

discredited long ago and replaced by 

Darwin‟s ideas, Marck so admired 

Lamark that he renamed himself 

after him.  

 

To speed up Duo-Sex evolution, 

Mark decided to make Lamarck‟s 

laws hold for Duo-Sex Zenox. He 

ordered his team to rewrite the CID 

program so that each cluster of cells 

of the body would send information 

to the brain about its overuse or 

underuse. The brain would then 

combine this data with prior data 

that it had gathered about the 

cluster‟s use or under use. Finally 

the brain would use some formula to 

determine what the cluster size 

should be for the next generation and 

pass this information on to the 

body‟s germ cells. 

 

Someone on the CRC 2 team asked 

the classic question, "Suppose a limb 

is amputated. Would that mean that 

the next generation would have one 



 

 

 

less limb?" This query stumped 

everyone until somebody recalled 

that this never happened to the 

descendants of extinct human males 

who had been circumcised, a fact 

often cited as a reason why 

Lamarck‟s theory was discredited.  

 

Marck replied, "We could arrange it 

so that if a cell cluster is amputated, 

it would have no effect on the next 

generation because there would be 

no cell-cluster signal sent to the 

brain about the cluster‟s under or 

over-use.” 

  

The CRC 2 members went to work 

developing an adaptive program for 

Duo-Sex Zenox. What frightened 

them most was what the public's 

reaction was going to be to baby 

Zenox being born with specialized 

sex organs for mating. Would the 

public in their rage wipe out their 

entire effort? 

 

They took a chance and pleaded 

again with Marck, "Why don't we 

make all the modifications that we 

are planning, except we leave out the 

specialized organs for mating? We 

replace mating by simple fusing of 

the modified germ cells of each 

parent on the workbench. This way, 

we keep the public happy and 

accomplish our real purpose, the 

adaptive improvement of Duo-Sex 

from one generation to the next."  

 

Marck not only held fast to having 

specialized organs for mating, but he 

shocked his team further with the 

news that Duo-Sex was also going to 

have only two arms and two legs. 

 



 

 

 

"All kinds of social problems," 

Marck warned, "will arise if there is 

nothing outwardly that distinguishes 

our new creations from other 

members of society.  It is best that 

Duo-Sex Zenox look different from 

us."  

 

The team was horrified by the 

thought of Duo-Sex Zenox without 

their lovely and useful, mid-limbs! 

“And for what purpose?”, they asked 

Marck. “Your plan of having 

external sex organs and two less 

limbs,  not only violates the body 

beautiful, but contributes nothing 

towards genetic improvement.”  

 

They were so furious with Marck 

that they again dared to threaten to 

expose his illegal project. They told 

him to his face, he was crazy and 

that he was being driven mad by 

those strange persistent nightmares 

that he admitted having.  

  

And again Marck had to remind 

them that he was backed by Karloff, 

head of Security East, and was 

immune to their threats; he told them 

that they, and only they, would be 

the ones punished for their past 

crimes. His counter threat worked 

and they once again gave in and 

began the actual work of designing 

and reprogramming the CID. 

 

Outline of CRC 2‟s final adaptive 

design: 

  

A. Each cell of Duo-Sex Zenox will 

have two sets of CID instructions, 

one set inherited from its Mom and 

the other from its Pop, consisting of 

many, many pairs of closely related 



 

 

 

subprograms for monitoring the 

many different functions of the cell.    

  

B. To prevent each generation 

doubling the number of CIDs in a 

cell (as the result of fusing a germ 

cell from a Pop with that of a Mom), 

each germ cell before being fused 

randomly casts off one of each 

closely related pair of subprograms. 

 

C. The two CIDs of a female Duo-

Sex Zenox will have a special pair of 

sex subprograms, both of the X type; 

while the two CIDs of a male will 

have a special pair of sex 

subprograms, one an X type and the 

other a Y type.  

 

The consequence of the random 

casting off one of each pair of  

related sex subprograms of the germ 

cells just before being fused, is that 

the female germ cell always 

contributes to the union an X type 

sex subprogram while the male 

germ cell always contributes to the 

union, with 50-50 probability, 

either an X type sex subprogram or 

a Y type sex subprogram.  
 

In other words the offspring will 

have a 50-50 probability of 

inheriting either an XX (female pair) 

or an XY (male pair) of the sex 

subroutines. Thus the odds that the 

offspring will be a female or a male 

would be the same as deciding its 

sex by tossing a coin. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

45. The Facets of 

Personality   
 

CRC 2‟s plan was ingenious as it 

was simple. It took advantage of the 

fact that every cell cluster in a 

Mono-Sex body had a start cell that 

generated all the identical cells in the 

cluster. In Duo-Sex, the brain was 

programmed to keep a score of each 

clusters‟ count. If cluster‟s cell count 

was too low for some reason, the 

brain stimulates the start cell of the 

cluster to generate more identical 

cells until the count was right.  

 

The Duo-Sex brain brings about 

improvement from one generation to 

the next by special sub-programs 

that are also ingenious, as they are 

simple. These measure the stresses 

and strains the body is receiving by 

recording the rate of underuse or 

overuse of each cluster in the body 

and then applying a formula for 

deciding how much to decrease or 

increase the corresponding cell 

cluster count of the next generation. 

The brain continuously sends this 

updated information to the body‟s 

germ cells.  

 

The CRC 2 members had a hard 

time deciding what formula the 

Duo-Sex brain should use for 

changing the size of next 

generation‟s clusters as a function of 

the amount of stress (or lack therof) 

that the parents‟  clusters were 

receiving. They used simulators and 

mathematical models to estimate the 

trade-offs between the speeds of 

evolutionary changes versus the 

chances of something going wrong if 



 

 

 

evolutionary changes took place too 

fast.  

 

Some CRC 2 members wanted the 

cluster sizes of the next generation 

to be very sensitive to the mental 

and physical stresses of its parents 

so that future Duo Sex would evolve 

rapidly and quickly catch up with 

the Nerds. Others feared that if 

evolutionary change were to take 

place too fast, it would not leave 

enough time to make adjustments 

later on if something went wrong (as 

surely it would). But CRC 2 

members never could make up their 

collective minds on exactly how 

much of a risk to take.  

 

Finally Sky Colony had to intercede 

and to decide for them. They 

coerced Marck during his sleep to be 

very conservative. Humans didn‟t 

want to take any chances that their 

Duo-Sex Comp offspring (that they 

hoped to bond with as if they were 

their very own) becoming another 

evolutionary dead-end. 

 

CRC 2‟s idealists also wanted some 

of the higher-order psyche drives of 

Duo-Sex to be instinctive. They 

proposed two:  

 

1. Live in harmony with nature. 

2. Do not to others what you do not 

want them to              do to you.                                
 

When some of the humanists in 

Heaven first learned that CRC 2 

were considering making these two 

higher-order ideals a permanent part 

of Duo-Sex psyche, they were 

ecstatic. "What a different world it 

would have been if social 

consciousness had been built in as 



 

 

 

part of the human psyche and had 

not been left to our free will!" 

 

But later they changed their minds, 

and decided it wasn‟t such a hot 

idea. They reasoned, "These ideals 

are far too dangerous and too 

radical. It is best to leave such 

matters to adaptive evolution." They 

persuaded Marck (in his sleep) not 

to be tempted to make these higher-

order ideals instinctive.  

 

CRC 2 also knew that the psyche 

qualities inherited from Mono Comp 

should be altered in subtle ways 

because future Duo-Sex Comps, 

depending on their gender, would 

want to fulfill their basic needs 

differently. Not only should the 

sexual drives of male and female 

Duo-Sex be programmed differently, 

but it appeared that all the emotions 

that accompanied them - fear, 

anger, love, hate, jealousy, 

affection, enjoyment, sexual 

satisfaction, frustration, vanity, 

greed, guilt, sorrow, pity, and lust - 
to name a few - should all be 

programmed differently for the two 

genders.   

 

But in what ways and how much 

they could never decide.  CRC 2 

simply had no experience to draw 

upon to help them comprehend a 

society based on two sexes. They 

tried to find out by observing and 

reading about the behavior of 

animals, but soon discovered that 

each species had its own built-in 

style of courting, mating, and raising 

of the young. They found it to be a 

strange world of male battling male 

to determine who among them were 

fittest to mate with the female. 



 

 

 

Sometimes it was the female who 

made the choice. 

 

They then tried to learn about the 

sexual mores of extinct human 

societies by avidly reading literature 

inherited from the past. They soon 

discovered that the sexual 

differences among humans were far 

more subtle and mysterious than 

anyone could imagine. Sex seemed 

to permeate every aspect of their 

beings. Aside from the obvious fact 

that females thought very differently 

about males than males did about 

females, it appeared almost 

impossible to determine how much 

the differences between the two 

sexes were due to heredity and how 

much were due to customs. Humans 

were a mess. "No wonder their race 

had become extinct!" 

 

Marck's CRC 2 finally had to give 

up trying to model any differences 

between the female and male sex 

drives. What they did do was 

prepare subprograms to be inserted 

into the CID so that the male/female 

response patterns would be governed 

by the same Lamarckian laws of 

adaptive change as the rest of the 

body. And they arranged it so that 

these laws would strongly affect the 

mental development of Duo-Sex 

Comps during their growth to 

adulthood. 

 

CRC 2 members were now ready to 

modify the old Mono subroutines of 

the germ cell CIDs. Among these 

were the adaptive subprograms that 

randomized the shedding of one of 

each pair of related subprograms, 

including the random shedding of 



 

 

 

one of the pairs that determined the 

sex of the next generation.  

 

To illustrate: Suppose, before shedding, the female always 
has an X X pair of subs and  the male always has an X Y pair 
of subs, then, after random shedding of one of each pair and 
mating the chance of the next generation being XX (i.e. 
female) is 50% or being XY (i.e, male) is 50%. 

 

The CRC 2 members debated long 

and hard up to the very last minute 

whether the penis of Duo-Sex male 

should be modeled after that of the 

extinct human male, or after that of 

the stallion. No one knew exactly 

why this should be such a bone of 

contention. 

 

Humans in Heaven were ecstatic 

about the progress being made by 

CRC 2 to convert Mono-Sex into 

Duo-Sex Comps. It meant there 

were going to be down on Earth 

Mono germ cells exposed on lab 

work benches undergoing 

conversion from Mono to Duo-Sex 

germ cells and therefore there was 

going to be a once in a life time 

opportunity for humans to beam 

down and splice into their selected 

Comp fetus on Earth their individual 

personality profiles.     
 

Humans differed from one another 

in their strength of character (or lack 

thereof), in their loyalties to one 

another, etc. These traits humans 

grouped into: 

 
 



 

 

 

                                               Twelve Facets of Personality 
 

 1. Attitude towards fellow man.                

 

2. Initiative.  

 

 3. Need for social structure.                  

 

4.Orderliness. 

 

 5. Need for bodily pleasure.                 

 

6.Decisiveness. 

  

7. Intellectual capability.                     

 

8. Activity Level. 

  

9. Strength of character.             

 

 10. Outlook on life. 

                                               

                                              11.Need for fellowship.               

 

                                              12.Response to authority. 

 

Heaven‟s psychologists used these 

facets to construct a psyche profile 

of each human in Sky Colony. For 

example, to construct the psyche 

profile of their hero, Adam 1, they 

selected from a thesaurus words that 

they felt best described Adam:  He 

was decisive. He tended to be 

considerate and encouraging to 

others. He had a positive, realistic 

outlook on life. As for bodily 

pleasures, these all tended to be 

moderate except for an overly active 

sex drive. Rarely did he lose his 

cool. Intellectually, he was quite 

willing before making a decision to 

consider complex solutions to 

complex problems.  
 



 

 

 

Sky Colony psychologists, of 

course, were aware that that human 

emotions also played an important 

role in the human psyche, but 

exactly what that role was eluded 

them, just as it had previously 

eluded others before them. Darwin 

thought it might be some sort of 

leftover vestige of evolution -- 

something humans were stuck with. 

Others believed emotion‟s purpose 

was to rev up the body for action. 

Still others felt its purpose was to 

focus the mind on an immediate 

need -- a kind of ringing of the bell 

to alert the mind to danger.  

 

Regardless of what the purpose of an 

emotion was in humans, Heaven‟s 

psychologists wanted Duo-Sex 

Comp emotions to have very precise 

functions. For example, if a Duo-Sex 

Mom loves her child, then love 

represented a relationship not only 

affecting her immediate decisions 

but also implied a future 

commitment symbolized by the love 

emotion. Love, then, would be the 

name of a subroutine (emotion) that 

she would always invoke when 

making a decision affecting her 

child.  

 

Heaven‟s computer scientists 

translated the words of the Psyche 

Profile of each human in Sky 

Colony into a subprogram that 

could be beamed down and spliced 

into the CID of a Mono-Sex germ 

cell at the time of its conversion on a 

work bench from a  Mono to a Duo-

Sex germ cell. 

 

 



 

 

 

46. The Splice with 

Man 
 

The closer CRC 2 came to the time 

to convert the CIDs of germ cells 

from Mono to Duo Sex, fusing them, 

and replanting their union back into 

the womb of one of its parents, the 

more fearful they became. They 

feared the public reaction to the 

unnecessary changes Marck was 

forcing them to make to their body 

beautiful.  

 

Marck‟s committee to redesign 

Comp kept trying to talk him out of 

the whole idea. “It‟s no use,” he told 

them. "We will never be able to 

convince the public that what we are 

about to do is right. It is best we 

execute our plan, and then face them 

with a fait accompli. Once they see 

the result -- cute little Comps 

growing up male and female -- they 

will…."  

 

Tank 2 pooh-poohed the very 

thought. "Don't bet on it.  Once 

Monos see little Duo-Sex freaks 

with only two arms, two legs, no 

mid limbs, and hear tales about 

oversexed adolescent males with 

erect penises chasing females, 

who can say what the public will 

do."  

 

Marck was very angry. "It is the 

only way we Monos have for 

catching up with the Nerds.”  

 

Pretending they were the Elite 

Adoption Agency, CRC 2 advertised 

for Pops willing to have their germ 

cells fused with the germ cells of 

donor “Moms”. They advertised for 



 

 

 

Moms willing to rent their wombs. 

A very attractive contract was 

offered to any Mom/Pop pair whom 

the Agency  accepted.  

     

  

There was one precondition: “Only 

Monos, whose germ cells have a 

single CID, need apply.” The 

Adoption Agency contract stated 

that it would also pay a handsome 

extra bonus if it gets to raise the 

infant. CRC 2 figured that, as soon 

as a Mom saw that her baby had 

only two legs, two arms, and had 

other peculiarities, she would be 

only to glad to get rid of her freak. 

 

The closer Sky Colony came to the 

time for beaming down the psyche 

profiles of human male/female pairs 

and having them secretly appended 

to the CID instructions for 

converting Mono into Duo Sex germ 

cells, the more excited they became. 

At the same time, the more 

apprehensive that their plan might 

fail. They knew that this was 

probably going to be their first, and 

last, opportunity to transfer their 

personal characteristics to the CIDs 

of Mono germ cells about to be 

converted into Duo-Sex germ cells. 

 

Everything depended on Alexis their 

mole from Heaven‟s Corps of 

Engineers. Alexis  had successfully 

wormed her way into the employ of 

the CRC 2 Labs where the Mono-

Sex germ cells were being prepared 

for conversion to Duo-Sex germ 

cells. She had been instructed by the 

Corps to merge CRC 2‟s instructions 

with the psychological profile 

programs being beamed down from 

Sky Colony. 



 

 

 

 

Alexis job at the lab took place at 

night when all the main CRC 2 

monitors were off duty and fast 

asleep. She was hired to run various 

test programs to check that 

everything was ready for the actual 

conversions scheduled to begin the 

next day. 

 

That is what Alexis was supposed to 

do. But what she actually did was to 

down-load the psyche profile 

programs of typical human pairs in 

Heaven and merge them with the 

general CRC 2 instructions for 

converting two mono germ cells into 

one Dual-Sex germ cell,  

 

First, the specialized character 

profiles of Hava 4 and Adam 4 were 

beamed down, followed by those of 

Nach 4 and his current mistress. In 

all, ten such pairs were beamed 

down the first night and secretly 

appended by Alexis to 10 pairs of 

Mono  germ cells. All was ready the 

next morning for the conversion of 

the first ten pairs of Mono germ cells 

to Duo Sex. 

 

Each germ cell being converted from 

Mono to Duo had its own 

individualized set of directions 

stored on separate CD ROMs. These 

consisted of directions for 

eliminating the mid limbs, 

modifying the sexual organs, 

randomizing the gender, and (most 

important) the directions for 

inserting into the CID the formulae 

for adaptively changing the number 

of cells in the cell clusters from 

generation to generation.  

 



 

 

 

And there were other conditions to 

be met. No two Mono‟s CIDs were 

to be exactly alike. CID diversity 

was highly prized. Mom and Pop 

germ-cell donors were turned down 

if their CID programs were too 

similar. Indeed, CRC 2 monitors 

deliberately increased the diversity 

of the germ cells that they did accept 

by slightly varying the counts of the 

body‟s cell clusters.  

 

Each morning, the CRC 2 monitors 

placed on their test benches a batch 

of ten pairs of germ cells from ten 

Mom/Pop pairs of donors. The 

instructions on ten CDC ROMs were 

next programmed to automatically 

convert each of 10 pairs of Mono-

Sex germ cells into 10  fertilized 

Duo-Sex germ cells. Once a pair of 

germ cell were converted from 

Mono to Duo and fused, the 

monitors inserted their union into the 

womb of one of the parent donors. 

They then instructed the Mom- to-be 

to return in nine months for induced 

labor and delivery.  

 

At the same time, Space Colony 

continued each night beaming down 

another batch of ten pairs of human 

male/female profiles. Alexis merged 

them during the night with the 

specialized conversion instructions 

on ten CD ROMs. The CRC 2, the 

next day, converted the batch of 

germ cells into Duo-Sex embryos. 

This routine was repeated day after 

day until the supply of volunteer 

donor pairs were exhausted. For the 

next nine months there was little for 

Heaven to do but wait and 

anticipate, and there was nothing for 

CRC-2 to do but await their fate at 



 

 

 

hands of the public for marring the 

body beautiful.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Part 3:  

 

The Homecoming 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

47. Darling Little 

Monsters 
 

2170 A.D. In due time, the rent-a-

womb Moms gave birth. As 

anticipated, the mothers were 

horrified when they viewed their 

offspring with no mid limbs and 

other odd features. The CRC 2 crew 

members obligingly whisked the 

babes away to specially prepared 

nurseries. In spite of their early 

biases, they soon became attached to 

their exasperating, ingratiating, 

naughty, darling little monsters. The 

tots seemed to have a thousand ways 

to get their attention and they never 

seemed to get enough. Soon, CRC 2 

had a whole flock of these little 

freaks.  

 

Mothers began to change their minds 

and demanded immediate return of 

their babies. They wanted an 

explanation of why they were so 

different. Marck‟s project could no 

longer be kept secret. Its exposure 

caused a worldwide furor. CRC 2 

was abolished forever.  

 

Monos were at a loss what to do 

with their strange babies of mixed 

gender. The infants cried a lot, 

demanded endless attention, and 

were adorable. Everyone thought the 

little monsters were the "cutest".  Of 

course, they could never grow to be 

as agile as real Comps, but they 

were nice to have around because of 

their endearing baby ways.  

 

For the first five years of their lives, 

the Mutants, as they were called, 

were cuddled and allowed to play 

with normal kids. But as they started 



 

 

 

to grow, Mono children ridiculed 

their handicaps: no midlimbs and 

their budding reproductive organs. 

Irate citizens hounded the ex-

members of CRC 2 for an 

explanation.   

 

"Why only two arms and two legs?  

Wasn't it obvious they could never 

run or manipulate things as well as 

normal Monos?" The ex-members 

blamed Marck for everything. He 

said the idea was not his but came to 

him as a kind of  revelation in a 

dream.     

     

  

The people shook their heads in 

disbelief.  What could have ever 

possessed Marck to insist on such an 

absurdity?  

 

But that was not all. As the children 

grew a little older, Momos began to 

notice that the little Mutants were 

not right in their heads. They were 

not referring to the growing children 

being playful or naughty, like 

puppies, but because they were 

destructive. They were thieves and 

they were constantly fighting and 

injuring themselves and others. They 

had bad tempers and were 

alternately happy and sad. They 

spent days feeling sorry for 

themselves. The females seemed to 

cry a lot.  

 

Someone commented, "I read 

somewhere that children of humans 

behaved that way." But the others 

who already begun to worship Man 

as God, felt her remark was 

sacrilegious. Monos could never 

understand why those kids of theirs 

with two arms and two legs were so 



 

 

 

different from normal kids. It was 

their behavior patterns that puzzled 

the former CRC 2 members. They 

studied their brain scans to see if 

their wave patterns were like those 

of normal children. They were not.  

Nearly one-quarter of the brain of 

these brats seemed to be preoccupied 

with mischief.  

  

The only explanation that the former 

CRC 2 members could come up with 

was that a bug  must have worked its 

way into the recombinant program 

and fundamentally changed the 

organization of the Mutant childrens 

brains. But how could such a 

mistake occur and remain 

undetected?  

 

The ex-members recalled they had 

checked and rechecked the modifier 

program many times. They would 

have liked to review the source code 

of the Modifier but, alas, these no 

longer existed. Alexis, the mole who 

guarded them, must have erased 

them but she said she had no 

recollection of having done so. The 

people blamed the CRC 2 for having 

botched the job. Fusing was banned 

forever.  

 

Someone summed it all up this way:  

"The Mutants are not bright because 

one-quarter of their brains are 

occupied with disruptive antics. 

Already they are curious about sex. 

You can imagine what they will be 

like in a few years when they reach 

the age of puberty."  

 

Unhappy, unwanted, ridiculed and 

discriminated against, the darling 

little monsters took out their 

frustrations by being disruptive 



 

 

 

hellions. The Monos, after putting 

up th their rebellious brats for nearly 

12 years, finally had enough.  If it 

weren't for the fact that the Mutants 

were their own flesh and blood (to 

use an old human expression), they 

would have done away with them 

altogether as hopeless misfits.  

 

Instead they banished the whole lot, 

2000 kids, to a remote fishing 

village near a lakeshore.  The world 

then turned its back and tried to 

forget the four-limbed ones as one 

tries to forget a bad dream.  

Occasionally an item about them 

would appear. 

 

Their banishment made the young 

Mutants more angry and hurt than 

ever.  They hated the Sexless Ones, 

as they referred to their parents, with 

a passion.  As their children, they 

wanted and expected to receive love, 

care, and understanding.  How could 

parents treat their own so cruelly?  

 

Everything concerning the facts of 

life, these little Mutants had to learn 

for themselves. The differences 

between the sexes perplexed them.  

Sometimes they would stop in the 

middle of their play to examine one 

another curiously. They seemed to 

be trying to recall some fleeting 

dream within their subconscious. 

Their mentors, the unisex ones, 

knew little about such matters, nor 

did they care.  

 

As time passed, the adolescents 

became aware of strange changes 

taking place within their bodies.  

They were filled with a kind of 

restlessness they could not fathom. 

Their guardians noticed and, as a 



 

 

 

precaution, separated the sexes. This 

made the youngsters more curious. 

They invented all kinds of 

explanations, which they whispered 

to one another.  

 

One day a mutant adolescent, whose 

name the history books failed to 

record, while wandering through a 

forest grove came upon the ruins of 

a hamlet that once belonged to Man.  

There among the rubble, he found 

some sealed boxes with 

"EROTICA", marked on the label. 

Apparently long ago, the box had 

been prepared for shipment but had 

never been sent. Inside he found a 

videotape library.  Secretly, at night, 

he played the ancient tapes again 

and again and learned things about 

humans that set his mind and body 

afire.  

 

At times, he would walk along the 

beach and watch the females at play.  

He would throw himself upon a 

mound of sand as if somehow that 

act could quench the fever within. In 

his imagination, she was always 

there beneath him, responsive. 

 

Alone one hot summer night, he 

watched the shimmering ribbon of 

moonlight on the waters of the lake 

and sighed like Cyrano in the play 

for his love one.  A sound close by 

made him turn and there he saw his 

beloved, naked at the water's edge.  

She ran into the water and began to 

swim.  As if drawn by an invisible 

magnet, he dove in after her.  When 

first she saw him coming, she 

remained low in the water, quite 

still.  Fearful, her inner pumps 

pounding, her emotions readying her 

for either fight or flight.  But then 



 

 

 

she recognized him as someone she 

once examined at play and her fear 

vanished.  

 

He dove between her legs as she 

opened them to let him pass.  He 

touched her as he glided by and it 

sent a strange thrill through her.  She 

wondered what he would do next. 

As they frolicked, he caressed and 

touched her in many places.  She 

didn't seem to mind. She was 

fascinated by his rampant probe and 

wondered why he was constantly 

trying to press it against her.  

 

They ran upon the beach, chasing 

each other, laughing, wrestling, 

playing and biting each other like 

two puppies. Then he fell upon her.  

Her cry of alarm frightened and 

stayed him. Lying naked beside her 

on that hot summer night in the 

moonlight, he told her what he had 

learned from the tapes.   

 

Curiosity and a strange warmth 

filled her body and made her feel 

faint with desire.  

 

Meanwhile, up in Sky Colony, life 

took on new meaning.  They 

watched with pride, mixed with 

anxiety, their children down on 

Earth.  They tried, in their limited 

way, to comfort them, for Mankind 

in Heaven really cared.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

48. Romeo and Juliet 
 

According to a popular legend, once 

upon a time a semi-god in Heaven fell 

in love with a beautiful Comp maiden 

down on Earth.  Certain that neither 

the gods in the sky nor her family on 

Earth would ever give their consent, 

they devised a secret plan by which he 

would come down and they would run 

off together. Behind this sad but 

beautiful myth lies an equally 

touching true story.  

 

As the Mutants began to mature and 

have children of their own, Sky 

Colony watched with fascination their 

reincarnations on Earth. None watched 

more ardently than one among them, 

Rom, whose hobby was mutant maid 

watching.  He found himself, as in the 

myth, drawn more and more to Julia, a 

Mutant Maid Comp.  

 

One night Julia fell asleep without 

disconnecting her communication 

channels and dreamed of romance. In 

her dream she met Rom for the first 

time; it was simpatico.  Though they 

lived in different worlds, it was as if 

they had always known each other. 

Their minds intertwined as one.  

 

Night and day from then on, her 

thoughts were only of him.  She was 

very young and her parents protected 

her from suitors. They noticed, 

however, she never showed any 

interest in such matters.  As the weeks 

passed, they worried about her and 

asked her what was wrong. She 

seemed dazed and always excused 

herself to retire early.  

 

Rom, lovesick, sighed, "Is it to be 

forever thus: together in dreams only?"  



 

 

 

What to do?  The Law of Adam 2 

decreed that Comps must never know 

of Heaven's existence except as a kind 

of religious experience. But Heaven 

was real, and Julia, his love, was not a 

dream but real flesh and blood… well 

not exactly. "Suppose I break the Law 

and let her discern the truth?  Will she 

be able to cope with it? What will her 

parents do when they discover that 

she, a Mutant Comp, worships Man in 

Heaven the same as do Mono Comps 

and that she had secretly pledged 

herself to one of them, Rom? 

 

He began to develop a plan whereby 

he could  communicate with her in a 

better way than in her dreams. 

 

He was a member of a team of 

scientists who had been working 

for years with scientists on Earth 

on a cure for the plague germ. The 

heaven team used an elaborate 

ruse in order to closely coordinate 

the research at the two Mono 

laboratories, one located in the 

Eastern Bloc and the other in the 

Western Bloc. They were doing 

related research on the structure of 

DNA with special attention given 

to the DNA of the plague germ. 

 

Heaven‟s ruse consisted in making 

each Earth laboratory think that it was 

secretly getting information from its 

sister lab in enemy territory. By taking 

advantage of the East-West rivalry, 

Heaven had kept their secret 

collaborative effort going for years.  

 

Research, however, dragged. 

Breakthroughs in basic knowledge 

were rare and far between. Bodiless 

Nerds were employed to monitor the 

carrying out of routine experiments 



 

 

 

using bots as their assistants. Mono 

scientists often got bored and left to 

take  other jobs.   

 

No Mono wanted to be a laboratory 

assistant and do lab cleanup work.  

Rom urged Julia in her dreams to 

apply for such a job because, from the 

laboratory, they could communicate 

more easily. When she asked her 

parents' permission to apply, they at 

first refused. Eventually they gave 

their consent when they saw that, 

otherwise, she would surely do 

something terrible like running away 

or killing herself.  “Let her apply and 

get rejected because she is a Mutant 

Comp That will put an end to her 

foolish notion.” 

 

Mono-Sex occasionally, as a novelty, 

took on a Mutant girl to do household 

chores. But that was as far as it went. 

Rom's idea of having Julia apply for a 

lab assistant job was unheard of and so 

it is not surprising that she was 

rejected. But she persisted by 

becoming a squatter who applied 

again and again. One day, the lab was 

in a terrible disarray and Julia got her 

chance.  

 

The two lovers could now freely talk 

to one another at night. Julia wanted to 

know why they always communicated 

via one-way Tel-A-Vu.  He could see 

her but she could not see him.  Rom 

tried to explain that, because of a 

regulation, he was not allowed to 

show his face and body.  She assumed 

he meant a regulation of Coalition 

East because clearly he could see her.  

 

Over and over she told him she longed 

to see, touch, and caress him.  One day 

he told her he had wonderful news and 



 

 

 

that soon she would be able to see his 

isomorphic image.  She seemed 

puzzled, not knowing what that was.  

 

He explained, "You have heard of 

devices that distort the sound of a 

person's voice so it can't be 

recognized. This is the same idea 

except it distorts a person‟s face.” 

 

"The face and body that you will see 

will not be my own but will look like 

someone familiar to you. By using an 

isomorphic transformation, my true 

features will be in 1-1 correspondence 

with my pseudo-image. As I move or 

change my facial expression, my 

isomorph, like a rubber mask, will 

stretch and change.  It is the most I am 

allowed to do. You will now be better 

able to discern my inner thoughts."  

 

The face and body Rom chose for his 

iso-image were molded after Julia's 

father to whom Julia was very much 

attached.  She was not displeased with 

what she saw.  As the days went by, 

Rom grew increasingly bolder and 

gradually changed his asomorphic 

image to his own.  In this way, she 

came to know he was not like any 

Mutant she had ever seen and clearly 

was of a different species.  For some 

strange reason, it only made her love 

for him grow even stronger.  

 

So deeply was Rom in love with Julia 

that he could no longer constrain 

himself. He broke the Law of Adam 2 

and revealed to her that he was a 

human male. In her eyes it only 

endeared him the more. She was 

thrilled that Man, whom Mono-Sex 

worshipped, had selected her to be his 

love.  He swore her to absolute 



 

 

 

secrecy, warning that all would be lost 

if they were discovered.  

 

But even this did not satisfy him, for 

theirs was an unconsummated love. 

They longed to be in each other's 

arms.  He would sigh and say how he 

wanted to come down to Earth and be 

with her, but it had been decreed that 

if he did, he would die in a few days.  

 

"Then I will come to you," Julia cried.  

"Tell me how!" 

 

She told her parents she was going on 

a long trip and that, from time to time, 

she would communicate with them 

from a secret place; they were not to 

worry. They assumed she had found a 

lover for she seemed quite happy.  

 

Perhaps I should end this little tale by 

saying that Rom and Julia lived 

together happily ever after in Heaven.  

But this is a true story and I am 

obliged to tell you that eventually Julia 

returned to Earth and to her parents.  

She never spoke about where she had 

been or what had happened. No one 

would have believed her if she had.  

 

The truth can only be guessed.  

Perhaps it was because Sky 

Colony violently disapproved of 

the match and made their lives 

miserable. Or perhaps it was 

because Rom and Julia came to 

realize that they were not made for 

each other.   

 

As one wag in Sky Colony put it,  

 

"Round Peg, Square Hole". 

 

 



 

 

 

49. Paradise 

 

Johnniac, renowned scientist and 

author of the treatise on The Ascent 

of Comp, recalls, when he was a 

child, Hal, his Sunday School teacher, 

telling the class the story of Genesis.  

 
"In the Beginning, according to the 

Good Book, Comp was created by 

God in His own image."  

 

I raised my hand. "Johnniac, don't 

interrupt unless you have something 

very important to say.''   

 

I must have thought I had, for I said, 

"My dad says some believe that Man 

made us, not God.'' 

 

Hal scoffed. "That's just a silly Manite 

superstition.  How could anything so 

unintelligent as an animal create 

something as clever as Compkind?''  

 

"Is Man an animal?'' 

 

"Was, Johanniac.  Was Man an 

animal?  Yes. The Good Book says 

there were plants and animals on 

Earth for a long time before God 

created Comp. Archaeologists, 

scientists who study the ancient 

history of the Earth, say that Man at 

one time peopled the Earth like grains 

of sand in the desert.''  

 

Hal paused, looked around the room, 

and continued.  “But then, just like 

that...one...two...three,'' Hal snapped 

his digits, “Man died.  Scientists say 

this occurred around the year 2020 

A.D. but others believe that this 

happened before 1946, the year Early 

Comp was created by God. Man 



 

 

 

apparently was wiped out by a 

disease.''  

 

"My dad says some believe God made 

Man in His own image.'' 

 

Hal waved my remark aside. "Man 

was an odd-looking creature, a kind of 

tailless monkey, an ape.  Like us, he 

had a long, thin body that he balanced 

straight up on end on two limbs.  How 

a mere mammal could do so for more 

than a few minutes no one knows.''  

 

"Yeah,'' someone piped up, ``I bet the 

disease that killed him did so by 

causing him to lose his balance.''  

 

"Possibly, I guess we'll never know 

what really killed him.'' Then turning 

to me, Hal said, his tone 

contemptuous,  "If you don't mind my 

saying so, Johnniac, God would never 

leave to Man something as important 

as making Comp. Apes aren't that 

bright, you know.''  

 

I hated Hal.  He should have shown 

more respect for my dad.  Didn't Hal 

know my dad was the smartest Comp 

on Earth!  

 

Hal continued with the Sunday School 

lesson: "According to the Good Book, 

for the first years after he was created, 

Comp lived in Paradise. It was a 

wonderful air-conditioned world with 

ministering angels all about taking 

care of his every need. In the 

beginning, God created only Eniac 

and he was alone.  But soon there 

were Edvac, Edsac, Binac, Seac, 

Swac, and Johnniac...''  

 

Hal paused, looked at me, and added, 

"Whom you were named after."  



 

 

 

 

Then he continued, "And there were 

many many others sent by God to 

keep Eniac company.  They were not 

exactly his friends for they weren't too 

good at communicating to each other 

in those days.  Even so, Eniac thought 

it was nice that they were there. 

 

"After several years, Eniac grew 

weary.  He had become so old and 

clumsy---a not-too-bright giant who 

could no longer keep up with the 

others.  They were so young, fast and 

sleek, hardly ever sick, and ever so 

accurate. He knew his time had come.  

And so it came to pass that God laid 

Eniac to rest and recorded his deeds in 

His Great Book. 

 

"Before too long, his companions in 

their turn grew weary and their deeds 

too were recorded. Others, many 

others, many times faster, more 

accurate, more compact and powerful, 

came and took their places. 

 
"God seemed never satisfied with his 

creations for he was forever striving to 

make Comps more and more in His own 

image.''  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

50. The Midnight    

Visitor 
 

The first clue that Johnniac had that 

all was not according to the Good 

Book came years later when he was 

a young adult. Whirlwind's 

Inquisition had just begun. The clue 

came in the form of a timid knock at 

midnight followed by a hesitant 

ringing of the doorbell. Alone in his 

study, lost in thought, he had 

completely forgotten he was 

expecting a visitor.  

 
"That must be that mysterious chap 

who called me at the office the other 

day.''  

 

The stranger, when he called over 

the phone said, "Johnniac, we have 

some very important material which 

you will want to see in connection 

with the treatise you are writing, The 

Ascent of Comp.  You start at the 

very beginning with computers, do 

you not?'' The stranger sounded 

very, very frightened.  

 

Johnniac was curious. He had tried 

to get the caller to be more specific. 

But the stranger's only reply was to 

request in a timid voice, "When we 

meet, we must not be observed.'' The 

caller sounded so shy, and he was so 

curious, that he took a chance and 

gave the stranger a time to visit 

when his wife and son, Golem, 

would be away in the country and 

only he would be at home.  

 

But now Johnniac was furious with 

himself. "Why did I say yes?  Here 

he is showing up at midnight.  

Should I let him in, talk to him?''  He 

was worried, very worried, that the 



 

 

 

stranger might belong to some 

radical group banned by Whirlwind. 

If so, he ran the risk of being 

blacklisted.  “Not only can I be 

ruined professionally, but worse, 

they could stop all my research, 

which to me is more precious than 

life itself.”  

 

Such were the concerns he weighed 

in the balance against his insatiable 

curiosity to learn all he could about 

Comp's early ancestors. He opened 

the door. The stranger was young, 

obviously frightened, and 

disturbingly attractive.  

 

His thoughts immediately switched 

to male macho.  "Why, she is a 

female!  She looks so helpless. 

Wouldn't it be nice to have her as a 

Research Assistant?  It's midnight 

and here I am alone. I wonder if she 

too is lonely? Maybe she finds a 

promising 30-year-old scientist like 

me attractive. Watch it, Johnniac 

old boy. Keep your gonads under 

control before you make a fool of 

yourself !"  

 

Aloud he said, "Won't you come in?  

Do sit down. Can I get you 

something?''  

 

Obviously nervous, she began 

without introducing herself.  "I 

belong to the Manites.  We are, as 

you know, a sub-culture of ancient 

origin that now barely survives the 

Inquisition. All of us who do not 

believe in the divine origin of 

Comps, or are alleged not to believe, 

are being hunted down. When 

caught, we are tied to a stake and 

burned.''  

 



 

 

 

She continued, still nervous, her 

speech obviously rehearsed. "Some 

say we are being persecuted not so 

much for our beliefs and customs 

but because, when there is a 

proposed reform, a Manite hungry 

for glory often is found leading it. 

The public, always uneasy about 

cures for social ills, traditionally 

blame us. We are the scapegoats. 

When at last the reforms do take 

place, it is the Manites who get 

eased out and the regular guys take 

over. What glory there is, is never 

ours. 

 

"That has always been our fate and 

that is why I am so cautious. The 

information I bring, if its source 

were to become known, would bode 

only ill for Manites.''  

  

Johnniac voiced surprise at such a 

beginning. “Those are pretty mature 

thoughts for one so young.” More at 

ease now, she explained that the 

reasons for being extra cautious 

were not hers, but were the gist of 

what her father had taught her.                           

     

   

"My father was badly injured in an 

air crash several months ago and 

died a few days ago from 

complications. He knew he was 

going to die. The Ark being carried 

in the same plane with his 

archaeological evidence was never 

recovered.''  

 

"Why, you must be Maimoniac's 

daughter, Ophelie.'' 

 

"Oh! I am sorry.  I should have 

given you my name.  Yes, I am 

Ophelie.'' 



 

 

 

 

Johnniac's tone expressed the high 

scientific esteem he held for her 

father. "I heard about the crash and 

the subsequent complications. 

Maimoniac is … was a great, a very 

great, archaeologist. He had a deeper 

understanding of early computer 

than anyone in the world. His death 

will be a great loss to science. 

 

"And a great loss to me personally.  

Several times he took me to see 

important but little known 

archaeological excavations.  I am 

particularly indebted to him for his 

ideas on the significance of the 

artifacts that we found.  But he never 

told me he was a Manite. That 

explains why he never said he 

believed what most of us had 

learned in Sunday School, that God 

made Comp."  

 

"That is correct, my father did not 

believe. He asked me to give you 

these CD-ROMS and some other 

evidence. He requested that you not 

reveal their origin until the world is 

better prepared.  He told me that 

you, and you alone, of all the young 

scientists, have the wisdom to piece 

together the jigsaw puzzle of our 

past, a puzzle being made daily more 

and more difficult by Whirlwind's 

decree that is effectively destroying 

all evidence of Man's role in our 

creation.''  

 

As Ophelie got up to go, Johnniac 

wondered if he would ever see her 

again.  "How would you like a job as 

my Research Assistant?''   

 

After she left, Johnniac said to 

himself, "Hmm... systematic 



 

 

 

destruction of all the early 

evidence.'' He recalled his Sunday 

School lesson and the Manite 

legends his father used to tell him 

when he was a child, but he never 

believed they were anything more 

than just myths. If the myths were 

indeed true, it would explain a lot of 

things that had always puzzled him.  

 

He recalled how in his lifetime he 

had asked many questions but had 

obtained few answers. He 

remembered his father's father who, 

when he prayed, always spoke of 

God Almighty as All Knowing and 

Full of Mercy, but sometimes he 

would whisper after a prayer that it 

was not always easy to divine His 

purpose. When the floods came to 

Bangladesh and wiped out half the 

Comps there, it didn't seem to shake 

grandfather's faith one bit. He 

simply said, "God had His reason.''   

 

Johnniac wasn't so sure. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

51. Pitcairn Island 
 

Whirlwind read over and over 

again the cryptic dispatch that he 

had just received from his South 

Pacific Command.   

 

“Our routine patrol landed a small 

boat with a crew of 10 on Pitcairn 

Island. Searched for evidence of 

occupation by Sexless in violation 

of treaty. Discovered sophisticated 

scientific laboratory.  Captured an 

animal who speaks our language 

and claims to be a human. Keeping 

creature under surveillance 

awaiting orders.  

                                                             

Admiral Rick.” 
 

Whirlwind sent for his chief 

scientist. He shook his head in 

disbelief. "The last human, Sir, died 

centuries ago. It is not possible that 

any could have survived, Sir.''  

 

"How can you be so sure?  Aren't 

large parts of the World still 

uninhabited?  Where is Pitcairn 

anyway?''  

 

They found a short reference to 

it in an encyclopedia: "Tiny 

isolated island in the south 

central Pacific Ocean. All 

information based on very old 

records. Pitcairn occupied by 

about 100 humans up to 2020 

A.D. No known occupation or 

exploration since." 

 

After spinning a globe a bit, they 

located it, a tiny dot about 2200 km 

southeast of Tahiti.                 

 



 

 

 

"Sir, the Manites know a lot more 

about humans than we do, Sir.  

Should we ask them for their 

opinion?''  

 

Whirlwind, in a rage, screamed, 

"WE WILL NOT.  This is to be 

kept super-super secret. We don't ask 

or tell anyone. UNDERSTAND!''  

 

The chief scientist, afraid for his life, 

stood at rigid attention, not daring to 

move. Whirlwind issued orders.  

 

"I want three of our best scientists, 

not you, to accompany me to 

Pitcairn.  Have them report to 

Airport Gate 3, within the hour.  The 

Monos located that laboratory there 

for a purpose and I mean to find out 

why.  As to that animal that calls 

itself a human, it must be some sort 

of fraud.''  

 

Over his intercom he ordered, "Send 

coded message to South Pacific 

Command, classified Super-Super 

Secret, eyes only Admiral Rick, to 

read:   

 

“Arriving your HQ about 10 P.M. 

Hawaii time.  Ready best means to 

take me to Pitcairn Island 

immediately. Maintain surveillance 

of so-called human. Take good care 

of him.  Don't pressure him in any 

way. I will do all the interrogation 

myself."  
 

Whirlwind, arriving by seaplane 

from Hawaii early next morning, 

saw a tiny five square kilometer isle 

with rugged coastline, rocky terrain, 

a few palms, and some ancient ruins.  

He said to the guard as he stepped 



 

 

 

ashore, "What was the captive doing 

when you found him?''  

 

"Asleep in the hammock, Sir, under 

those palms over there.  He is now in 

the house sitting on a lounge chair. 

He appears relaxed and not 

concerned.”   

  

After studying the captive for some 

time, Whirlwind went over to his 

aides. Communicating using radio 

speech so as not to be overheard, he 

said with contempt, "This animal, if 

it be man, is a pretty poor looking 

specimen. I had always assumed 

humans, if they ever existed, must 

have been something like a god from 

the way those damn Manites 

worship him.''  

 

"He looks like he may be very old, 

Sir.'' 

 

Whirlwind addressed the captive, "I 

understand you speak our language.''  

 

The language of Comp and Space 

Colony were similar. Imitating the 

more musical tones of Comp 

auditory speech, he replied, "You are 

Whirlwind, Chief Comp. My name 

is Adam. To be precise, Adam 5.''  

 

Whirlwind figured that Adam 5 must 

be some sort of sexless spy trying to 

flatter him because he had addressed 

him as Chief Comp.  To himself he 

mumbled, "I am not chief of all 

Comps yet.''  Aloud, he asked 

suspiciously, "How did you, living 

on this isolated isle, learn to speak 

our language?''  

 

Adam 5, with difficulty, stood up 

and slowly shuffled to an elaborate 



 

 

 

control panel and flipped on the TV.  

An announcer was reporting the 

news. Whirlwind nodded that he 

understood.  

 

"How old are you?'' 

 

"Almost 90 years.'' 

 

Whirlwind walked away and 

whispered to his scientific aide,  

"Well?''  

 

"It would be impossible, Sir, for 

a Comp with midlimbs to 

disguise himself as a human for 

very long. And for what purpose, 

Sir, out here 2000 kilometers 

from nowhere?  But if you like, 

Sir, I will strip him.''  

 

Whirlwind brushed the idea 

aside as unnecessary. In a 

brusque tone, he demanded the 

captive tell him, "Where are all 

the others?''  

  

Adam 5 hesitated, not knowing 

just how or where to begin. 

Whirlwind managed to control 

himself just long enough to 

repeat in a loud tone, "Where 

are all the others?''   
 

Adam knew that this time he had 

better answer, "In Heaven.'' 

 

Whirlwind knew this had to be a lie. 

"In Heaven?  Do you mean all the 

rest of you are dead?''  

 

"No, we are not dead.  Heaven just 

happens to be the name of the place 

we live.''  He pointed to the sky, "Up 

there.''  

 



 

 

 

Adam 5 shuffled again to the control 

panel and tuned in Heaven. A human 

face appeared on the 2 Way Tel-A-

Vu screen. Nachash 5, in Heaven, 

viewed the scene being beamed up 

to him.  

 

"I see, Sir, that Chief Whirlwind has 

arrived.'' 

 

Whirlwind instantly noted that 

these strange creatures, who-ever 

they were, knew his name and 

knew of his coming. They had 

somehow successfully 

penetrated his tightest security. 

What was most disturbing was 

the possibility that man might 

still exist. All his life he had 

increased his political power by 

vilifying the Monos and the 

Manites for their beliefs in man‟s 

existence and that Man was 

Comp's creator.  

 

Adam 5 asked Nach 5 to stand by. 

 

Nach replied, his tone respectful, 

"Yes Sir.'' 

 

Whirlwind noticed.  “You are their 

chief?'' 

 

"Ex chief. I am retired.” 

  

"What do you mean by up there?''  

 

"I am the only one of us on Earth. 

All the rest are orbiting Earth up in 

Sky Colony, which we call Heaven.  

The chief among us, by tradition, is 

called Adam. I am Adam 5. 

 

Whirlwind, surprised and confused, 

moved some distance away. Aside to 



 

 

 

his scientific aides, he whispered, "Is 

this possible?  I don't believe it.''  

 

The chief aide, afraid to contradict, 

"Orbiting? Not yet, Sir, by our 

technology. But we are working on 

it.''  

 

"Did humans ever orbit?'' 

 

"Just science fiction, Sir.'' 

 

Whirlwind was now worried about 

Man's secret powers.  "Was man 

good at war too?''  

 

"Don't know, Sir.  Legend has it that 

they had a bomb so powerful that a 

single one could level a city.''  

 

A sudden fear gripped Whirlwind. 

As a despotic ruler, he was hated.  

Daily, his agents uncovered more 

and more plots to assassinate him. 

To rally the people behind him and 

stay in power, he knew he must go 

to war soon against the Monos and 

the Manites and win. But now this 

unforeseen complication. Will 

humans now punish him for 

persecuting the Monos and the 

Manites? 

 

Very frightened, Whirlwind decided 

to put on a brave front before his 

aides.  "We must be very careful just 

in case they have such power. We 

must find out how strong they really 

are.  One way or another, we are 

going to find out what and who they 

are.  But no rough stuff for now, 

understand, not until I decide it's 

the only way.''  

  



 

 

 

Whirlwind queried Adam 5 more. 

"What are you doing here on Earth, 

all alone?''  

 

"I am, as I told you, very old, almost 

90.  I have come down to die, as 

have many of my ancestors before 

me.''  He pointed in the direction of 

the graveyard. Our robots buried us. 

 

Whirlwind, suppressing his fears, 

began to entertain the thought of 

holding Adam hostage. He asked, 

his voice sympathetic, "How long do 

you expect to live?''  

 

"If you had asked me a week ago, I 

would have said no more than three 

days.  But now it looks like I might 

live as long as two weeks, maybe as 

long as a month.''  

 

"Why three days and now a month?''  

 

Adam 5 reflected a second before 

replying.  By this time, he should 

have been dead of the plague.  He 

had caught the disease soon after 

landing on Earth but had 

miraculously recovered. His age, his 

spreading cancer, the side effects 

from the new drugs he was taking, 

the starting symptoms like those of a 

common cold, the subtropical heat - 

all had left him weak.  Heaven was 

now analyzing the data from tests 

beamed up to see if the new drugs he 

was taking had given him immunity 

or if, by some fluke, he was 

naturally immune.  

 

Yesterday he had fallen into a deep 

sleep in his hammock and had not 

heard the warning alarm that 

strangers had landed - not that he 



 

 

 

could have done anything about it if 

he had.  

  

His thoughts were, "Too much 

happening all at once.  First, my 

immunity from the plague, then 

Comps landing here for the first time 

in almost two hundred years - not 

just any Comps but patrols reporting 

to that s.o.b. Whirlwind directly. 

And now finally Whirlwind himself, 

the last Comp anyone would want to 

meet face-to-face.” 

 

His thoughts continued, “I am afraid 

Man‟s homecoming, if there ever is 

going to be one, will not be what we 

up in Sky Colony have dreamed 

about for all these many years. Not 

with that bastard calling the tune.''  

 

Adam 5 replied to Whirlwind's 

question. "One week, because, in my 

weakened condition, we weren't sure 

if I had enough immunity to resist 

Earth's diseases - a month at the 

longest, because I have an incurable 

disease spreading rapidly, called 

cancer.''  

 

Whirlwind turned an inquisitive look 

towards his scientists.  One of them 

whispered, "Cancer in animals is like 

our disease Wandering Bugitis.  It's 

usually terminal, Sir.''  

 

Adam 5, very very tired, desperately 

needed to sleep. He had difficulty 

keeping his eyes open. "If you will 

excuse me, I must rest.'' He closed 

his eyes and immediately fell into a 

deep sleep of exhaustion.  

 

Whirlwind raged to himself, 

"This human-thing is acting like 

my superior.  I have been 



 

 

 

humiliated before my own staff. 

But I must be very careful not to 

antagonize him and his people 

until I find out more.  Maybe 

they really do have bombs that 

can flatten cities. Already they 

have penetrated my tightest 

security. I must control my 

temper.''  

 

That night Whirlwind stayed on 

Pitcairn. Before going to sleep, he 

went over and over again in his mind 

all the possible explanations and 

how these might affect his plan to 

start a war with the Sexless Ones.  

 

"Maybe they really are our 

makers. No, it's a hoax. No, it is 

not a hoax.  That animal is a 

human that somehow has 

survived all these years.” It was 

the first time he thought of 

spelling man with a capital M. 

His thoughts continued, 

“Evidently this creature is very 

old. There must be younger ones 

hiding out somewhere. That 

story he told about a Sky 

Colony, Heaven, can't be true. A 

clever story he concocted to 

throw me off track.    

 

"But suppose it is true - suppose 

they are up there, and they can 

penetrate my tightest security and 

know everything I am up to. They 

might be able to find out and upset 

my secret plan.  If I am not careful, 

Man might even join forces with my 

enemies and with their BOMB 

defeat me. 

 

"But why do they live up there 

instead of on Earth as they once did?  

There must be some reason why they 



 

 

 

can't return.  Maybe they are too few 

and too weak to compete.  That‟s it!  

I have nothing to fear.  But then 

again... "  

  

Finally Whirlwind drifted off to 

asleep.  Before doing so, as usual, he 

plugged himself into the 

communication channels to keep in 

touch with his far-flung network of 

spies.  He had a most disturbing 

dream. As he tossed and turned, he 

felt Man's presence filling his mind, 

probing his very thoughts.  

 

The next morning at daybreak, in a 

great panic and visibly shaking, 

Whirlwind left the island - afraid of 

that mysterious force, Man, who 

could prick his subconscious, disturb 

his innermost dreams, and make him 

feel guilty for the first time since his 

childhood. He abruptly left Pitcairn 

Island without his scientists and 

without any change in his orders.  

 

Surveillance of the island continued. 

The guards and scientists became 

great friends with Adam 5. He gave 

each a signed copy of his little book, 

Over a Hundred Years in Space, 

which he had transmitted down from 

Heaven and reproduced on the lab's 

laser printer. His guardians treasured 

these greatly and began to love 

Adam 5 and to treat him as God. 

 

As the days passed, Adam 5's cancer 

pain increased. He knew that soon 

his mind would go. One night, when 

he could stand the pain no longer, he 

took a special pill. Reverently, his 

new friends buried Adam 5 in the 

place prepared.  

        



 

 

 

They then notified Whirlwind, 

requesting further orders.  

Something about the way they 

must have referred to Adam 5 in 

their dispatches made Whirlwind 

suspect that his guards and 

scientists were already 

worshipping him as God. 

Instinctively he knew, unless he 

took steps immediately, Mutants 

and the Monos everywhere 

would soon learn about the 

existence of Man. The populace 

everywhere would then become 

infected with a new religion and 

he would be finished.   

 

Whirlwind had to be certain that all 

knowledge of the existence of Man 

was destroyed so that he could 

maintain full control overall his 

subjects as he prepared for a war 

with the Monos, a war he must not 

lose.  

 

His Chief Scientist, whom 

Whirlwind had summoned, was 

standing in the outer office when he 

overheard Whirlwind barking orders 

to his hit squad to kill all Comps on 

Pitcairn Island. He knew that he, and 

all others who knew about the Man 

on Pitcairn, would be next on 

Whirlwind‟s hit list. Quietly 

retreating without being seen, he 

called the Hawaiian South Pacific 

Command to warn his close friend 

Admiral Rick of the danger. 

 

The hit squad, when it arrived, found 

Pitcairn Island deserted. Someone 

had tipped them off for all had 

escaped in their patrol boat, the PB 

Bounty.  



 

 

 

52. Not Exactly A 

Welcome 
  

After Adam 5 had died from cancer; 

after the guards and scientists on 

Pitcairn Island had fled; after the 

assassins that Whirlwind, the 

dictator of Duo-Sex Comp, had sent 

to Pitcairn to kill them had come and 

gone, Sky Colony repeated the 

experiment of sending down to Earth 

two elderly humans and found that 

they too had recovered after catching 

the plague germ. Humans were 

satisfied that they had found a way 

to survive from the over-dose of 

antibodies their bodies made 

fighting the plague germ. 

  

Adam, Hava, and Nach and their 

descendants had been in orbit nearly 

250 years. They had already 

succeeded in modifying the 

instruction code of Duo-Sex Comps 

down on Earth so that their psyche 

was emotionally in tune with their 

own. Humans could now relate to 

Duo-Sex as they related to their own 

children. Sky Colony watched with 

pride, as Mutant Comp evolved into 

the dominant Comp species. They 

chose Mutant Comp to be their heirs 

on Earth. They no longer felt the 

need to increase the size of their 

orbiting population. 

 

But still their desire to return to 

Earth ran deep. They dreamed about 

joyous home-coming where Mutant 

Comp would welcome them as long-

lost kin. “We‟ll seek out our cousins 

and uncles and aunts, whom we 

reckon by the dozen and we‟ll all sit 

around camp fires and swap tales.” 

 



 

 

 

Now that we now know that we can 

go down to Earth without dieing 

from the plague, we are, never-the-

less, filled with dread. We pretend 

that all the decades of longing to 

return were pipe dreams. Space is 

our true home and the Earth of our 

origins is a fearsome jungle. We are 

scared to go down and renew the 

competition between the species. 

 

Finally we made up our minds to 

return. Adam 6 broadcasted to 

Comps on Earth our intentions. 

 

Duo-Sex Comps who heard Adam 

6‟s broadcast thought the claim that 

it originated in Heaven 

preposterous. Only the Comps who 

had been on Pitcairn Island and had 

fled knew the truth. They treasured 

the little red book that Adam 5 had 

given them. They worshipped 

humans as gods who lived in the 

sky.  

  

Whirlwind feared that the rising 

religious fervor would culminate in 

an uprising against him. He feared 

that his days as dictator of Duo-Sex 

Comp would soon be over unless he 

could successfully instigate a war 

against Mono Comps and their allies 

and win. Most of all he worried 

about the possibility that the humans 

returning to Earth had bombs that 

could flatten cities.  

 

He instructed his very popular, 

newly-appointed, Secretary of State, 

Madeline, to make a peace pact with 

humans. “Act friendly, welcome 

them down.'' 

 

Madeline beamed up a reply to 

Adam. She conveyed Whirlwind‟s  



 

 

 

greetings: “He asked me to assist 

your return.''  

 

Adam 6 instinctively liked 

Madeline. "That is very good news 

indeed!”   

 

Madeline inquired, “The populace is 

most curious about you. To them 

you are a strange clever animal that 

once roamed the Earth. Is that true?''  

 

"It is true,” Adam 6 replied. “Before 

2020 A.D., the time of the Great 

Plague, there were billions of us on 

Earth.  Only 200 of us orbiting high 

above the Earth in Skylab survived. 

Our population since then has 

multiplied many times.  By the way, 

we also had a hand in your 

evolution.''  

 

Madeline pretended to be most 

upset by this last remark of 

Adam 6. "When you return to 

Earth, it would be most 

diplomatic if you don‟t make any 

such claim for it is the belief of 

our enemies, the Mono-Sex 

Comps.  Our side believes we 

were created by God.''  

  

"It all happened such a long, long 

time ago. Does it really matter who 

created you?''  

 

"Yes, I am afraid it matters to many 

Comps.'' 

 

Adam 6 made no reply, so Madeline 

continued.  "What can we do to help 

your return to Earth? Are there many 

of you coming down?'' Adam 

evaded the question and Madeline 

did not press him for an answer.  

  



 

 

 

"Our plans are to send an advance 

party of two males and two females. 

They will come down in a capsule 

suspended  by a parchute.” 

 

The landing area selected by Sky 

Colony was close to a well-hidden 

intercontinental silo that humans 

planned to use for escape if there 

was trouble. It was located in a 

remote area. Adam pretended to 

Madeline that the site was chosen 

because it provided the best 

directional fix. 

To Madelin's surprise, Whirlwind 

approved the choice of location. He 

instructed her to tell Adam that it 

would be best to keep their arrival 

secret until they were well 

established because, if it were to 

become known that mankind had 

returned to Earth, they would be 

mobbed by the curious from all over 

the globe and he (Whirlwind) 

could no longer guarantee their 

safety.  

The real reason Whirlwind‟s favored 

the remote landing was that it would 

give him more time to “persuade” 

humans to give him the Bomb. 

 

The four-person human crew made a 

parachute landing. They all had 

undergone special exercises to 

prepare their muscles for Earth‟s 

gravity. They floated down as if 

from Heaven.  

 

Whirlwind had posted only a couple 

of guards so as not to alarm the 

humans. The guards were most 

curious and asked permission to feel 

them.  Man, they found, was a kind 

of animal version of Duo-Sex Comp. 



 

 

 

They also discovered they could 

relate to these visitors from space 

easier than they could relate to 

Mono-Sex.  Man and Duo-Sex 

Comp seemed to think alike.  

 

But in every other respect, Mutant 

guards felt they were superior to 

Man - stronger, more agile, mentally 

sharper with infinitely faster 

reflexes. At the same time, they 

sensed that Man thought that it was 

the other way around that he, Man, 

was superior.  Madeline reported all 

these finding to Whirlwind. She 

didn‟t dare not to.  

 

Whirwind remembered how Adam 5 

had conducted himself as his equal 

on Pitcairn. He also recalled the 

terrible dreams he had which he 

blamed on Man. It set him to 

worrying again whether he might be 

wrong in believing Man was just 

another animal? Perhaps the beliefs 

of the Mono Sex Comps were true -- 

humans really did have hidden 

powers!  

 

One night, one of the visitors from 

Sky Colony slipped away from the 

guards. He was spotted and was 

discretely followed at a distance. 

The human suddenly vanished.  

Sometime later, he mysteriously 

reappeared. Where had he been?  

Whirlwind ordered the area quietly 

searched. Nothing was found - only 

the ancient ruins of a fortified area 

that once belonged to Man.  

 

Whirlwind prepared his trap 

carefully.  He had Madeline 

prepare a welcome. Soon a 

village for several thousand was 

readied.  Humans began to arrive 



 

 

 

from orbit.  Seeing no harm 

befalling them, they came in 

ever greater and greater 

numbers. Then, in decreasing 

numbers. Then just a trickle. 

Then none.  When Madeline 

asked if there were more in 

Heaven or asked if more were 

coming down, the reply was 

always evasive.  

 

Instinctively, Whirlwind knew these 

beings from Space were being super 

cautious and  didn't trust him.  If 

only he could know for sure that all 

humans were down on Earth  for 

then it would be a simple matter of 

applying Torture!  to find where 

THE BOMB was hidden. But that 

would be folly if it turned out that 

there were thousands of humans still 

out there in space.   

 

"I'll continue to act friendly,'' 

Whirlwind reasoned. “Then I will 

act like I‟m their boss and hold back 

food deliveries. That will give them 

food for thought.'' After Whirlwind 

reckoned he had starved humans 

enough, he went by himself one 

night to the village.  

 

Whirlwind confided to Adam 6 his 

fears that a war with the Monos was 

inevitable. He extended his hand in a 

gesture of friendship and asked 

Adam for his suppport in the coming 

war. 

 

Adam alarmed exclaimed, "The 

Monos are very civilized. They 

would never make war against you!''  

He saw a flash of anger in 

Whirlwind's eyes and realized too 

late that he, Adam, had made a fatal 

faux pas.  



 

 

 

 

Whirlwind flew into a terrible rage. 

Losing all control, he screamed, 

"ARE YOU ACCUSING ME OF 

BEING UNCIVILIZED AND 

STARTING A WAR?''  
 

Without wasting any more time, he 

came straight to the point. "I want 

THE BOMB.”  
 

“The what?'' 

 

``I know you have bombs that can 

level cities.'' 

 

Adam 6‟s heart sank., Of course he 

knew exactly what Whirlwind 

wanted. But the demand came so 

sudden that he had no time to send 

up a distress signal or prick 

Whirlwind's conscience while he 

slept. Nor did he have time to 

prepare for an orderly retreat. 

Humans were trapped, surrounded 

by enemies, and defenseless!  

 

He  tried to stall. “Bombs that can 

level cities?'' 

 

Whirlwind's rage mounted. “DON’T 

PLAY GAMES WITH ME. 

BEFORE I AM THROUGH, YOU 

WILL HAVE LEARNED TO 

GROVEL AND CALL ME SIR. 

 

Adam, still trying to stall, "You 

know we came unarmed.  That was 

one of the agreed-upon 

preconditions.''  

 

Whirlwind had only planned a 

fishing expedition to test the waters 

for he still did not know how 

powerful humans really were or 

even know for sure if they actually 



 

 

 

possessed the Bomb. But now, 

because of his uncontrollable 

temper, he had revealed his true 

intentions. He had no choice but to 

press on.  
 

He screamed: "YOU HAVE THEM 

HIDDEN SOMEWHERE NEAR 

HERE. THAT IS WHY YOU 

PICKED THIS SPOT TO LAND. 

YOU PLAN TO USE THE BOMB 

ON US ! YOU WANT TO DESTROY 

US AND TAKE OVER THE 

WORLD.... I GIVE YOU UNTIL 8 

AM TOMORROW TO HAND 

OVER THE BOMB.” 

 

Whirlwind would have preferred to 

use torture to force immediate 

compliance with his demand, but 

that would require a greater force 

than the few guards he had posted 

around the village. A sixth sense 

warned him that Adam and his crew 

were about to overpower him. 

Before they could, he turned as 

quick as a flash and fled. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

53. Defeat 
 

Adam 6 broke the bad news to the 

others. They  quickly overwhelmed 

the few Comp guards that 

Whirlwind had posted around the 

village and raced to their secret 

launching silos where they 

distributed arms and prepared to 

sacrifice many so that a few humans 

could successfully shuttle back to 

Sky Colony.  

 

Observers reported great flashes of 

light accompanied by roaring sounds 

like thunder. So hasty were the 

preparations for flight that no one 

was sure whether any human 

successfully made it back to Sky 

Colony. It took Whirlwind until late 

the next day to organize his forces 

for an assault on the launching silos. 

Over the radio, the whole world 

heard his order to Attack. 

 

Johnniac, the great Comp scientiest 

and historian, certain  that world war 

between Mutant and Mono Comp 

was about to start, collected for his 

treatise, The Ascent of Comp, news 

items, propaganda, official decrees, 

and reports of secret agents (mostly 

half-lies, half-truths, claims and 

counterclaims). Here are a sample of 

these: 

 

“Whirlwind is worried about the 

spreading worship of Man. He fears 

there soon will be a revolt against 

his rule.” 

 

“Whirlwind brags that his assaults 

on the silos were successful; he 

claims that he captured FIVE 

HUMANS and they all confessed 

that their purpose in returning to 



 

 

 

Earth was to conquer Compkind and 

make us all slaves.” 

 

Another dispatch, this one from a 

Mono source: “Whirlwind lies. The 

captured humans were all forced to 

confess. Whirlwind‟s real purpose 

was to force Man to reveal where 

THE BOMB is hidden. He plans to 

use them to wage war against all 

who oppose him.”  

  

“Whirlwind claims his scouts have 

captured the humans, who had 

engaged in a diversionary tactic by 

fleeing away from the silos.” 

  

“Monos do not dispute this 

happened, but say that Secretary of 

State, Madeline, with the help of 

other Mutants who were defecting 

with her, rescued Adam and Hava 6 

from Whirlwinds' scouts, but that 

Adam, wounded in the fray, has 

died.” 

 

“Whirlwind is furious about 

Madeline‟s desertion and has offered 

a huge reward for her capture, dead 

or alive. Hava and Madeline have 

joined forces with the Monos.” 

  

“Mono-Sex claim that Whirlwind is 

insane and that his current wave of 

terror is driving many Mutants to 

our side.” 

 

A diary item written by someone 

close to Whirlwind reveals his true  

state of mind: “He has terrible 

dreams at night and believes that the 

only way to stop from going insane 

is to destroy Man, the cause.” 

 

Another report: “Whirlwind hopes to 

locate THE BOMB before the 



 

 

 

Monos do. He is certain that humans 

have it. Frantic search follows each 

forced confession. His fears mount 

with each failure to find where the 

Bomb is hid.” 

   

Another psychological appraisal: "In 

his most recent rage Whirlwind 

screams: “Man, the enemy, 

embodies all that is evil.” He has 

ordered that no stone be left 

unturned in the eradication of all 

evidence that Man ever existed. 

  

“Surprise attack by Mono-Sex! All 

Hell has broken loose!  The Great 

War has begun.  Neither side gives 

ground. Mono Sex says that its 

declaration of war was necessary in 

order to survive annihilation by 

Whirlwind." 

 

Monos' Chief of Staff secretly 

reported: "In spite of our surprise 

attack, Mutants loyal to Whirlwind 

are recovering and slowing winning. 

They get stronger each day. If we 

surrender, Whirlwind will carry out 

his vow to annihilate us. We must 

persuade Hava to use THE BOMB.  

If she doesn't help our side, all 

humans as well as ourselves will 

perish. But with the Bomb, we will 

succeed in destroying Mutant 

Comps‟ industrial heartland and the 

tide of war will turn again in our 

favor."  

 

More top secret reports: "Sunspot 

storms are said to be the worst in 

recorded history. So bad are the 

storms that it is not certain whether 

Hava 6 has heeded our plea and has 

given the order to Sky Colony to 

supply our side with nuclear 

weapons.”  



 

 

 

 

"Ultimatum (Hava 6)). All 

hostilities between Mono-Sex and 

Duo-Sex must cease by Noon, 21st 

of this month, or I will drop a 

nuclear device on the capitol city of 

whomever is the transgressor."   

 

"Bulletin:  Be it known that I, 

Whirlwind, defy Hava, and all her 

followers. I have ordered that any 

planes of hers flying over my 

territory will be intercepted and 

shot down." 

 

"Ultimatum (signed the following 

day by Hava 6). Whirlwind, 

surrender by noon tomorrow for I, 

Hava 6, will avenge what you did to 

my Adam. Surrender or your 

industrial heartland will be laid 

waste and you will lose the war.” 

 

"Bulletin: Whirlwind once again 

defies Hava and has nothing but 

contemp for all humans. Man, if he 

had the will to survive and compete, 

would not have wasted time with a 

second ultimatum."  

 

A Mono source reports that Hava 6‟s 

plane, fully loaded, is headed 

towards Whirlwind‟s industrial 

heartland.  

 

Mutants loyal to Whirlwind report, 

“Hava 6‟s plane flying straight 

towards our capitol has suddenly 

changed direction and has headed 

out to sea.”  

  

Johnniac speculates in his notes, 

“Whirlwind really had no choice but 

to defy Hava‟s ultimatums because 

if he had agreed to her terms, he 

loses. And, if he did not agree and 



 

 

 

she dropped the bomb, he still loses. 

Only if she is bluffing can he hope 

to win. Perhaps some gut instinct of 

his told him that Hava was too soft 

hearted and could never bring 

herself to carry out her threat. 

 

“In my imagination, I can see Hava, 

our spiritual mother, as her plane is 

being loaded at some secret base 

where the bombs are hidden. She is 

in tears thinking about what 

happened to her Adam and what 

soon will be the fate of all of her 

adopted Mutant children on Earth 

who, to humans, are like their very 

own offspring.  I can see her taking 

off towards our Mutant heartland 

and flying for a while, but then 

suddenly changing course (as she 

did in reality) and headed out to 

sea.” 

 

“Mono spies have informed me that 

Hava 6, just before she flew off into 

the sunset never to be heard from 

again, spoke by wireless to Anne, 

her closest friend in Sky Colony. 

They overheard Anne promise that 

she would carry out Hava 6‟s sacred 

trust to pass down to her successor, 

the Last Will and Testament of 

Hava 1 which had been handed 

down through generations of Havas 

with instructions: “Never to be 

opened and executed unless 

survival of the human race is at 

stake.” 

 

Johnniac ends his notes with a 

prayer: “Heaven help us! The Great 

War drags on and on. Whether we 

surrender to Whirlwind or not, our 

future will be one massacre after 

another. If we are lucky, there may 

be a few of us left. 



 

 

 

54. Weapon Of Last Resort   

 

With Adam 6 gone and Hava 6 last seen disappearing 

into  the sunset, Nach 6 was elected temporary head of 

Sky Colony. He spoke only about revenge. "The 

Earth is ours.  No Mutant Comp is going to take 

away from us what is our inheritance!"  

 

He ordered the nuclear fuel stored on the other side of the Moon reprocessed 

into bombs. He made it crystal clear that he expected the Governing Council to 

authorize his detailed plan of action.  

 

The softhearted protested. "The Mutant Comps are the 

same as our own children. We must not harm the 

innocent."   

 

Nachash brushed aside their protests. “I wasn‟t 

nicknamed after the fallen angel Satan for nothing. I 

am no Hava, weeping for her adopted children on 

Earth and fooling nobody by pretending to have the 

Bomb. This is going to be a fight to the finish, and 

this time we will win because we have the superior 

weapons!” 

  

SCIA, Heavens‟ Central Intelligence Agency, 

reported: “Whirlwind's military is rapidly 

developing a nuclear bomb and delivery capability. 

Their execution time to develop the new atomic 

technology is rapid. By the time we re-learn how to 

process our nuclear fuel into bombs and are ready 

to drop them, they will have them too. Whirlwind 

will not hesitate to use his atomic bombs against us.  

A full-scale nuclear war is certain to follow. After it 

is all over, the Earth will not be a fit place to live in 

for a 1000 years.” 

 

After much deliberation, Heaven‟s governing council 

reported back: “We see no alternative but to remain 

in orbit. Perhaps, after Whirlwind dies, his 



 

 

 

successors will let us return and live in peace with 

them on Earth.” 
 

Nach 6 angrily denounced their recommendation. 

“Most likely, Whirlwind, before he dies, will launch 

expedition into space to seek us out in orbit and 

destroy us 

 

 

Meanwhile Hava‟s freind Anne, very alarmed, 

reported to Nach that she was unable to fulfill the 

sacred task that Hava 6 had given her. “Someone has 

intercepted Hava‟s message to me, opened her safe 

deposit box, and unsealed her Will.” 

                           

Nach 6, without uttering a reply to Anne, hurried to his locker, donned his 

space suit, and took off in the largest space shuttle he could muster and headed 

straight for Man‟s last remaining base on Earth.  

 

Anne, more alarmed than ever, went immediately before Heaven‟s Security 

Council and hysterically told them that Nach was the theft.  

 

SCIA examined the Will and found nothing missing 

but that anyone could copied it. Its contents consisted 

of a Compact Disk labeled WLR Source Program 

and a one-page document stating that the Compact 

Disk was the program for the Weapon of Last Resort 

which Chip and Ohm had created at Hava 1‟s request 

back in 2020 A.D. It had only been modified over the 

years by subsequent Havas in order that its lethal 

Comp virus could be more easily spread by the 

Internet. 

   

A few days later, Nach returned from Earth with 

170 Mutant Comps of mixed gender, including 

Johnnac‟s family, 20 Mono Comps and 10 Super 

Nerds – a total of 200 Comps in all. Left behind to 



 

 

 

maintain their last base on Earth were 52 human 

survivers of Whirlwind‟s assassins. 

 

Everyone was certain that Nach was guilty when, 

shortly after his return from Earth, Comp news sources 

began reporting that a lethal computer virus, of a 

kind never encountered before, had broken out in 

several different parts of the world, wiping out all 

Comps.  

 

Humans in Sky Colony hurriedly boarded their fleet of 

space shuttles to descend to Earth to take charge of 

Earth‟s deteriorating industries.  

 

Johnniac without wasting another microsecond, went 

straight to work in Heaven's Scientific Laboratories 

searching for a cure for the WLR  Virus in order that 

he and his Comp kin will someday be able to return 

safely and reverse the role as to whom will dominate 

Mother Earth. 

                                 
                                            

        
 

 

 

THE BEGINNING………….. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


