DAVID BISCHOFF
JOY TO THE WORLD

No tidings of comfort and joy do we bring you merry gentlemen and ladiesthis
holiday season. Rather (bah, humbug!), we havethisirreverent japetoringina
new era. Praise the lord and pass the hard drive!

YES, | WASTHERE THAT fateful night, but on reflection I'm not sureif | was one
of the Wise Men or one of the asses.

Christmasis a Festive Timeto be in Cambridge, England. Christmas Crackers and
funny hats are digtributed at lunch in the University Library. Boughs of

evergreen and carolers make the medieva colleges, churches and streets ook al
the more ancient and picturesque. The smell of roasted chestnuts hangsin the

air like an echo out of Charles Dickens. Damp cold dancesin the fog on the

Backs. It had just snowed, bringing down the odds for a White Christmas at

L adbrokes Betting shopsto three to one, and | was damned happy to have awarm
building outside and a cup of cheer insde.

| sat at High Tableat St. Rumwold's College that night with colleagues, some of
the most famous computer scientistsin the world, esting swan stuffed with
snipe, comfits, jugged hare, duck, wood pigeon, pheasant, syllabub, spotted
dick, and findly awhed of the best Stilton cheese I'd ever tasted. A

different wine was served with every course.

| could dmost fed mysdlf widening, | ate so much. Anyway, the hard bulgein my
belt and well hidden by shirt and jacket was starting to cause me discomfort.

Jm Tilton from MIT was beside me, and across was Abe Zuckerman from CaTech --
old drinking buddies, both of them. They'd even gotten Steve Turtledovein on

the fun and he sat down at the end of the table ligtening in hiswhed chair,

snging "1t Came Upon aMidnight Clear” on hiscomputer. I'd flown in from

Sesttle two days before and had been having agrand old time of it. All very

odd, but | had my orders from on high. Check this out. See what's going on.

Then, make adecision asto what to do. Before | was acomputer scientist, | did
adintinthe Army, and the speciad skills| learned there served me well with

my new employer.

Stll, I couldn't help but feel gpprehensive here and uneasy about the

strangeness of my employment. | just hoped that we'd al been summoned to
celebrate anew knighthood or maybe some Cambridge University Frolics CD-ROM
hitting the market.

Thiswas, | was assured, a season that would be remembered here in Cambridge, a
Season that would truly kick off the new millennium in the proper manner.

Servants collected our cheese plates. The Latin benediction, "Dominusisto

discos benedicesat,” was recited and we were ushered into an ancient oak-paneled



room for coffee and port. The group's attitude was not of |ethargic satiation,
but rather twinkled with expectation.

Doctor Joseph Riventha and Doctor Mary Wheaton-Smith, head scientists of
Cambridge Computer Research, looked particularly spritely that evening, chatting
gaily with the guests. Riventha was wearing that damned bow tie of hisover top

of his college robes, the red tie hed worn to every single computer conference

in the States, dribbling liquor on it like nobody's businessfor half the night.

How the hell hed devel oped something worthwhile drunk or hungover most of the
time, no one was quite sure. Probably because of his partner, Doctor
Wheaton-Smith. My people in Seettle had tried to snap up Wheaton-Smith years ago
for "The Highway Ahead" project, flapping lots of green in her face. No thank

you, she'd said. She wanted to stay at Cambridge. Ladi da, and all that.

Not long after the coffee and port were poured, Riventhd was tapping at his
glass

"Ladiesand Gentlemen, if | may have your attention, please," he said. Asthough
he could hide himsdlf with that hideoustie! "Thank you dl for coming. As
promised thiswill indeed be amomentous evening and I'm so glad you could be
here with ustonight. However, the unveiling will not be here, but a our
laboratory. So if you would kindly procure your coats we will now brave the
English Winter. Oh and you needn't carry along the bottles of port. We've acase
of champagne waiting."

We got our coats handed out and were herded off.

Outside snow drifted down crystalline and soft, and the stone streets of
Cambridge seemed to hold eternity in agrain of now. There weretaxis lined up,
with specia security (Security men in Cambridge -- an odd sight if you ever saw
one!) selecting the passengers for each one.

Wéll, it was ashort ride, since the research lab was just amile out of town.

Nothing'svery far in Cambridge. But my cabmates and | agreed that we'd rather
have had our Christmas pudding amongst the traditiona bounty of King Henry's
S. Rumwold College than in the dowdy and drab Sterility of the Lab lunchroom.

We were herded into the pre-warmed vastness of the fluorescently lit labs.

We entered the main room, where the banks of computer monitors sat nestly
adorned with Christmas ornaments.

Trolleys of treats a ong with the promised champagne were whedled out, nor was
any pause taken in getting to the serious business of celebration before us. In
atrice, corks were popped and the bubbly was flowing, effervescent and
gpritzing gaily in the bright light brought to bear on the proceedings. First

rate French champagne. Crisp and sparkling, dry and cold on the tongue, an
explosion of warmth through the system.

"Mease," said the chief scientist, eyes awinkle and that damned bow tie abob



on hisAdam's gpple. "Y oull forgive meif I'm dightly preemptory inthis
business, but | would like to keep the drink flowing in thistime of greet
celebration. And you'll seewhat | mean in amoment. Dr. Wheaton-Smith --
perhapsit would be properly auspiciousif you would make the toast, sincein
the most important way you conceived this project.”

"Why yes, thank you," Doctor Wheaton-Smith replied. "1'd be quite happy to." She
raised her glass, and it caught the light in lustrous harmony with the glint of

her glasses. "To the world -- may it be free, may it be brave -- and may God
blessthis new twist upon the theme of sdvation.”

"Here here!™ and "Jolly good!" were the genera responses and | heard my own
voice chimeinwith a"Hurrah" or two. As soon asthe cries died down, though, a
murmur crawled through the august audience of observers. The metaphors must have
just sunkin.

"Good Lord," said Dr. Worthington, Head of St. Rumwold's. "Does this mean we had
alast Supper tonight?' He chortled gaily. "Now surely someone here will betray
someone!”

"Isitl, Master?' | said.
Worthington laughed uproarioudy at that, amost spilling hisdrink.

As soon as the Doctor marched back to the centrally placed computer console,
however, that murmuring ceased and it was sllent night once more.

"Ladies and gentlemen,” said Doctor Riventhd. "Meet "Project Jesus.™
Heturned and tapped two smple |etters.

Scintillation sparked across the computer monitor and powerful speskers pumped
out Handd's "Hallellujah Chorus.” In aspark worthy of Indudtria Light and
Magic'slatest SFX effect, the monitor blew into athree dimensiond verson of
some Renaissance Magter's painting of Jesus Chri<t, heavily haloed and holding
out hisrobed armstoward al.

"Greetings," sad Jesus, the face animating, mouth moving, perfectly synched
with hiswords. "Y oull forgive the divine metaphors, but what with these names
and the season, my dear colleagues could not restrain themsalves. | am the Jesus
Program and | am hereto save the world.”

Jaws dropped open. | heard a gasp or two.

| just scratched my nose, unbuttoned my coat and moved my shoulders around a bit
to get the kinks out.

"Well, maybe | exaggerate abit, but you'll get my drift in amoment or two,"
sad the graphic, eyes glittering and halo twirling gently and maesticaly
above Hishead. "Y ou see, what | redly am isadisk operating system, aswell



asanew form of computer program that isthe nearest thing to Al that my
colleagues can come up with. | am adaptable to every computer in existence now,
and can expand upon need. | contain knowledge, education, patience and love. At
the touch of akey, my accessors can use me to intercede with the largest and
most sophisticated computersin the world today, utilizing the Internet. | can
answer questions, | can bring information, | can unite the world in peace and
harmony. And best of dl -- | will be distributed free to the needy. The funds
earned by those who can afford me shall be used to manufacture computers for
those who cannot. | am a saf-regenerating and duplicating program. | can be
passed from person to person, computer to computer, adapting myself to the needs
of each individua or group who have accepted me. With my specia revolutionary
properties| can hed sick circuit boards and cure faulty monitors. | have every
language on Earth a my command.”

The haloed savior lifted two fingers. "1 comein peace to make peace. | bring
with my artificia intelligence the curesto hedl psyches and soulswith truth,
charity, knowledge and three-dee video games. | am the Way, the Truth, and the
Circuit that shall make this wounded world One.

"Amen."

The group just stood there, goggling for amoment. Drs. Riventha and
Wheaton-Smith turned and regarded us with satisfied smiles and gleamsin their
eyes. Thiswas not only revolutionary stuff, they well knew. If any part of this
program could do what they claimed it would do, not only would the world change
-- they would be as famous as Watson and Crick -- no, as lauded through the ages
as Newton or Eingtein, or any other great scientists. But more than that -- they
would win Nobel Peace Prizes and have conferences named after them and host
television shows and write bestsalling books and have amovie made about their
story.

I'd seen enough.

Inthelull of astonishment between the program's song and dance and the flood
of Q and A that would surely ensue, | pulled the Glock automatic from its
holster in the smdl of my back. Riventhd got it firt, right through his red

bow tie. | only got a peripherd view of the blood and brains dashing against
the neutral gray of the computer termind. | stitched each individud's forehead
with explosive bullets, "pops' of cartridges exploding rhyming with "plops’ of
braincases bursting. A quick clip change and black and white of dinner jackets
and evening dresses blasted into festive seasond crimson.

| stepped over aspasming body of aman for whom 1'd often bought drinks on my
company's tab and hopped to the computer console.

The Jesus Program graphic stared out onto this holocaustal scene, maintaining
His serene benedictory air. It may have been atrick of apixd, but | thought |
saw adlightly consternated |ook appear in His eyes.

| leaned over and kissed His cheek.



Then from my pocket | pulled the Depth Charge program on ahyper dendity disk,
dotted it, and keyed in the command. No crucifixion thistime --just awipe of
screen and the " Jesus Program” was gone. The DC program had arotor-rooter
effect, racing through the entirety of the mega collection of chipsthat

congtituted this state-of-the-art system and wiping every shred of code out, and
all records. I'd dready checked --thiswas the only copy of the JP.

The machines began to shake. Smoke steamed up from fissures. Little flames
licked up.

With remarkable aplomb and ease, | stepped to the scientists office, where dl
other records and such on the project were kept.

| pulled asmal grenade from my pocket and lobbed it. Seconds | ater, after
removing mysdlf from theimmediate vicinity, the areawas consumed in abal of
fierce dedtruction.

| skipped over the bodies, careful not to dip in any of the Christmas gore, and

ran down the steps and then to the street. It had been cleared, as per plan,

except for the black Vauxhal waiting thereto drive meto aprivate jet at

Stansted Airport that would whisk me back to the welcoming -- uhm -- gates of my
company in Sedttle. | got in the front seet.

"Damned Libyan terrorists” | said asthe driver accel erated toward my avenue of
escape.

He was aheavyset middle-aged Irishman, formerly with the IRA and now with afar
better funded organization.

"Yes," hesad, eyeing the flames that were beginning to gush from the shattered
windows of the building. In the distance, the sound of fire brigade srens

skirled through the aborted Christmas night.

No, Drs. Mary and Joseph, | thought glumly.

The world aready has a Computer Savior.

And heisajedous God.



