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The Euphorions

“Android 10W40, aboard thRichard M. Nixoncalling Galactic Minerals Corporate
Control. Come in please.”

The transport droid operating the Galactic Minerals LL&kali freighterRichard M.
Nixonhad just left the company’s mining colony on the loradteroid 37 Jemima in a
very distant orbit around the sun. The ship, heavily autednatd crewed by a single
android, had plied the 600 million kilometer route betwgarth and 37 Jemima for
several human lifetimes, and was returning with a haldf ore.

There was usually no need for extraneous communicdbemgeen droid and base,
but 10W40 was programmed to report unusual conditions and was $mi“Android
10W40, aboard thRichard M. Nixon calling Galactic Minerals Corporate Control.
Come in please.”

“Galactic Minerals Corporate Regional Control Stadgmrcalling theRichard M.
Nixon, we read you, do you copy? Is there a problem?” a younglsmuwoman’s voice
replied. She was one of the crew on the largest ols@Gisllf dozen control stations in
stationary orbit in proximity to asteroid mining operations.

“Yes and yes.” The droid was perplexed by the tendencymfins to ask a second
guestion before the first inquiry had been dealt with,itowas used to it. “Are you ready
to receive my report?”

“Affirmative.”

“There is no problem with the ship. All systems ardisiently within nominal
bounds, the hold contains 232 metric tons of ore, tHaduks are at 98% capacity and
the consumption rate is normal.

“Upon arrival on 37 Jemima, | discovered that all the lnfaats but six had expired.
While the automatic ore storage and handling facility lwading the ship, a party of two
adult male humans, three adult female humans, and om¢ inéde human requested
permission to board the ship to escape the disease infested) colony. According to
the corporate manual, section three, paragraph 4.5, lifre.&ny employee of Galactic
Minerals LLC who has supervisory permission to trav@hffone company site to
another, or who requires emergency evacuation frontampany facility, may be
afforded transport on regularly scheduled freighters...fdbethat all other personnel on
37 Jemima were deceased constituted and emergency, sottgebthe party to board
leaving the facility deserted.

“Six of the seven passengers have since expired, leavipghenhuman child, age
22 months, who is sitting on the deck only a few feanfthis consol and whose screams
are now at the 100 decibel level. | am programmed to greastistenance from the stores
to human passengers, but | have no specific programmingvetohcare for a human
infant. Should | bring him to regional headquarters? Plieaseict.”

There was a pause while the radio operator consulteéchhezdiate superior. When
the radio crackled into life, the voice sounded sudderdy f&s it said, “It seems that this
plague has swept through all the mining operations undesttttion’s management. You
cannot bring the child here for we are under a quararseh is where you must go.
We will upload detailed programming specific to the carehdficen.”
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As 10W40 was about to acknowledge, it detected a subtle sheekitmate the
ship. When the disturbance had passed, the robot was tmabéstablish contact with
regional control for the antennae array offehard M. Nixorhad been shorn away by a
cluster of small meteors.

The android was neither disturbed nor alarmed — it wagnts programming. It
simply set the course for Earth, calculated the leonfthe journey to be sixteen years,
and went to reconstitute a meal for the child. That aliahie more rearing that the child
would receive, the android would place food on a tablesttinees a day and the boy
would set upon it like a wild animal. The child received rnweonurturing or guidance,
roaming the ship like an untamed beast roving through itgotgrrl0W40 paid little
overt attention to the boy, though the child eventualbktto the robot and began
following it constantly.

To put humans at ease, 10W40 had a humanoid configuratioratdrallsymmetry.
It ambulated by means of two legs terminating in meclahfeet that contained suction
devices for walking on the exterior of the hull to makdlight repairs, and it had two
arms with hands that had fingers far more dexterousttigse bestowed on mankind.
These appendages were attached to an ellipsoid torso toyppeateck and a curved
elongated head, the front of which its designers had er@@legous to a human face,
with cameras for eyes, a speaker for a mouth, and BEP “power on” indicator where
the nose would be.

The shape of the head was more like an upside down gimaglam a human head.
As odd as this visage was to the ordinary miner traveling &steroid to asteroid, it
became the face of maternity to Elvis.

The android’s titanium frame was covered with plag#ioels, that were originally
off-white. Being a transport android, little attentioasapaid to cosmetic maintenance so
its finish was slightly battered and some of the panere fading.

10W40 knew all Earth languages and could communicate audibly them, but it
used English with the boy since the miners who had brdughon board spoke English.
Though the child learned to speak, he did so without inflecéiod never experienced a
hug or caress, nor the warmth of human touch. As taessyelled by, he was less and
less human.

He grew up encapsulated in the bubble of life support witt@rshell of the space
ship — an artificial world illuminated by artificial liglaind fed on artificial food by an
artificial being, the android 10W40. The child never knew &ctibnate touch or
experienced sympathy or love — only the cold, dispassiocatgyany of the android
performing its programmed duties.

Bonding to the android, the boy followed it as it wenbat its duties — imitating its
actions and learning all there was to know about operatimgterplanetary space
freighter. By the age of five he was skilled at mdghe robot’s duties and could
navigate the ship through a field of asteroids.

Though adept at piloting and other technical tasks, he wasmscious of hygiene
and relieved himself wherever he happened to be. The andewid built to serve,
would simply clean it up. One day the boy asked the ashavbat the bathrooms were
for and 10W40 explained that is where human passengers woiallllyugo to excrete
bodily wastes and to wash.
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From then on the space orphan would relieve himself imitdle of the bathroom
floor, which was easy enough for the robot to wash divrdrain. The child even began
washing, though he did this in the toilets. The android, hanenigelevant programming,
did not interfere.

10W40 needed a way to reference the boy in the ship’stgsecided to invent a
name for him by taking the first letter of the firste of all the five deceased adult
passenger’s who’d come aboard with the child in the dhdgrappeared on the manifest:
Elvis.

Being constant companions, communication between thard@mbitants of the
space ship evolved. In the ensuing years, as the boy mhdteiteegan to forgo speaking,
and communicated with the robot and the ship’s computersitating the sound of
digital signals.

Throughout the sixteen year journey, Elvis was 10W4Qslelv, even when the
android went into its daily standby-mode for several htmrecharge and allow the
ship’s computer to do a diagnostic scan. It would crouginda the Robotics Utility
Maintenance Locker, folding its arms and legs benestioriso into a cubic
configuration. During these cycles, Elvis would squeezetime locker with his
mechanical friend, assume similar position, and wighwtarmth of the android’s
charging power-packs against his naked skin, he too would gstaridby-mode and
sleep.

* k k%

Columbia, Maryland/Fifteen years later

It wasn't often that Dr. Saloni “Sally” Singh (professof Xenobiology at the
University of Delaware and government consultant) wlsedtéo sit in on an autopsy,
but this particular cadaver had a bearing on a problemvas@evorking on for two of the
president’s cabinet secretaries.

There had of late been unsettling reports of people datirey to a syndrome
whereby they lost their senses and became lumberindjrdyaombies until dying some
weeks later. Though still relatively rare, these episddal garnered a great deal of
perverse interest on the daily network news broadeastsvere raising public alarm.
Because the syndrome was rumored to be the same plagimadravaged the mining
colonies in the asteroid belts, the Departments ofthtssmre and Homeland Security
began to look into the situation and retained Dr. Singh.

The medical examiner had contacted her because the eeédtasprofile that Sally
had emailed to coroners across the country. In his nespthe coroner had described the
subject’s bizarre conduct just before his death:

After manifesting the behavior of someone high on nasdor
several days, the deceased began to run amuck smashing windows
striking passerby, and generally creating a spectaculae scehe midst
of the busiest intersection in Columbia, Maryland. Wttee police seized
and cuffed him, he went into a catatonic state and heloréath until he
died.

3
© 2007 E.M. Fisher & J.C. Bird

All Rights Reserved
fisher@thresherpub.conbird@thresherpub.com




The Euphorions Fisher and Bird

The deceased was now having the top of his skull sawdxy &f. Leland Mathers
the medical examiner for Howard County. Dr. Singh wosevaater under her lab coat,
for the lab was kept cool. While he worked, the coron&ethto Singh.

“This is the third case I've seen like this. A seemyngdstanding citizen goes off his
nut and starts getting into mischief.”

“Mischief?”

“They wreak havoc. The first case | saw came inWastk. An electric
lineman...solid citizen with twenty years on the job.. &dracting ‘goofy’ according to
his co-workers. He drove his utility truck into a communicatmwer then began
severing cables with a bolt cutter until he ran afda @ur hundred volt line and fried
himself. The other one exhibited equally bizarre behavior. g&tuhe idea...right?”

“Unfortunately, | do. You said the subjects behaved likg there drugged, did you
find any traces of narcotics in their blood?”

“Not in this one, not in any of them. | don’t know witaused them to flake out.”

The coroner paused for a second then continued, “I didmbve the brains in the
other subjects, for the causes of death were very ob\peusaps we’ll get a clue out of
this fellow’s head.” And with that he turned off thevsaet it on a stainless steel cart,
and gripping the top of the skull with the tips of his firggopped it off exposing the
grey mass within.

Mathers lifted out the brain and plopped it into the pamgimg from the scale, and
both of them saw the growth at the same time.

“My God that’s the strangest tumor I've ever seen,’tidas said.

He was referring to an elongated mass, about the sizste@pe of a garden slug,
which had attached itself to the top of the brain threauglhmber of fine fibrous
filaments that radiated from it like a large amorphoudesp

“Have you ever seen anything like this before?” Dr. Matlzesked.

“I've heard rumors that the plague which wiped out Galddtiterals mining
colonies exhibited symptoms of this nature.”

“So you think this could be some kind of extra-terrekinifestation? I've never seen
anything like this on Earth.”

“l wouldn’t bet against it.”

“I'll defer to you since you're the xenobiologist,” Maifs said.

As Sally began taking tissue samples, the coroner dtseténg up the test for
dopamine levels in the brain. While he fiddled with the garomatograph/mass
spectrometer, she studied the way the filaments wixehad to the brain.

When Mathers returned about twenty minutes later Sasgkd, “Would you mind if
| took this with me to study?”

“Go ahead. If | want another one I'm sure there’s onesich of the other stiffs | told
you about. As far as this guy goes, his dopamine levelsfittee chart. I'm going to go
out on a limb and conjecture that this growth or organgsrasponsible for this condition
and the subsequent fatal behavior.” The coroner pausedakidd at the body on the
dissecting table said, “At least he died happy.”

Sally rolled her eyes and said, “Of a fatal dose of eualior

* k% %
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Slawick Hall, University of Delaware Xenobiology Dept./three molaties

Since sitting in on the autopsy with Dr. Mathers, ¥58ihgh had confirmed that the
growth removed from the cadaver was indeed an alien orga@isen the creatures’
effect of causing the production of massive quantities ofdoyin infected brains, the
media had dubbed them, “Euphorions” and everyone, evenistsereferred to them by
that moniker.

Sally had collected scores of specimens from around ¢inlel \and devoted
countless hours to research on the Euphorions. Thoughgh®ed an intimate
knowledge of their physiology and life cycle, no progress een made in finding a
way to effect a cure or prevention.

She’d been pushing herself harder than usual because of tiimggpressure being
applied from the White House about the public hysteriaviagtarising out of the
outlandish and irresponsible press coverage.

It was almost noon, and Sally had been in her lab simeethe previous morning.
She had worked all night testing a chemical that had skproenising for interfering
with the Euphorion’s reproductive cycle, but to no avafteAreviewing the data for
several hours, she was at her computer writing a suynméne lab log. She was barely
able to keep her eyes open despite the horrendous, bug, stodfee her secretary
brewed.

The phone rang and her secretary buzzed onto the imgetBo. Singh, there’s a
Marty Keefer, Manager for Human Resources at Galddimerals, on the line asking for
you.”

“I'm busy. Ask him what he wants and I'll get back to Him

“He insists on talking to no one but you.”

“He does, does he? Ask him, ‘why should | interrupt thel vésearch we're doing
in the interest of the national good?”

There was a pause of some fifteen seconds befosethetary’s voice returned to
the intercom, “He says there’s two reasons. Galddinerals will become a permanent
underwriter for your funding, and they have a young marmhein hands who just arrived
after a sixteen year voyage and is the only survivbn@plague which wiped out their
mining colonies in the asteroid belts.”

Without hesitating, Sally punched the button which coreteber to the line Keefer
was holding on and said, “Marty, this is Sally Singh. Hsm@n can you get him here?”

* k k%

The White House cabinet room/Three days later

“So now that you've told us what we already know altbese Euphorions, tell us
something we don’t know,” President Lincoln Logg said to®ngh. She had just
finished her presentation to the Chief Executive and his dadamtehad given what she’d
thought was a comprehensive summation of the known fag#sding the alien
organisms and their infection of humans.
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It was true that the president had seen some of themation, for she’'d sent
preliminary reports to the secretaries of Health anchéland Security, and they'd
passed the highlights on to the president. But she’'d &gleed by President Logg to
bring everyone else up to speed and felt that his rebukingdsea cheap shot.

Rather than respond to the less than cerebral andspedad politician, she
swallowed the bile rising in her throat, thought aboutgthed of humanity, and
proceeded to continue after making a disclaimer, “Ladidsggntlemen, | have told you
everything that | have discovered about this organism. Ehergh the media reports are
quite alarming, the rate of infection is still relativédw so we have some time for
research.

“The population of Earth is so numerous and dispersedt tslavuld take a while for
the level of infection to reach the critical massessary for a more widespread and
virulent epidemic. We have some leads, but they arpmooed out yet. As a scientist |
must work with verifiable data and am uncomfortable making misar but we are in an
emergency situation so | will give you my best conjextur

“What are your leads?” asked President Logg.

The president had a way of getting under Sally’s skims-was one of the issues she
was about to address.

She shot him a look and said, “About six months — as lalvastto say in my
presentation. If you would allow me to continue, you'blpably hear the answers to
many of your questions. In fact I'd prefer not taking any neuestions until the end.”

“No need to get snippy,” President Logg said with a slightes pleased that he was
irritating her. “Continue.”

Sally cleared her throat and said, “I believe thaseh€uphorions are related to the
plague that swept through the asteroid mining coloniesneitinly one hundred percent
mortality. These organisms go through multiple phasesimidte the egg, larva, and
pupae of a moth, and they send their spores into the gugiohbsts to be eliminated as
human waste. So it spreads in a similar fashion to rde®ases we already know and
one might draw the conclusion that using the same pragiityland hygienic precautions
so familiar to us already, like washing one’s hands oftehcavering one’s mouth when
sneezing, will help slow and possibly prevent the spreacealifease.

“One vector of infection we have identified is the leela¢xhaust of wall mounted
blow dryers so common in public restrooms. A septics®ns generated when a toilet is
flushed — microscopic particles of water spray, are lagehénto the air by the force of
the water that flushes the bowl. These particlem@ivith entrained Euphorion spores,
are drawn into the dryer intake where thermophilic bactéat thrive in the warm, moist
conditions provide a host to the incubation of thedbstage of the organism.

“This intermediate host is crucial to the infection afrffans, and the same process
I've just described can occur even under the fingerndg®meone with poor hygiene
skills.

“Why Euphorions go to great lengths to stimulate dopamine ptiodus still a
mystery, and its genetic makeup is, as you might imagireampletely...alien.”.

Despite her request that everyone hold their questidiissbha’d finished, Dick
Sizemore, the Secretary of Homeland Security inteedifii ask, “Can you predict when
the infection will reach what you callexiitical massand start to spread in a more
virulent fashion?”
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Though not happy to have her train of thought and orderseptation interrupted,
she tried to keep the displeasure out of her voicbaseplied, “No, the mining colonies
were so small they came almost immediately to aliticass, so the data is useless as a
model for predicting what will happen here.”

Since she’d taken one question, it seemed the floodgatesopened, as the
Secretary of Interplanetary Commerce spoke befordatddy finished, “What’s the
mortality rate?”

“In regards to the mining colonies: ninety-nine point ninety-fiercent.”

“Don’t you mean one hundred percent?” asked the Presittemdryone we’ve heard
of here on Earth who gets it winds up dead.”

“The reason | use that percentage is that I've recésdiyned of a survivor from the
mining colonies — a man of some eighteen years whang @ansported to my lab in
Delaware as we speak.”

Everyone began speaking at once until President Logg sheuéeyone to order.
Besides the authority of his office, the president wasng@osing man, tall and thin, with
a thick head of salt and pepper wavy hair off-setting tte brown skin that covered his
craggy and angular face. If not for the hard predatory dfisteel in his eye, he would
have looked avuncular.

When everyone had quieted down he said, “This is indgdghgant surprise. It
would seem to indicate there may be hope of finding aaitee all. Would it not, Dr.
Singh?”

“One might think so, but until I've run tests and...”

“Of course you'll have to run tests,” the president sddt just humor me by
making a wild ass guess about whether this young man of ganrselp us beat this
thing.”

Sally paused, cleared her throat and said, “Though | pagdtict how long it will
take to discover exactly why he alone survived, | would be seqgif there was not
something crucial to be learned about the infection fram”hi

When Dr. Singh paused, President Logg said, “Does anysadale anything to
ask before | open the floor to see what suggestionsrany tsust has to offer?”

The Secretary of Climate Change asked, “Could this Bomde related to global
warming? As you know, the mean temperature of the Easlrisen three-fifths of a
degree in the last two hundred years.”

“Shut up you imbecile,” President Logg said. “Congress omgted your stupid
department because of mass hysteria brought on by the hgghasmedia. Does anyone
else have anything relevant to ask?”

After the president’s outburst, no one else tendegakeation, so President Logg
said, “Since there are no more questions, I'm opening abe fibr suggestions. We'll go
around the table starting with the Secretary of Defénse.

The Secretary of Defense cleared his throat and 3ajid,0bviously need to wipe
these things out as soon and completely as possible. &fiyene is found to be infected,
they should be immediately quarantined. We should Istélding camps now and install
crematoriums.”

The chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, whom ther&ary of Defense had
brought with him, added, “Perhaps we should nuke areas t&ahigh concentrations of
infection?”
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“I think your uniform collar is a little tight generalsaid President Logg, “Right now
one of the highest rates of infection is in the Wagtan D.C. area...or are you
suicidal?”

The Secretary of Healthcare opined, “We need to studg threganisms, rather than
destroy them. We might find a cure or a vaccine. Penvapsould give government
funding to some of the larger pharmaceutical companiéiseyocan start the process.”

“This will not do,” the Secretary of State said indigtig, “If these are aliens turn
out to be sentient beings, then any move to destroy, ttemfine them to a lab for
vivisection, or circumvent their life cycle with aecine, would constitute hostile action
and could be considered an act of war. | say we thesaas first contact with an alien
species and begin negotiations.”

This attracted a rebuke from Logg who slammed his figteéddble and said, “Shut
up you nincompoop, that’s dumber than when one of my predesesgoed a peace
treaty with Al Qaeda and they used the access they gaindant nukes in New York
and Los Angeles.” He was referring to the missionaklgaeda was allowed to bring
into the country under the Kennedy Act to give mandagensitivity training to
American college students.

The Secretary of Homeland Security, Roscoe Meyat, Sale should include
funding, in any bill that arises out of this, for hiringedmundred thousand restroom
safety inspectors to scrutinize every bathroom , publigaindte in the country for
compliance with standards we will set that will mirmenthe chances of the spread of
infection. Perhaps we should institute the temporaryiety of all public restrooms and
ban these blow hand dryers — or at least mandate tlyabpleeate at lower temperatures.”

“Or maybe we should have them blow refrigerated airgskélent Logg said
sarcastically, and was disgusted when he realizedhth&ecretary of Homeland
Security had taken him seriously and was writing the suggedtwn. “Put your pen
down, Roscoe, my chief of staff will take care of ilem something’s important enough
for you to write down.”

The secretary for the Department of Immigration sditiese aliens are in the
country illegally so we should deport them, and we shmalkle it illegal for anyone to
be infected for they would be aiding and abetting lawkmees”

President Logg gave an audible moan and said, “l can’t sa@ding to anymore of
this.” So he stopped debate and issued his directivesSiBgh will study her alleged
survivor while we work up a bill that will take certain aseres to slow the spread of this
potential pandemic. | will address the nation and telirthve have a new form of
virulent infection and that we are about to mobilizeangeto stop its spread — though
people may not believe us after all the fuss abousupposed avian flu crisis years back
that never materialized. | won’t mention the ali@miwection. We’'ll refer to the agents of
infection by the name Dr. Singh used — Euphorions.”

The Secretary of Healthcare spoke up and said, “And we caillthe condition,

ES, for Euphorion Syndrome.”

“That’s the first intelligent thing I've heard you say @dy,” Logg replied. “Not too
scary...something we can sell. The main thing is, we doarttsthe public blaming us
and venting their wrath at the polls — we need a spihrtfakes us look caring and
helpful. Like we’re actually accomplishing something whethkerare or not.”
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Sally Singh listened to the leaders of the country agunizver how to proceed and
was shocked to realize that, even after hearing pertehey were hoping they could
blow smoke at a terrified public to pacify them until thisisrblew over. But this crisis
was not going to disappear like some sleazy sex scandal.

Leaping to her feet, she shouted, “This is not somethizigs possible to contain,
not something you can putsginon. You, we, have to take instantaneous, overwhelming,
and effective action if we are to avoid becoming extinct.

The president shushed her in a condescending manner aed toii®enator Jasper
Shakes, who as chairman of the Homeland Security cteawvould be in charge of the
formulation of the bill which will govern the officigllan of action. “Senator Shakes is
already on top of this Sally, his entire staff wil twvorking around the clock until we get
a bill hammered out.”

The oversight of the bill which would define the natior@sponse to this crisis was
in the hands of a seventy year old Baptist who woulé¥ee in Creationism to his dying
day and who had never paid an iota of attention to nsastgentific. The senator
acknowledged the president saying, “If the Lord’s willing, relcreek don'’t rise we
should have a comprehensive bill in a matter days.”

Sally was incredulous, “How is that possible when we [@agtearth of real data on
the organisms?”

“Don’t worry your pretty little head,” Senator Shake&lsaith a patronizing syrupy
southern accent, “we’ll figure something out little l&dy

Before Sally could erupt with the Krakatoan fury thaswailding within her,
President Logg intervened saying, “Please Sally, we heandrgport now let us do our
job. You should return to your lab and do what you do &eg let us handle the rest.
This is our area of expertise. We know how governmeamks, so let your elected
representatives do their jobs”

Dr. Singh stormed out of the room without saying anotv@nd to anyone, and the
politicos returned to their labors. A week later thewdk passed by both houses and
signed into law with much fanfare by President Logg.

The resultant bill, commonly known as the Euphorion, Aotated, among other
things, a corps of restroom inspectors, a national rggiinfected persons to be
rounded up, and iconic thermometers to be placed on billbdkistsating an area’s
level of infection. It also granted hundreds of billionsubsidies to the nation’s
pharmaceutical companies and mandated that all Euphorjpms te the Department of
Immigration for deportation.

Though the ES infestation was a national catastraptieeimaking, the politicos
looked on it as a boon to expand the bureaucracy, funnéingoaky to their cronies,
provide the unskilled masses with jobs as toilet inspsctmvernment janitors, and
security personnel. The high level of public concern itk looming crisis took the
voting public’s mind off of the recent sex and embezzlerseanhdals that had plagued
the administration and its party members in congressh $di many agents charged with
public welfare, unemployment hit an all time low.

* k% %

Newark, Delaware/The next day
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Dr. Singh had been in her laboratory at the UniveisitDelaware since four a.m.
and it was now nearly noon. She had been disgusted bghieet meeting, but now she
was disgusted nearly to nausea at the rank odor emafratinghe hope of the world,
the youthful plague survivor who had arrived the day befdnée she was in D.C.

As far as she could tell, Elvis had never had a progérdsashower and his smell
reminded her of the lower caste people back in India -enks who collected offal,
night-soil, or who worked in tanneries.

He was tall, gangly , and unabashedly naked. Thoughdisaie came down to his
waist, he was still too young to grow a beard. Weak bedaiseas unaccustomed to
Earth’s gravity, he leaned on the android for support and sedis@riented like a person
on a three day acid binge.

He would not speak to anyone except 10w40. Elvis even imitageahtdroid’s
ungainly motions and walked with the same awkward gait, cking the slight electro-
mechanical sounds of clicks and whirring that could be hebheth\iOW40 performed
certain functions.

Completely ignorant of rules of deportment, Elvis exiethisuch egregious behavior
that some of Sally’s staff thought him to be retarded! Aa was, socially — but not
intellectually. He was like a badly behaved dog.

His aversion to clothes and shamelessness about digplaigi bare physical person
caused a great deal of joking and giggling among the mestiglé grad assistants, one
of whom had even written in her notes, which Dr. 8iafyvays reviewed,

...It is possible that the years subject spent in zeratgrare
responsible for his abnormally elongated limbs and member...

This was written that way in jest, but was absolutelg. The youth often became
aroused in the company of female staff, but he had movidiat to do about it.

Dr. Singh reprimanded the assistants to cease beilygafiout the youth’s arousal,
and to take a clinical approach, as did she. “Remembenmeyprofessionals,” she told
the young women working for her. And everyone returnédeo work and maintained
their professional detachment — for the time.

Sally wanted an MRI of him, but dared not send him torttaging lab until he was
cleaned up. Singh’s grad students and professional assissanbeen trying to wash him
since he’d arrived, but to no avail, for he would not resippar make eye contact with any
of them and would curl up in the fetal position and screa®ously if touched.

“He only pays attention to the robot and won't listerahy of us,” Sally’s most
senior graduate assistant complained. “Since | couldn’tigeinithe shower, | thought
I'd give him a once over with a soapy wash cloth, lmifreaked so bad whenever |
touched him, that | backed off.”

Sally took a few moments to soak all this in then gathenphone to the chairman of
the Bio-Mechanical Engineering Department. When he arsisre said, “Hello Lipton,
this is Sally Singh...” she explained what she had in mimditess than an hour the
grad student most gifted at programming logic controllersstazding in her lab.

“Whaddaya got?” asked the sandy haired youth who looked likedwdsbe
delivering pizzas.

10
© 2007 E.M. Fisher & J.C. Bird

All Rights Reserved
fisher@thresherpub.conbird@thresherpub.com




The Euphorions Fisher and Bird

“Do you think you can program that robot to take a showS8eMy replied.

Without even the least hint of surprise at the requeshhegged and said, “Sure.
The design for this model is ancient — undergraduate ssiffhbssis should still be
watertight, they really used to build these things tough.”

In fifteen minutes 10W40 was in the shower, lathering hineneath one of
several shower heads with Elvis right beside him.

The engineering student said, “Monkey see, monkey doAh@ou done with
me?”

“Not even close. Next, | want you to program the rabatubmit to an MRI.” Sally
kept the engineering student busy for hours programmingealig¢haviors she might
want Elvis to imitate — not the least of which was ggttinessed.

Now, twenty four hours later, she was still in thie, laut was studying the images
from the MRI while 10W40 donned a sweat suit so that Elviglavtoo.

Shriveled up inside of Elvis’s skull, were organisms like thesosshe and Dr.
Mathers had found, except they had died in an early sfadg/elopment and shrunken
like mummies. When she realized that Elvis must be imanaven toxic, to Euphorions,
she sedated the youth and took tissue samples from ehshnedjor organs, both for
genetic research and the chance of discovering an dgtibacreate a vaccine.

She wrote in her lab notebook:

...Elvis most likely has a rare genetic predisposition tmimity to
the Euphorions — the anecdotal evidence of dead Euphoritiss inain
being fairly convincing. Given that both parents died of thgye, it had
to be a recessive gene and Elvis has beaten long odds todtaxe
resistance.

As she read what she’d written out loud to the assstaotking nearby, she was
really talking to herself when she added, “...this suggeststhaveryone who is
infected will die.”

“So some of us might already be immune?” asked a guale:st.

“That’s right. Hundreds, maybe even thousands of peogétrsurvive, so there’s
no need to worry,” Sally replied with unusually sardonicbr. “So even without a cure,
this doesn’t have to be the end of mankind, just civiliwatis we know it.”

With that, she gave her assistants her ‘back to wolk kad they returned to
preparing the tissue samples for delivery to the UniveogiDelaware’s genetic lab and
to a private firm she used to corroborate results.

Since the genetic sleuthing would be a long process, slokled down to working
with Elvis directly, extracting only small sample’sldbod and lymphatic fluid so as not
to cause him harm. And once a potential vaccine was fouadyshld need to test it on
human subjects since Euphorions did not infect other species

President Logg had offered assistance with this obstadagplying her with
condemned criminals for test subjects, but this ran cotmt®ally’s personal code of
ethics. So when she had a vaccine in hand, she inadhlatself then exposed herself to
the alien infection.
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Stoically resigned to her fate, she settled down tangetd know Elvis on a personal
level. Now she was as much a test subject as one odlthés, dogs, or guinea pigs in
cages in another part of the lab.

Every day laid heavy upon her, except when she scanned hyelMéis for the
creeping tendrils that would announce the onset of iofecand she filled the long hours
trying to get close to Elvis, but with little effect. Shegan on a purely professional basis,
of the scientist examining the subject, but graduallyb&gan to react to his complete
indifference on a deeper, personal level. She determmniegtak through his shell.

The only consistant sign that anyone was getting threugim at all was that he
continued to respond to the proximity of female staff,udirig Dr. Singh, with an
erection.

Frustrated in her attempt to reach him on some level otian a hormonal one, she
began following 10W40 about, just as Elvis did, and emwdhe robot’s actions.

During one of the robot’s periods of stasis, she climhamithe maintenance locker
with the android as it recharged. She fell asleep ttethef the android, while Elvis
crouched to the right. But when she awoke, Elvis had miveedthe other side of the
robot and was right beside her, in actual physical cbnta

She saw that Elvis was awake too, though he was aversigahe. When she
glanced downward, Sally noticed that his member was tuagawithout thinking,
reached over and ran her fingertips lightly down its lengthen she looked up, Elvis
was making eye contact for the first time.

Sally wondered if the boy even thought of himself amd rather than an android.
Since arousal was the only human behavior he freely ¢atljlshe would have to make
that the key to achieving true communication with the lyout

He was looking to her for an example — for guidance. Andijs confused and
highly emotional state, the example he needed was guidand®t to do about the
almost painful erection that reached rigidly toward#ySSurprised at herself for the
ease with which sloughed off her professional detachrabetgdecided that she would
make the necessary sacrifice to initiate the young mamhat would probably be his
first human interaction.

This was the first time he’d reached out to anyone bgsideandroid, and rather
than have his first attempt to understand being human tamayg out of squeamishness,
she, who had studied Kama Sutra Yoga, would bring him asttaher world as she
could.

BesidesSally thought to herself,have not had a proper lover in several years.

That night, while Elvis was undergoing another MRI, Dng8 sat alone in her
office with the door shut for the first time in montkonflicted about her motivation in
abandoning her professional detachment, though elated iryfagdleving some level of
success in breaking through to Elvis, she mulled oveevbats of that day.

She’d never been in such constraining circumstancesry eaament was critical
now. Sally couldn’t afford the Kabuki dance of professialsiachment that ruled
relationships between scientists and their subjectangdhrown all caution to the wind
by taking the experimental vaccine and then exposing heéosetherwise certain death,
she would die within days if the vaccine didn’'t work. Anthié vaccine was ineffective,
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her proposed gene therapy would be worthless, and hureamlg#arth would radically
change if not simply cease to be.

For the first time in her life she was living in theenute and her future was simply
what she chose to do next.

She considered the events of that day a major breakghydut she decided not to
report on the encounter in the maintenance locker tagwmstants or to reveal to them
that she had exposed herself to the diséldsey can read about it in my notes if | dibe
thought.

Closing her notebook she laid on her couch for a much deege

In the ensuing days the youth’s behavior and deportmetihaed to improve,
culminated by success in toilet training that was causthéolab techs and research
assistants to throw a boisterous impromptu party.

Before long, Elvis began to assimilate new human bemawithout having to be
given an example from 10W40. He even began to speak wiphonnpting to her and the
lab staff, which swelled Sally’s heart with a motkepride at the breakthrough. Besides a
lover, she had become a maternal figure to Elvis and eipped the irony of their
present relationship.

Despite the twenty plus year difference in theirsaglee two reveled in each other.
Where he was white as a fish’s belly, tall, and leahe-t@dcafé au laitcolored skin,
was short and slightly heavy-set, but athletic witgddoreasts. Her oval face looked
carved with its aquiline nose and pronounced cheeks.

Though Elvis was not an earthling, he was still a humanhy@and like so many
young men he fell head over heels in love with hig¢ fiexual partner. And Dr. Sally
Singh was beginning to take a less clinical view of hempairig with Elvis and began
looking forward fondly to her time alone with him. Shdunteered to take the night
shift, allowing her assistants a pleasant recess feomgcfor their subject.

If she was to die soon, she would die sated.

Five days after exposing herself to the infection, thd Btfewed that Euphorions
were beginning to grow in Sally’s skull. She became quitetugnsd worried about
whether or not the vaccination would work, but she regbwwben Elvis showed empathy
by noticing her restiveness and comforting her.

Over the next three days, though, the imaging showedupbkorions were
shriveling until they were like the one’s in Elvis’s skull

“Gotcha,” she said when she viewed the results.

* k k%

Washington D.C./Three days later

Sally had her ‘war’ clothes on, as she called anyeofhiany coordinated designer
suit and shoes outfits. They were all very expenang precisely accessorized, but
understated, and put together by her favorite New York dessidPomidoro Pelati, to say,
“...I am someone to reckon with.”

The setting was the subterranean Situation Room relecfitam the White House
and the Capitol building by tunnel. It was a large roorouékhe size of the recreation
hall of a medium size church. The lighting was subdugutdgent glare on the giant
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display screens that covered two walls and showed uwmffom sources/situations that
needed to be monitorethé big boardss President Logg called them which was a
reference to the 1964 moua. Strangelove There was an area of fixed seating that
faced a lectern and a podium upon which Sally stood.

Despite wearing her personal sartorial armor, Doi@&ingh was just the least bit
apprehensive in front of this crowd — far exceeding thet®\thouse Cabinet meetings
for muckity-mucks per square foot. Instead of the purelpnal level she’d been
working on, she was stepping onto the stage of world g®litith her report — granted in
a supporting role.

Nerves on edge, she tried to prepare herself. The suofimadnkind was at stake,
and she was doubtful that the thick-browed, short-siglstelélcentered boobs who
constituted the world’s political class could be convindenté was actually something
wrong that demanded instant action from them. The magatl@otactic in politics is to
wait and see what happens.

As she stood at the podium and waited for the lateadsrio be seated she looked at
her audience. Besides the familiar faces of the UiStates government, Sally knew
there were representatives from the United Nationsedlsas the European Union,
Russia, China, and several other countries. Many had broulghty advisors in
uniforms amply plastered with brass, braid and medals.

More skeptics waiting to be conving&hlly thought. She had no hopes that the
politicos of other nations were any more enlightened kesrown, but these were the
people in charge of the world and if anyone was going t@a@thing about the threat, it
would have to be them. She was sure they all had to b#ed,oif not about the disease
itself, then of the potential for economic and polittisruption if things got out of hand.
And the citizens of their respective countries wereheng uneasy about the threat now
that the Euphorion infection could no longer be ignored.

She was going to offer them hope — yes, there was a suaiind, yes, he could
provide a short term antidote on a small scale, butachréne billions of other earthlings
who were susceptible might take months maybe even years.

Sally thought about Elvis and how the fate of the waeklded in the youth. She
thought,It's a miracle he had come along when he did amiracle he came to me, of
all people.

So stepping forward to the microphone at the lecternglslaged her throat as a
signal for the quiet conversations to cease.

Touching the controls that operated the viewing screems5ibgh began her talk.

It took no more than twenty minutes for Dr. Singh tplak the immunity of Elvis
and to lay out her idea for using it to deal with the Eupimsti She summed up by
saying, “...l know that the test subject has true immunityas$ inoculated with a vaccine
developed from his living tissue, then exposed myself to tiph&rion infection...and |
have not succumbed.”

This caused quite a stir, which continued as she projectedes of images on the
screen that documented how the incipient infection anslibsequent decline and final
death.

“The long term solution is to isolate the gene thavijoles the subject’s immunity
and through gene therapy, treat everyone on Eartlvel e of the foremost labs
already at work on this and though | dislike making presisi we should be able to
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start mass treatments within nine months.” Sally pausést this sink in, for the
implications were obvious.

“Do we have time for this?” the ambassador from Chika@s‘Will the plague not
kill us all before then?”

“It won't kill us all in that time period,” Sally repd then added, “just tens of
millions of us.” That put the room in dead silence, sowhnt on, “It's true many will
die, but in the long run, humanity and civilization via# saved. If we didn’t have this
avenue available to us I'm sure there’'d be so few survitlaat in a few years humanity
would be back to roaming in bands and living off the land.”

“But you made a vaccine for yourself from the tissuethefsubject, why could you
not just do that now instead of waiting for gene tpgr@ become viable?” the Russian
President asked.

“Because it would be harmful to Elvis...the subject. aketenough tissue to make
more than a few score doses of vaccine at a timeally %as saying when interrupted
by the Russian again.

“You could get more than you are saying, though.” It waai@sent, not a
guestion.

“Yes, but | can only extract so much without killing hiiorking within those
guidelines | could treat a few selected persons a month.istivoy we need the gene
therapy.”

The Russian asked, “Hypothetically, how many doses cautbtained if you were
to...sacrificethe subject?”

Sally blanched, but recovered enough to answer, “Faméle long run than if we
kept him alive. It would be foolish to eliminate the onhokvn immune subject just to
vaccinate a few hundred people at once.”

“If one person’s immune maybe there are others?”

“Undoubtedly there are, but there is no simple watgsb for them until we've
isolated the gene.”

President Logg spoke, “Sally, no one wants to harm gobject..Elvis you said
was his name? We’'re all humane, moral people hers.Véice was smooth as oiled silk
as he continued, “But just for argument’s sake, how looglavit take for you to create
enough vaccine from this boy, without harming him, to immeieizeryone in the august
body gathered in this room?”

“It would take two, maybe three months doing a dozen oratveotime,” Sally said.

The room was quiet, and as Sally looked to President leggodded imperceptibly
which indicated she was no longer needed so she said,Kbar?

There was a polite round of applause as she gathereddeess @ad stepped back
from the lectern. From his seat on the podium, Pessilogg thanked Singh for her
invaluable assistance. She acknowledged him with a nod, theéa for the door.

There was silence for a second after the door clurtkeéidoghind her, then the
president of Russia pressed a button on the arm of histbhtindicated he wished to
address the group, and President Logg invited him to the podium.

Andre Kropotkin gripped the sides of the lectern, leanedti@anicrophone and
said, “To all the esteemed excellencies gathered heag,that it is obvious that the most
important, vital, and essential people in the worldgathered here in this room and that
if we can all be protected immediately through saan§chis Elvis person, I'm willing
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to endure that consequence. Without us, there will be aghabs world. We can award
special honors to the memory and deeds of this wondenfsbpevho made a noble
sacrifice. Besides, the search for a genetic soluaorcontinue whether this boy is alive
or not..”

It was resolved unanimously, that Elvis would be dissetciguiovide an immediate
vaccine for everyone present.

President Lincoln Logg called for order then announced b&i. | will procure the
subject from Dr. Singh. Our aides can work out the detaithe mean time.”

And so it was that a common peril brought all the lemdéthe great nations of
Earth together in a rare show of harmonious and totg@ation.

* k k%

Camp David, Maryland/The next day

The president had the Justice Department investigateisf liad any legal rights.
“Hell, I reckon that boy might not even be considesadEarthling,” Logg had said to the
attorney general.

The angle that the attorney general came back witltheasince it could not be
proven that either of the boy's parents had been toiarth, in accordance with the
Omnibus Space Commerce Act of 2033, he was to be clasgifigitba with absolutely
no rights at all. This made it legal for the governntergeize Elvis.

President Lincoln Logg was a cunning man, who had not failedtice Sally’s face
turn ashen at the conference when the Russian presatmduired about sacrificing
Elvis to make vaccine. She would never wittingly give g To throw her off guard he
called Sally personally and blew smoke up her ass by teinghhat the world leaders at
the Euphorion Conference had been moved by her preserdatiamad voted to
faithfully follow her advice in their plan of action.

Only a few hours after calling her, he had contrived wieathought was a
believable ruse that would get the boy away from heafabonto his turf. The idea had
leapt full blown into his mind when his personal secretad/inentioned that he was to
attend the inaugural launch of the U. S. Skyforce'statpace frigate.

Sally was surprised when she answered her phone and heardsiaent on the line
for the second time that day. “To what do | owe thedn@f another call?” she asked.

“I remember you saying how your boy Elvis likes space shpscamputers and
what not, so | thought y’all might like to be on handttee inaugural launch of the
William J. Clinton..it’s the fastest and longest range space ship ever drigkeitdking
off from the Dover Aerospace Base just a hop, skid,aajump from the U. of D.
Whaddaya say?” he asked. “You both could stand to get ¢l&olab...I’'m going to be
there and I'd love to meet the boy. I'll send a limo you. You'll be my honored guests
and have dinner with me.”

“Sure,” replied Sally. Sally was delighted, not only hael tfiost powerful people on
Earth adopted her advice, but now she was to be the dustPresident of the United
States.

* % % %
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Dover, Delaware/Two days later

When Sally and Elvis arrived at the Dover Aerospace Bls®gy with 10WA40,
security personnel took Elvis and the android in hand, sayaywbuld show them to
rooms reserved for them in the guest quarters, whiled@msiogg’s personal secretary
showed Dr. Singh to the anteroom out side the offieethe president was using while
on the base, and offered her a chair. The secrettdpaem at a desk and said, “The
president is meeting with his chief of staff. He’'ll ju& a few minutes, then he’ll see
you.”

In the bathroom of the office, President Logg was reaglgimself to meet with
Sally. Since Elvis was probably already being shovedarttelicopter, he needed a story
to tell Sally about how something unfortunate had just haggbemElvis in the short time
since they arrived. Something she would believe so shefulwegking with the
government. Logg practiced several lies, letting thethofbhis tongue so he could
judge which were the most believable as he talked intanthver, “I'm truly sorry Sally,
he’s just vanished. We have no idea where he’s gdfenw Lincoln thought, then he
cleared his throat and said, “Sally, I'm truly sorry, bdorklift ran over boy as he was
walking and turned him into a grease-spot. We disposed abitiy already to save you
grief,” the president said into the restroom mirronasat beaded up on his forehead as
he strained to put integrity into his expression.

He was interrupted by his chief of staff, Wendell Simmbumssting into the
bathroom without knocking.

From where Sally sat, she heard a barely audible csatven coming through the
door from the office, but it was not loud enough for leennderstand what was being
said. When the secretary excused herself to go dowmath the powder room, Sally
stepped briskly, but quietly, across the room and put he¢o¢he door.

“God damn it, Simmons, you're my chief of staff and pest when | say something
needs to be done, you see that it gets done. Novdéwe my part and gotten that dot-
head doctor to bring that freak onto a military base reviae can control him, and now
you tell me he’s disappeared?”

“Yes, sir. Vanished.”

“For Chris’sakes! They've only been here for a quantarr. How does some half-
wit space brat give the slip to the United States Aeopesparce?” the president barked.

“Well the guards escorting the boy to the heli-pad wetgnrecisely Aeorospace
Force personnel sir, they were operatives of the #ggdium we hire to take care of
lower echelon security concerns...”

“You mean Rent-A-Cops?” Logg was livid. “This is only twely hope for mankind
against this here alien plague, and you call it lowerleoRelesus help me.”

“You said to keep it low profile, and | thought it would spdark Singh if we had
the heavies playing bellhop to the boy. It's not my fdukias just following your
instructions.” A veteran mandarin, Simmons was unfazetthdypresident’s vitriol.

The president snarled, “The plan was to separate $ioghthe boy, then put the
boy on a helicopter and fly him to Washington, where thgkies have a doctor waiting
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to carve him up like a Christmas ham. Now we don’t knowre/kiee hell he is. Find
him. Try not to kill him yet. Just immobilize the son dbiech and get him to the lab in
the Russian embassy.”

Singh moved away from the door with revulsion. Not atlyvhat she had heard, but
at herself for not seeing this betrayal coming. Withwaditation Sally left the room to
begin searching for Elvis — at least she knew he wasbte. She almost cracked a
smile when she thought of how typical it was for Elio disappear like that.

But he was innocent of knowledge about the type of eviesgmted by the president
and his ilk. So he was in danger and probably didn’t kno®ailly realized she truly
loved him as she hurried down the corridor and exited ig@tinlight, running across
the tarmac towards where the spaceship was housed.dfwias somewhere Elvis was
likely to go, it would be to a spaceship.

* k k%

After Dr. Singh and Elvis had been separated, the twalgwaalked with the youth
between them on their way to the helicopter, with 10V&dlowing slightly behind. As
they walked, the youth fell back to join the robot, batsiElvis followed behind the
guards keeping exact pace with them, they thought nothing of i

As they passed the hanger housing the new space shipgetheand said to the
other, “Hey, ain’t this where they keep that fancy new sship they're getting ready to
launch?”

“It's ready to go except for them supplies on thosegpalive just passed. And when
they’re loaded in a few minutes, it'll be ready to geaid the other guard knowingly.

While the two guards continued to walk and converse, #tigintion had not been on
the android and youth following them. 10W40’s energy packldeeen somewhat
depleted, so when it had detected the presence of dyeebot maintenance locker on
the pallet of supplies, it exited the procession and faldetf into bay one and tapped
into the self-contained fusion charger. Elvis climbedent to his artificial companion.

By the time the two guards noticed their charge was ngskie was already out of
sight.

* k% %

While Sally Singh was arguing with a guard to let her theohanger, one of his
cohorts called their supervisor. In less than a minusegra but calm man in a black suit
with a wire running into his ear said, “Dr Singh? The preagigelooking for you. Please
come this way.” Then he mumbled something into his lggated his hand on her
elbow to direct her and politely escorted her back t@mthee she had just fled.

Lincoln Logg stood in greeting as she was escorted infprégence, and putting on
a look of sympathetic concerns said sincerely, “Sdlty,ttuly sorry, but the boy, Elvis,
has just up and disappeared. | have no idea what mighhbapened, but | have the
whole base looking for him, for | want to find him justrauch as you do.”

Instead of denouncing him for his foul intentions, Saltydgavn and kept a pleasant
face. She could not afford to tip her hand and losenheadvantage she had over this
man.
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Logg looked intently into her eyes. “Do you know where dear boy is,” he said
with exaggerated concern.

“l didn’t know he was missing. As far as | knew he wabddaken on a tour of the
facility,” she said calmly. Sally felt totally hel@s. Once Elvis was found he would be
sacrificed. She could only play for time and try to fardopportunity of some sort.

The president’s phone rang and he picked it up and listenedkit, then broke into
a broad smile. Covering the mouth piece, he looked Ity &ad said, “One of my people
reporting in. They think they’'ve found the boy.” He themiMeack to the phone and
continued listening, then said, “Wait until you hear froe’m

He hung up the phone and said, “That was Simmons, myahsaff. He calls to
report that mission control reports that Yéliam J. Clinton’son-board sensors report a
human life form where none should be — so we can pretusis our Elvis.”

“Yes, I'm so glad we’ve located him. But what now?” shesw@e nonchalant soul of
insouciance as she locked eyes with Logg.

Without hesitation Logg asked, “Would you try and convince toircome out? That
way we won't have to delay the launching of the new shipridgading the hold. And
heaven forbid, that the boy might come to any harm bysimgsvith the wrong
thing...theClinton is a warship, after all.”

His sugar sweet approach was transparent, but shedrepieerely, “Of course I'll
need to go and see him face to face.” Once aboard, gi imid an opportunity, even if
only slim, to effect an escape. But she had to be hithto rescue him. “Let me go in
the ship alone...he spooks easy...and | will get him to comé out

And if they couldn’t escape, if he was going to be kib&eé would give up her life
too. So holding onto the hope of escape for the pair af,tebe went along resolutely
with a half dozen Skyforce M.P.’s, followed by a brat&ecret Service men, to the
hanger housing th€linton.

Back in the office, the president reclined in the sitv&ir and took a
congratulatory puff on a cigar as his chief of staff camte the room.

“I was listening. What's to stop the pair of them frorstjtlying off in the space
ship?” Simmons asked acidly.

“Relax, Wendall,” the president said. “I've got ironclad@snces from the geniuses
that designed that ship that no one can activateliowita secret special access code —
it's controlled by advanced artificial intelligence. Yjust can’t jump in one and fly it
like it was one of those old time airplanes. Evemihsone could crack the code, that
ship is too complicated for a human to operate it. Theltg we spent twelve billion
dollars to develop the next generation of android pilotsd. those things won't be put
on-board until the last minute.”

* k k%

Inside the compartment of the maintenance locker, Elaisched asleep at 10W40’s
side. The slight vibration of the automatic data updat,the ship’s computer
performed every time a piece of equipment was dockeckifotiker, was a lullaby to the
youth leaning against 10W40'’s plastic casing. The familiar arohozone as the android
recharged was a tonic to the youth. The ship’s computrmasg that the android in its
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maintenance locker was one of the pilot androids deslidor that particular ship,
downloaded all pertinent information and codes forGheton’s maiden voyage.

It had been comfortingly quiet inside the ship’s holdhvlvis snoozing while his
digital alter ego was in standby mode, but the racletabcompanied the opening of the
main hatch jolted him awake. This was followed by humamds, which normally the
youth would have ignored, but he recognized the voiceeobtie person who had
managed to touch his humanity.

“Elvis, come out dear. | want to play yum-yum with yowfiich was the name Sally
had given to the act of fellatio. Elvis exited the lockefore 10W40, then the android
terminated the maintenance cycle and followed him.

“Can we play yum-yum now?” Elvis asked

“In just a minute, first we have to shut the hatchgtlyssaid. “Do you know how to
do that?”

Elvis turned to 10W40 and began to vocalize a series ékddind static sounds that
the android heard as digital code, and it answered ¢ Kine exchange lasted less than
ten seconds and the youth turned to Sally and said, “10Ved(mwgrammed with the
access codes and operating instructions for the ship. hitaldo close the hatch.” They
heard a great disturbance from outside the ship in thesctinat ensued when the M.P.’s
and Secret Service agents saw the hatch unexpectedtytbaedpse. But none were
quick enough to enter the ship before the hatch shut.

When President Logg was informed, he launched into alsgatal paroxysm as he
railed at his chief of staff, “God damn it, Simmons! Hdid they close the hatch without
the codes? Now we're going to have to go through a bigabtdeget them out of there. |
can't believe that little bitch doctor double crossed ke that! We’ll probably have to
postpone the inaugural launch...very costly to nationatge The world is watching,
and its leaders are counting on us to deliver this boy upestaw squeeze the antibodies
out of him.”

“We can't afford to take drastic action, for we dare nohage either the ship or the
boy,” Simmons said.

“This is too much. | might as well go back to Minnesotd hang up my law shingle
again,” Logg said. “At least there’d be less chance dingeinfected out there.”

“You're sure they can't take off in that thing?” Simmaasked.

“Abso-fuckin’-lutely, according to the brainiac douche bage \@hsigned the thing.
They swear there’s no way to operate the ship with@uaticess codes or the specialized
androids. This thing was designed to foil all of our potéerti@mies: Greenpeace, Al
Qaeda, The Mexican Resistance League, all of them...” pagged for breath.

“Then how'd they close the hatch?” Simmons asked.

“Shit!” Logg said, beginning to suspect that things wererb@gg to go terribly
wrong.

Inside the control room, Sally fulfilled her promisepiay yum-yum. After reaching
the apex of their game, Elvis pulled Sally down to therfl yanked down her khakis,
mounted her like a stallion, then drove her acrossabm until her head was butting
against the bulkhead and he’d exhausted, with extreme urdawttyhis and Sally’s
amorous reserves.
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No more than a very intense five minutes had elapsed,gdwhich she’d forgotten
their peril, but she was brought back to reality by théfled sounds of pounding on the
hull. Pulling up her pants she fastened them and said,dlaaeh to see you too, but we
have a situation to deal with.”

Elvis laid on the deck looking at her uncomprehendingly -violis to the
machinations and designs swirling about him. He asked, “Wnitisin?”

“We need to get out of here.”

“You mean leave the ship?” Elvis asked by way of a reply.

“Yes, but more so. We need to get out off of this base.”

“We could take the ship?”

“Can we do that?”

“Sure, that would be fun.”

“Then let’s get out of here before they break outdinging torches.”

“What destination should | specify?”

“It doesn’t matter where, we just have to get outereli’ Seeing that Elvis was yet
to get his mind around this sort of imprecise thinking, she addetls go to Jupiter.”

“Where on Jupiter.”

“In orbit about it’s equator.”

That did the trick for Elvis turned to 10W40 and once again begavocalized
digital transfer.

By this time the president himself had arrived at thegaaand had taken charge of
the crowd of security guards, Secret Service agents, aridr&y. P.’s. He was
directing them to attach the cable from a winch tohueh in order to force it open,
when several electric motors whirred into life abovertlaad the roof of the hanger
began emitting a metallic screech as it retractea/insections until there was nothing
but blue sky above.

When the ship’s engines began to hum in their warm-ule cye chief engineer of
the project began frantically urging everyone to vatatebuilding, “You don’'t want to
get hit with a blast of plasma exhaust. It's a ternkégy to die.”

Everyone scrambled out of the building and rushed to thengroontrol bunker.
Once inside, the president started kicking inanimate okgectdambasting the chief
engineer as they watched the ship slowly rise straighntipit was a hundred feet or so
above the ground. “Call missile control, we got to shbdown! We can't just let them
take off in this thing...”

TheWilliam J. Clintonglimmered brightly for a second then disappeared frgiut si
“What’'s happening now?” Logg exclaimed.

“The plasmonic field that renders the ship invisibleitfhtsand radar has been
activated,” the chief engineer said. “There’s no wagttoot it down now with the
cloaking field engaged. For all we know, the ship may ledready left the Earth’s
atmosphere.”

Logg sputtered but could not speak as he tore the froheadrgineer’s shirt off
then commenced slapping him with abandon.

As Elvis and Sally reclined in one of the ship’s lounglesy watched Mars going by
the observation port and talked about what they mighhatigly do besides just flying
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around the galaxy forever. Sally had adopted Elvis’s halmibbfvearing clothes aboard
ship. Now she was pregnant and wanted a home on solid gewerdif it wasn't Earth,
so they'd decided to return to the mining colony where Higs been born. They were
both immune to the Euphorions, so they could live thetigout fear, and if their child
was not born with a natural immunity, Sally could vaate her with a small donation
from Elvis.

On the mining base, there was still shelter and life sippfoastructure in place.
10W40 had been in contact with the computers who were mawgttre situation back
on 37 Jemima and all systems were still functionalud¢fm on standby, and there were
supplies enough to keep a family of humans alive for agekirAtineir fancy new ship,
they could make the trip in a fraction of the timet tthe plodding ore freighter had
carried Elvis to Earth.

“What about those people back on Earth that we wergydoihelp?” Elvis asked
Sally.

“Humanity will survive, thanks to your tissue samplesntde the genetic labs,
there’ll just be a lot fewer of them. Maybe we’ll déeito return to Earth once things
have run their course and see how humanity fared.”

Back on Earth, in the police impoundment lot in New&&laware, the sun baked a
delivery truck that had been seized when the driver had foeléed over for a traffic
infraction. The unfortunate driver had smoked a joint erdiinds and when stopped,
the officer mistook his erratic behavior for symptomshef notorious alien infection. So
the driver was arrested and quarantined under the Euplfipand while he rotted in
camp, the tissue samples from Elvis perished in the bikemeat within the impounded
truck.
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