The Toymaker and the Generd
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The door burst open, and six armed soldiers entered the smal house. Two of them trained their weapons
upon the woman who remained seated placidly before her tapestry frame; the other four, each positioning
himsaf at awindow or adoor, held their guns at the ready.

"Whereishe?' demanded the leader.

"I don't know," replied the woman.

"You arehiswife"

"Nevertheless"

"The harder we search, the harder it will go on him when wefindly find him," promised the leader.

"Youwill not harm ahair of hishead,” she answered serenely, returning her attention to the tapestry. "We
both know that, so why do you make meaningless threats?'

"Then let memakea_meaningful_threat," said the leader. "If you do not tell me where the Toymaker is
in the next ten seconds, | will order my mentokill you."

He nodded his head, and five safety mechanisms were disengaged as five wegpons were aimed at her.
She waited seven seconds, then sighed and nodded.

"Where?' demanded the leader.

"Hell'sA-Comin'," sheanswered.

The leader ordered his men from the house, reported what he had learned, and returned to base.

* k% k% %

The bartender a the Devil's Lair looked up, and found himself confronting threetdl, lean men with cold
eyes and hard mouths.

"Whereisthe Toymaker?' demanded the closest of them.

The bartender shrugged. "Beats me. | haven't seen him for almost two weeks."

"Where was he going?'

"I believe he said Cagtell City."

The three men exchanged glances. Then the tallest |eaned forward acrossthe bar.

"If yourelying," hesad, "well come back and kill you."

"Toymaker!" said the young lieutenant into the speaker system. "Come out! We've got you surrounded!”

Thefifty marineswaited for aresponse.



"All right, men,” shouted the lieutenant after Sixty seconds. " Storm the building!”

Silent aswraiths, they broke down the doors, fanned out through the building, burst into a dozen
gpartments, rummaged through the basement, ransacked the closets, even clambered into the haot,
cramped ttic.

The Toymaker was gone.

* * % %

They found him, findly, hiding in the storage rooms benesth a church in Shangri-La, and they dragged
him before the Generdl.

"Very innovative," said the Genera pleasantly. "The atheist hiding out in achurch." He chuckled
gopreciativey. "Not unlike the deserter hiding out in the middle of a battlefield.”

The Toymaker stared at him and made no reply.

"Come, come," said the Generd. "Thereisno need to be sullen. | am not your enemy. May | offer you a
drink?'

"No," said the Toymaker.

"Ah, that'sright,” said the Genera with asmile. "I forgot. And of course you don't smoke, either. What
_do_ you do for amusement these days?

"I hidefrom you," said the Toymaker.

"So you do," admitted the Generd. "But, of course, | dwaysfind you intheend.”
"Next time you won't," promised the Toymaker.

"Of course | will."

"Well see”

"Maybe you won't escape again,” suggested the Generdl.

"Maybe | won't fix your broken machines again,”" responded the Toymaker.

"Then perhaps| shall break someof _your machines," said the General, unperturbed. ™Y ou have two
grown sons.”

"They aren't on Haven," said the Toymaker.

"That merely makes them more difficult to find," replied the Generd. "Not impossible.” He paused
thoughtfully. "1 think | would find the chdlenge stimuleting.”

The Toymaker remained slent and impassive.

Suddenly the Genera smiled again. "But why talk of such unpleasant things? We aretwo old friends. Let
us enjoy each other's company for afew moments before you go off to your work."

"I have no work here."

"Of courseyou do," said the Generd smoothly. "Y ou are the Toymaker."



"l resgned.”
"Y our resignation was not accepted.”
"That's_your_problem,” said the Toymaker.

" You_aremy problem," the Generd corrected him. "It seemsthat | must continually remind you of your
oath."

"| swore no dlegiance to the CoDominium.”

"| refer to the oath you swore in the name of Hippocrates,” said the General.
"l sworeto hed the sick," said the Toymaker. "I have never broken that oath.”
"Y ou break it every time you hide from us, my old friend."

"No!" said the Toymaker furioudy. "Thereis a difference between heding the sick and repairing your
mechines"

"They are both living things" said the Generd. "Living, _suffering_things" he added.

"When you hedl asick man, he becomeswell and goes on with hislife," replied the Toymaker. "When |
mend one of your broken machines, you smply send it out to break again.”

"They arenot _my_machines" the Generd pointed out calmly. "They are_your__ cyborgs.”

"No longer," said the Toymaker. "Now they're your machines, and | won't keep them running so that
they can continue pillaging and ransacking.”

"They are human beings, and they arein agony," responded the Generdl.

"If they were human beings, they would be dead. They are toy soldiers, nothing more, and | hope
someday | can make amendsfor helping to create them.”

"Y ou are sworn to eradicate human suffering,” said the Generd firmly. "They are human beings, born of
human parents, and | can assure you that their suffering is genuine.”

"So isthe suffering they cause.”

"They only carry out my orders.”

"I know."

"And | only carry out the orders| am given,” continued the Generd. "I'm asoldier, just like they are.”

"Dontinsult my intelligence," said the Toymaker. " _You_trainthem, you sdect their targets, _you
send them out on their missions of destruction.”

"Only after the paliticianstell mewho the enemy is" the Genera pointed ouit.
"That must be agreat comfort to you," said the Toymaker caudtically.
"Itis"

"And when the politicians get rich enough to make peace, do al the casuaties then rise from the ashes



and go back to the business of living?' demanded the Toymaker.
"Not until the God that you don't believe in deignsto take a hand in the game.”

"Wonderful!" smirked the Toymaker. "If you can't blame the paliticians, blame God." He stared at the
Generd. "Thetoy soldierstake their orders from you and you done.”

"| am starting to lose my patience with you," said the Generd irritably. "Calling them toy soldiers makesit
sound asif thisisagame. Let me assure you that itisnot.” He paused. "My cyborgs can stand up to
punishment that no norma human could take. Each of them surviveswhat tens, even hundreds, of norma
men cannot. That means when you repair one of them, you are not only saving _his _life, but the lives of
fifty or eighty men who would surely belogt if | had to send them on hismission.”

"I don't even know who you're sending them off to kill!" snapped the Toymaker. "Sergel Lermontov is
the Grand Admira of the fleet. The CoDominium reigns supreme. We are supposed to be at peace.”

"And, for the most part, we are,”" acknowledged the Generd.
"Thenwho isthe enemy?'

"It isnot necessary for you to know. Y our job is hedling the sick; mineis making the best possible use of
them once they becomewell."

"Arethey fighting men? Aliens? Who?' persisted the Toymaker.

"They arefighting the enemy," replied the Generd camly.

"Damn you!" snapped the Toymaker. ™Y ou haven't changed oneiotain al these years!”
"Nor haveyou," sad the Generd. "That iswhy you will hed them.”

"l won't."

"They arein agony," continued the Genera. "They scream for their mothers, they cursetheir God, they
claw weskly at their meta and their plastic and their flesh, they beg for asurceaseto their pain. Y ou will
protest, but in the end you will heal them.”

"So that each of them can cause the same agony to thousands of beings who can't be put back together
with transstors and computer chipsand artificid skin and bone?' said the Toymaker.

"What they do when they leave hereis no concern of yours," replied the Generd.
"1 will berespongblefor it."

The General shook hishead."_You_ will beresponsiblefor ending their pain. _1_ will be responsible for
what they do next."

"Y ou have much to answer for," said the Toymaker.

"Perhaps,” said the Generd. "But on the other hand, | didn't make them. | merdly found the best way
to utilizethem." Helit acigar. "And of course, they're only thefirst step.”

"I know," said the Toymaker. "And the stepsto come areworse.”
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The Toymaker nodded his heed. "I know the military. An army of virtualy indestructible, superhuman
warriorsis merdy a stepping-stone. The day will come when ahandful of truly advanced cyborgswill be
tied into computers and direct our fleet in battle.”

"What'swrong with that?" asked the General. "The awesome logic of acomputer joined in a perfect
marriage to the creativity of ahuman brain, the pair of them housed together in an impenetrable body --
the ultimate cyborg!"

"The ultimate machine of destruction.”
"Think of its power!"
"I _have thought of it," said the Toymaker. "That iswhy | ran avay.”

"It redly frightensyou?" asked the Generd, genuindy surprised. "It _excites me." Hesghed. "l am
dissppointed inyou; you _have changed over the years."

"Y ou haven't."

The Generd glanced at histimepiece. "'l would love to continue speaking with you into the small hours of
the morning, my old friend, but not fifty yards from here lie three young men who gave morefor the
CoDominium than we had any right to ask. It would be immord to let them suffer any longer.”

"Fix them yoursdlf,” said the Toymaker.

The Genera sighed. "I had hoped it wouldn't cometo this, but | think | must remind you that we have
ways of encouraging your cooperation.”

"Do your worgt," said the Toymaker. He shrugged, asif to display hislack of concern. "I can't repair
delicate machinesif I'm drugged, and my hand isn't likely to be too steedly if you torture me."

"I would never harm you persondly,” said the General. "After al, you are the Toymaker. We need you."
He paused. "But | might consider issuing an order to kill one Castdl| City citizen every hour until you
agreeto go towork."

"Y ou'd have an open rebellion on your hands."

"l very much doubt it," replied the General confidently. "Public executions cause rebdlions. Private
executions tend to be overlooked ... and these would be very private indeed, performed to impress an
audience of one"

"Then issueyour order,”" said the Toymaker. "At least the blood will be on your hands and not mine."

"It will be on both our hands," said the Generd. "Mine for issuing the order, yoursfor forcing meto do
SOl

"No oneisforcing you to do anything."
"I must have my soldiers back. Y ou are forcing meto take stepsthat | would prefer to avoid.”

"Y ou can avoid them," said the Toymaker. "Just let mewalk out of here. Surely you have other doctors
who can put your toy soldiers back together again.”

"But nonewith such skill asyours," answered the General.



"Then you'll have to teach them better, won't you?' said the Toymaker.
The Generd stared a him for along moment. "I have no moretimeto waste," he said at last.
"Then let me go and stop wasting mine.”

"Oh, no, my old friend. Y ou are here and here you will stay." He pressed a button on his desk, and two
uniformed men entered the room and saluted smartly. "Take the Toymaker to his quarters,” said the
Generd.

"A dank stone cdll?' suggested the Toymaker sardonically.

"No," replied the Generd. " A warm dry room with every amenity, including avery comfortable bed.” He
paused. "Four beds, in fact.”

"Four?"' repegted the Toymaker.

The Genera nodded. " The occupants of the other three beds are in excruciating agony. They cry out for
the help that only you can givethem." He amiled. "I will make no further demands of you. Y ou can cure
them or not, asyou choose," -- suddenly the Genera's face hardened -- "but | will not let you out of that
room _until_they are cured.” The smilereturned to hisface. "All your equipment isthere, if you choose
touseit.”

"Thisisinhuman!" raged the Toymaker, backing away as the two uniformed men approached him. "
won't be apart of it!"

The men each grabbed one of hisarms and began dragging him out of the Generd's office.
"I'll let them die!" cried the Toymaker. "I swear that | will!™
Then he was gone, and the Genera leaned back on his chair, enjoying the aromaof hiscigar.

"Y ou played your role very well, my old friend," he said at last with acontented amile. "Y ou're getting
better at thisdl thetime." He paused thoughtfully. "In fact, we both are.”

* * % %

A week had passed, and the Generd was standing outside the infirmary, peering intently through alarge
glasswindow as brand-new plastic skin was carefully being peded back from atitanium arm.

A stocky Mgor, wearing a security patch on his deeve, approached him, stood motionlessfor a
moment, then cleared histhroat and sa uted when the Generd turned to him.

"Yes?' sadthe Generd.

"The Toymaker has escaped, Sir,” reported the Mgor.

"It took him longer than usud thistime," commented the Generd.
"Yes, Sr. Wedidn't want to makeit too easy for him."

"And you'vegot atal on him?'

TheMagor grinned. "_Three_tails, Sr."

"Wait until he stops running, and then pull two of them back."



"Yes, gr. It lookslike hell be holing up in New Rhindand.”

The Genera nodded thoughtfully. "All right. Once you're sure of thet, sart the search for himin
Shangri-La, and seeto it that it takes us at least four monthsto reach him." He smiled wryly. "One must
observe gppearances at dl costs.”

"Yes, gr." The Mgor shuffled hisfeet avkwardly. "Sr?!
IIYS?I

"I know it'snone of my business, g, but isit redly al that important that we keep bringing him back
here?'

"Itis"

"But we've got other medics who can patch up our cyborgs at least aswell as he can.”
"Better," agreed the General. "He's been out of touch with the latest research.”

"Then what makes him so important?'

"To answer that, you have to understand his history. His specidty was microsurgery. Cyborgswerejust a
sddinewith him, though they were what brought him to our attention.” The Genera paused. "To_my
attention,” he amended.

"| ill don't understand, sir,” said the Mgjor.

"He has three exceptiond virtues,” explained the Genera. "Firdt, he's got an uncanny knack for
miniaturization. The smdler the microchip, thetinier the connection, the better heisat handlingit." The
Generd paused. " Second, he hates the military and everything we stand for.”

"That'savirtue?' asked the Mgor.
"Inthiscaseitis”

_"Gotit!"_ cried atriumphant voice over an intercom, and the medic that the Generd waswatching
withdrew an incredibly miniaturized device from the titanium framework of the cyborg'selbow. Heheld it
up in atweezersfor the Generd to see.

The Genera nodded his approval, then turned back to the Mgor.

"And third," he concluded with acynica smile, "'he makes the best goddamned bombs you ever saw.
Thisisthefifth timeweve brought him back, and thefifth time he'stried to kill me."

They stepped aside as the medic hurried out of the infirmary and carried the device down the hal, where
the Dentist was waiting to implant it in the mouth of a prisoner whom the Generd would be exchanging
later that day .

---TheEnd -- -



