PAUL DI FI LI PPGSTI NK LI NESGYRO GEARLOOSE LOVED G nger Barks. Had that deeply
si mpl e sentence possessed nofurther clause or codicil, no qualifier or
anplification, all would have beenwell. Love, courtship, marriage, babies,

gr andpar ent hood, senescence, |ife-support, heavily nonitored institutionalized
death, and the survivors |eftarguing about what to do with the chi pped china:
the old, old human progressi onwoul d have fl owed |i ke hydrogen through the fue
cell of a new 2025 Wihan Panda. No headaches, no heartaches, no troubl esNo
story. So: Gyro Gearl oose | oved G nger Barks -- but she did not |ove him And
that essential |ack of reciprocal affection was why Gyro decided to
reinventtheir world in her honor.The day on which Gyro Cearl oose upended the
unsuspecting world in the name ofunrequited | ove began like any other. Gyro's
bed catapulted his | anky naked form nto the soft enbrace of the auto-valet's
capture net. Via an overhead cranesystem that tal ented apparatus deposited
himfully dressed at the kitchentable. The nulti-appendaged, radar-eyed

oi | -drunon-a-unicycle that served as hi schef and butl er brought hi m breakfast:
two dodo eggs with a side of mammot hhash. This repast Gyro consumned rat her
heedl essly, while having theol d-fashi oned newspaper read al oud to hi m by

anot her mechani cal servant shapedlike a | arge bespectacl ed green bookworm
Then, after getting his teeth brushed, Gyro rode his unique firecracker-powered
vehicle to his office at Happy DuckResearch.lnside his quiet sanctum Gyro's
desk quickly ventured to attract his attention."M. Cearloose, you have over
one hundred nessages awaiting your input. In orderof inportance, they --""Not
now, " conmanded Gyro, and the desk fell silent. Gyro tossed hinmself in

al ovesi ck fashion onto a couch. Reaching over and behind his head to
anend-tabl e, he grabbed a framed photo and brought it before his forlorn gaze.
Theportrait depicted a smling wonan whose delicate features sumred perfection
i nthe eye of this beholder. O an age with Gyro, dark-haired and lithe,

t hi stenptress was none ot her than G nger Barks. Shaking the frame |ike an

anti queEt ch-a-Sketch to realign the picture's intelligent nolecules, Gro was
rewardedwi th the image of a child, plainly an earlier version of G nger. This
was thewai f Gyro had first fallen in love with at age five, at a tine before
he hadeven borne his current nanme ....No one in the real world today is ever
naned Gyro Gearl oose fromthe monent ofbirth. For one thing a majority of the
anci ent Gearl ooses went extinct duringthe Age of Reason, victinms of
ill-conceived phlogistonical and ethericexperinments that tended to end in
fatal explosions. Those scions renai ni ngchanged their surnanmes shortly
thereafter in order to overcome a certain ditzyimage. For another thing, no
parents -- not even gadget-besotted engi neers --would nane their child "Gyro"
inthe multicultural early-twenty-first-centuryUSA, out of fear of having him
m st aken for a G eek sandwi ch. No, the onlyuniverse from which one may choose
to adopt the CGearl oose nane remains a fanmouscom cbook one. Which is precisely
where our own Gyro Gearl oose found hisalternate apellation. O rather, had it
thrust upon himLittle Gary Harnmon was five years old in the portentous year
of 2001. Andwhatever that year m ght have neant for the rest of Earth's

mul tifariouspopulation, for Gary it signal ed nassive upheavals. For 2001 was

t he year duringwhich Gary's nother abandoned the ineffectual and distant
Warren Harmon for | oveof another woman, and, consolidating her custody of
Gary, nmoved to Duckburg. The town of Duckburg had until very recently been
known as Los Gatos, California, an upscale ham et on the edge of Silicon
Valley. But late in theyear 2000, Los Gatos was purchased outright by the

Di sney enpire, flush withcash after the success of its |atest ani nated
feature, Disney's Golden Ass of Apul eius. (The conputer industry that formerly
provi ded much of the area' swealth and stable tax base was churning spastically
under the introduction ofcarbon-based buckytube circuitry, and CGovernor

Si npson saw the sale of Los Gatosas a fine way to tauten a sagging bottomline
in the state's budget.) Thischarnm ng, conpact town, not far from mgjor
popul ati on centers, suited Disney' splans perfectly: the corporation intended
to construct a monunent to one oftheir relatively unsung geniuses, a staff
creator for nuch of his |ife who hadyet managed to energe fromthe bl and
anonymty that cloaked nost Disney artists.The cult artist Carl Barks had been



born in 1901. At the turn of the century hewas still alive. And his work had
nore fans than ever. Starting in the late 1940s, Barks had jolted the basic
bori ng Donal d Duck printuniverse -- always a mnor tentacle of the D sney
octopus with about ten zillionvolts of creative energy. |In hundreds of

com cbook adventures over the nextthree decades, Barks added intriguing new
characters and dense backstory to theformerly one-note Di sney property,
creating a rich Benday-dot cosnps. Aided bysuperior artwork, abetted by hunor
and a sense of adventure, Barks succeeded inplacing his own uni que stanmp on
Uncle Walt's creation. Barks's work had beenreprinted and idolized now for
nearly half a century. Mtivated by a smi dgen of benevol ence and a heap of
self-interest, the Disney suits had decided thatBarks's centennial was tine to
build the man a nonunent. The Di sney inagi neers nmoved into Los Gatos. Under the
terns of their purchase,they owned every property in town, which the state had
first seized by enminentdomain. But the generous enterprise pronptly |eased the
bui | di ngs back to anycitizens and busi nesses who wi shed to renmain through the
transition. Wthintwelve nonths, thousands of workers had transfornmed Los
Gatos into a fenced-of fsimlacrum of Barks's Duckburg. Role-playing enpl oyees
were brought in tosupplenent the other, non-costuned citizens, the adm ssion
boot hs were opened, and Duckburg was in business, after a stirring cerenony

i nvol ving its hunbl eaged founder and a host of |uminaries. The Di sney drones
had even found sonme genui ne Barkses willing to rel ocate toDuckburg. Harry and
Norma Barks, with their young daughter G nger, were distantrel ati ves down on
their luck and happy to nove to a town where they woul d beconei nst ant
celebrities with a new hone and guaranteed i ncone. At the sanme time, the former
Ms. Jane Harnon, having reverted to her mai dennane of Greet, arrived at the
nodel conmmunity, |ooking for a new start. Wth herlover, Lorna Lish, and using
nmoney from her divorce settlenent, Jane Greer setup a ceram cs shop in
Duckburg. (Having successfully beaten the pitifullyineffective Southern
Bapti st boycott, Disney was now actively and openl yencouragi ng gay and | esbi an
participation in all its affairs, and so endowedJane G eer wi th nany generous
tax breaks and incentives.)And so it was that little Gary G eer-Lish was soon
enrolled with G nger Barksand all the other potential Junior Wodchucks in
Duckburg's school . No geni us was necessary to coin Gary's nickname in this
mlieu. Wthin an hourof the first roll-call, every one of his peers was
hailing himas GyroGearl oose. Gary's consternation, as mght be inagined, was
thick and weighty. Uprooted, friendl ess, unfaniliar with the basis of his new
conmunity, he reacted badly atfirst to the nerdy nicknane. One recess peri od,
as Gary sat disconsolately in the fragrant shade of aeucal yptus tree, one of
his femal e cl assmates approached him"l think Gyro Gearloose is cool," G nger
Bar ks said, then, red-faced wthenbarrassment, hurried off.That was all it
took. Gary was in |love.Over the next few nonths, as Gary ineluctably becane
nore intimate with thehistory of his chicken-headed humanoi d nanesake, he felt
hi nsel f growi ngconfortable with his new unshakeabl e name. Barks's Gyro was
cool. Unfettered by nmarriage or convention, brilliant,carefree, indomtable in
the face of disaster, Gyro was perhaps the one citizenof classic Duckburg with
conplete freedom As role nodels went, you could dormuch worse.|ln subsequent
years, as certain of the growing boy's own intellectual proclivities began to
mani f est thensel ves, rendering himsonething of a happilyasocial |oner, the
identification with Barks's creation becane conpl ete. So around about the tine
Gary Greer-Lish got his third virtual Ph.D. (he wasni neteen), he answered nore
readily and easily to Gyro Gearl oose than to hislegal noniker. And a few years
| ater, when he opened his Happy Duck Research i nDuckburg with a few hundred
mllion dollars deriving fromhis patents on aprocess that boosted the
efficiency of chlorophyll by two hundred percent, GyroCearl oose was his |egal
nane. As for G nger Barks, she had | eft Duckburg in their first year of high
school . Her parents had eventual |y crumbl ed under the pressure of being

per manent |y ondi spl ay, and had rel ocated to San Francisco. Cruelly, at just

t hat period whenGyro was becom ng mature enough to deepen his relationship
with his one truel ove, she flew out of his reach. During subsequent years,
despite Gyro' sconstant attenpts at forging closer bonds, G nger had remai ned



seem ngl yuninterested in Gyro as anything nore than an old chil dhood friend.
Nowadays, inher demanding job as reporter for the San Franci sco Exam ner

G nger sel dom evenbothered to punch Gyro's address into her pocket-pal's
e-mail w ndow. Gyro now planted a kiss on the glass front of G nger's picture.
The gl assfastidiously cleansed itself of his lip-prints, otherwise Gnger's
feat ureswoul d have been obscured by an overlay of such daily traces."If only |
could do something that would bring G nger back to Duckburg," sai dGyro
wistfully to the seem ngly untenanted room Not recognizing a comand
orrequest, his desk remained silent. "Even if only for alittle while.

Sur el yshe'd soon see how nuch | care for her! But what could | do that would
bemarvel ous and startling enough to attract her attention?"There cane a
tugging at Gyro's pants | eg. Looking down, he saw Li'l Bulb, hisHelper.Li'l
Bul b was Gyro's | oyal personal assistant. Approximately fifteen incheshigh
his formwas sinple: his head resenbled a facel ess Edi son-era pointedlight
bulb sitting in a knurled chrome collar; below that, a flexiblestick-figure
armature, feet encased in bul bous shoes and hands begl oved. Theseprimtive

| ooks, however, belied Li'l Bulb's astonishing features. Inside

hi smock-fil ament ous head (opaque, with a tronpe-I'oeil holo giving the

i I'lusion oftungsten-occupi ed transparency), buckytube architecture granted him
a processingcapacity of many, many terafl ops, the equival ent of severa

ol dti mesuperconputers. The titaniumrods of his body were packed with

m ni at ur epower - sources and sophi sticated sensors. The one thing Li'l Bulb
could not dowas speak. In this day and age where practically everything

tal ked, Gyropreferred silence in his assistant. However, Li'l Bulb's mning
was surprisinglyinformation-dense, and if necessary, he could always scribble
a quick note.Now Li'l Bulb's nessage was obvious. In response to Gyro's

pl ai nt, he was wavinga rolled-up comc he plainly desired Gyro to read. Gyro

t ook the book, which was one of the many reprints of Carl Barks's

dr akel yadventures to be found at various souvenir stands w thin Duckburg.
Overlyfamliar with such fare, Gyro perused it briefly, then said, "Wat's the
poi nt, Hel per?"Li'l Bul b whooshed his hands as if sinmulating flight. He
gestured in a waveryfashion as if portraying heat-distorted air. He shaped an
obvi ous bal | oon abovehi s head. He cupped his hands and then expl oded t hem
outward. Gyro scratched his head. "Are you saying | should fly a plane to the
desert andbl ow sonmet hing up?"Li'l Bulb slapped his indestructible glass
forehead in frustration, thensnatched paper and pencil fromthe endtable.
After witing two sharp words, hehanded the paper to his boss."' Speci al
effects.” Hmm" Gyro took another | ook at the comic. In one panel, Donald had
just been drenched in perfunme by an irritated Daisy. From his sodden, dej ect ed,
feathered self radiated thick lines indicative of exotic pungency.Gyro shot to
his feet. "Hel per, you're worth your weight in Einstei nBosecondensate! Now,
fetch ne ny hat!"One article of apparel the original Gyro Gearl oose was never
seen without washis hat. Some kind of yellow felt porkpie with black band and
upcurved brim itremained securely atop his brown thatch through whatever
chaos ensued, thanks toa handy el astic string running under his chin.Qur Gyro,
no stickler for imtating the appearance of his nanesake, went hatl esson a
day-to-day basis. The hat now bei ng dragged across the floor by aresponsive
Li'l Bulb clutching its string, although outwardly identical to theorigina
nodel , was in reality a special instrument devised by Gyro, and usedonly on
certai n needful occasions. The crown of Gyro's hat was packed withcircuitry
that could interface with his thoughts via el ectromagnetic conducti onand

i nduction, anplifying themin radical ways and bol stering his

natural creativity and geni us. However, the device was neurol ogically
ennervating to acertain degree, and Gyro used it only sparingly. Besides,
somehow the hat feltlike cheating. Even though it was his own invention, he
preferred relying onlyon his unassisted natural brain.If the hat hel ped him
wi n G nger, though, he'd gladly conpronise any principlesand sacrifice any
nunber of gray cells.Li'l Bulb reached Gyro's feet, and w ped inmagi nary sweat
fromhis brow Theinventor bent down to retrieve the hat. Placing it on his
head, he snapped thestring under his chin, thus activating the anplification



effect. I'mmediately, his face assumed a | oopy expression; you fully expected
Gyro's eyes to spin likethe cylinders on a slot machine until they canme up all
cherries.In an abstracted voice, Gyro addressed the desk: "Open new spec file
for ournanofab plant, production to begin immediately upon file closure.” Gyro
| aunchedinto a long recitati on of abstruse assenbly paraneters, term nating
theinstruction string with a final "C ose." He snapped the chin-string
agai n, powering off his hat, then renoved it. Warily, he slunped onto the
couch, hatcradled in his lap. Li'l Bulb hopped up beside him"Wll, Hel per
woul d you like to hear what |'ve just invented?"The automaton shook his head
no."Real ly? Whay not?"Li'l Bulb snatched up his pad and pencil and scribbled a
note."'Legal and ethical deniability.' Ch, cone off it! Wen have | ever
gotten us introuble before?"Holding up his left three-fingered, one-thunbed
hand as if to enunerateoccasions, Li'l Bulb began to count off with his right
i ndex finger. He reachedfive sets of four before Gyro stopped him"Ckay, okay,
but this time won't be like those. |1've sinply adapted an ol dtheoretical idea
for my own purposes. Have you ever heard of 'utility fog? "Li'l Bulb clasped
his head with both hands as if in alarm"Wat's wong with utility fog? An
evenly di spersed pernanent aerosol ofintelligent nanomachi nes about as dense
as the air pollution intwentieth-century L. A An anbient mist that living
creatures can breat heharm essly. Nothing alarm ng about that. And utility fog
could really behel pful. Say your car was filled with the stuff. You'd never

notice it until yougot in an accident. Then -- instant airbag, as the

i nvi si bl e machi nesprotectively swarm and cohere between you and the
dashboard! " Furiously nmovi ng pen across paper, Li'l Bulb finished anot her
note."' Wiy hasn't utility fog been marketed before nowif it's so wonderful ?
Wl |l ,there are all those foolish EPA regulations for one thing .... "Li'l Bulb

began to run in circles on the couch. Wthout warning he | eaped uponto Gyro's
| ap and grabbed a handful of Gyro's shirt. Frantically, the snall assistant
began to shake his boss."Helper, stop it! My mind' s made up! Nothing' s going
to go wong. |'veprogramred ny utility fog to nonitor GPS coordinates and
remain within Duckburgcity limts. And its effects will sinply be certain, ah
vi sual enhancenents. Besides, it's too |ate now. The assenbly instructions

i ncl uded i mredi at edi spersal of the first fewunits into the atnmosphere, with
self-replicationthereafter."Falling back onto the couch, Li'l Bulb lay on his
back wi th hands fol ded i ncorpse posture across his tubular chest."Ch, what a
nmel odramatic cl own you are, Helper! But by this time tonorrow, whenthe fog
reaches critical mass, you'll see that all your fears are unfounded."Li'

Bul b's unstirring attitude and fake flickering filanent somehow managed
toconvey i mense sarcastic doubt.Wen Gyro awoke the nmorning after his

G nger-wi nning brainstormhe first nmovedhis armtentatively, noting nothing
unusual acconpanying its passage through theair. Critical mass of utility fog
had plainly not been reached yet. Before hecould perform any further

non-i nstrunented tests, the bed, sensing his change inconsciousness, |aunched
himinto another day. At the office, all was as before. Gyro dealt with many
matters pertaining to theswelling fortunes of Happy Duck Research, |osing
track of tinme. It was only whenhis secretary knocked on his door, causing a
seated Gyro to |l ook up fromvariousinteractive displays, that the savant
realized his schenme had borne strangefruit.Each rap on Gyro's door produced an
acconpanyi ng vi sual phenonmenon. Aj agged-edge canary-yell ow splotch as
substantial and coherent as a piece offloating gauze materialized in mdair
near the door. Inside each splotch wasprinted in black the punctuated word
KNOCK! These mani festati ons | astedapproxi mately three seconds before fading to
not hi ng. "Come in," called Gyro. Above his head appeared an unm st akabl e word
bal | oon. A white oval roughly thesize of an unfol ded di aper with a dangling
curving tail functioning assource-pointer, the balloon repeated Gyro's words:
Cone in.Gyro got to his feet. "Ch, excellent." A second balloon materialized,
even asthe first was fading. Gyro wal ked quickly around the collection of
intelligentparticles. As solid to the eye as a sheet of vellum the word
bal | oon di spl ayedits nessage on both sides in readable orientation. The door to
Gyro's office swng open, framng Gyro's secretary, Mna Lucente, bearing a



tray fromthe conpany cafeteria. Today, to conpl enent herDai sy-Ducki sh

pi naf ore, M na wore robin's-egg-blue punps. As she crossed theoffice's tiled
floor, each percussive strike of her high heels was acconpani edby a spatter of
purple centered around a click proportionately snmaller than thel oud KNOCK! " M.

Cear | oose, | brought you sonme --" Mna faltered as her words appeared
i nquasi -tactile form above her head. Holding the tray one-handed, she covered
hermouth. "Don't worry, Mna. That balloon's not issuing fromyou. Wll, not

entirely."Gyro explained what he had done, his own continuous speech
flickering across thesurface of a single balloon as if on a tel epronpter, as
the clever utility fognaxim zed its resources. "Now, set that tray down and go
draft a press release.l'msure we'll be getting quite a nunber of calls about
this enchantingnodification to Duckburg's environnent."As M na was | eaving
Li'l Bulb entered. Confronting Gyro with hands pl aced oni magi nary hips, Li'l
Bul b regarded his boss sternly for a noment, then reachedout and snapped his
fingers. The snap was represented as a green bubbl e that popped out of

exi stence rather than faded. Gyro handed his assistant a pen and paper, and got
back this nessage: "You don'tknow how glad I amthat | cannot speak."Gyro
smled. "Ch, don't worry. The utility fog will soon respond to other

t hi ngst han sound. Just wait and see."WHEN THE MAYOR of Duckburg storned into
Gyro's office, he found the giddyinventor testing the linmts of the
unasked-for civic inprovenment. Uttering anyold gi bberish that cane into his
head in order to keep a speech balloon alive --the Gettysburg Address, pop
song lyrics, his projected Nobel acceptance speech-- Gyro was attenpting to

di scover the self-repair capacity of the utility fog. R pping big hunks out of
the floating speech display -- the ragged wei ghtl essfragments renai ned alive
for a few hundred mlliseconds in Gyro's cupped hands, their portion of print
war ped and distorted -- Gyro watched appreciatively asnew nanonachi nes swar ned
into the damaged area to repair the hovering textballoon. Seeing the Myor,
Gyro called out gleefully, "It's just incredible! Wthout nyhat, | can't even
recall all the routines | put into these little rascals, but Inust have
cobbl ed together sonme really neat code!"Already once retired, the octogenarian
Mayor Floyd Ranie was not generally anexcitable type. From 2005 to 2015 he had
had a flourishing career with Disney intheir Touchstone division, perforning
in such cinematic hits as Voodoo Lounge(2012), where he co-starred with a
geriatric Mck Jagger as one of a pair ofdoddering hippies intent on opening a
Club Med franchise in Haiti upon thatnation's ascension to statehood.

Pensi oned of f to Duckburg, he had won themayoral post in an uncontested

el ecti on. The Mayor's general |y benevol ent and somol ent di sposition, however,
had beendrastically frayed by an hour of watching his own speech -- and that
of all thefrantic visitors to his office -- come and go above his head. Mayor
Ram e hadnever realized how full of awkward pauses (indicated in the speech
bal | oons byt he conventional three-dot ellipsis), stutters, fragnments, and
sensel essinterjections his own unscripted conversati on was. Now t he Mayor
banged a fist down on Gyro's desk. Hi s action was accomnpani ed by adull brown
THUMP! , causing Gyro's desk to cry "Quch!", an exclamati on which
wassi mul t aneously bal l ooned in a square shape, indicating machi ne

speech. "Goddamm it, Gearloose, what the, urn, hell is going on here? Wuat've
you done?Er, does Di sney know about this? Is it sonething they, ah, asked you
to do? Wiywasn't | informed first? Do you realize it took ne, er, over an hour
to catch upwith your, um..press release?"Gyro smled. "No, Floyd, this is
entirely ny scheme. | thought |1'd bringDuckburg a little wel come notoriety.

Ti cket sal es have been off this year, haven't they? Ever since Ri oD sney
opened. M ghty hard for Uncle Scrooge toconpete with all those thong-clad
Carioca babes."Watching his own just-uttered words while simultaneously trying
to fornul ate newones was inducing a kind of psychic vertigo in Mayor Ranie

i ntroduci ng strangel oops into his neural speech circuits. Face flushed, he
groped for coherence."Jesus, Gearloose, | can't believe you thought | believe
you can't Jesus --"At that nonent the perpetually replicating utility fog
crossed a new threshol d, exhibiting a startling enmergent property. Mayor Ramie's
head caught fire. Wde-eyed, Gyro felt his jaw drop. The Mayor, realizing by



Gyro' s gaze thatsonething novel was occurring in the vicinity of his

st ubbornly unnodi fi ed bal dpate, reached up. Hi s hands disturbed the vaporous
nock flanmes, but of course hefelt nothing."Wat, what, what?" he
spluttered."Ch, it's nothing. Just that your head appears to be burning up
obvi ousl ybecause you're angry with nme. You see, | endowed ny nanomachi nes with
theability to nonitor human physiol ogi cal responses, including EEG traces.
They' reakin to mniaturized enotiondetectors, only rmuch nore

sophi sticated."Wth visible effort, Mayor Ranmi e conposed hinsel f, and his

crown of flanes di eddown. "So everything |, ah, feel is going to be made, er
objectively clear toeveryone?""Mrre or less. But let's face it, Floyd -- you
were never exactly what anyonewoul d call 'poker-faced' before now "Mayor Ram e

seethed in silence for a few seconds, until his accusatory glaretriggered a
new response fromthe utility fog. Fromthe vicinity of the Mayor's eyes twn
streans of tiny daggers flowed,inmpacting harm essly on Gyro. The inventor's

i nvol untary laughter was the | aststraw, sending Mayor Ram e storm ng out.M na
Lucente entered hard upon the Mayor's departure. Chewing gum she
wasacconpani ed by an orbital cloud of evanescent pink pearls, each

encapsul ating asmal |l snap. "M . Gearloose, |'m holding off hundreds of news
organi zations thatwant to talk to you.""lIs one of themthe San Francisco
Exam ner?""Yes.""Tell themthey'll have an exclusive interviewwith nme if they

send theirreporter G nger Barks to Duckburg."M na frowned. "Your old

sweet heart?" A giant glossy red Valentine heartmaterialized over her head,
then cracked into shards. "Very well, M. CGearloose!" Mna stamped off."And to
think I never even suspected .... Oh, well, it's all for the best.Things are
wor ki ng out exactly as | planned."Little did Gyro suspect that he might soon
have to eat his words. Literally.Preening in front of his office mrror, Gyro
congratul ated hinself once again. G nger Barks had entered Duckburg and was on
her way to his office. Her enforcedstroll through the Iiving-com cbook town
(vehicl es other than code-approved onessuch as Gyro's firecracker-nobile were
prohi bited within the metro-park) woul dsurely inpress her with Gyro's geni us.
During their interview, as he expatiatedat |length on his latest invention and
on his boldly adventuresone future plans, he would gradually direct the
conversation toward personal matters. By the endof their session, Gyro was
willing to bet, he'd have a date with G nger. Afterthat, it was sinply a
matter of time before she agreed to becone Ms. Gearloose. Gyro's door burst
open, hitting the wall with an inpressive orange THWACK!!'! | nrushed Li'l Bulb.
The lively small automaton was plainly very excited. Junpi ngup and down, he
poi nt ed backward out the door, then pinched the space where hisnose woul d have
been."What is it, Helper? Another |eak at the biorenediation plant? | thought
wefixed that for good."Li'l Bulb shook his head in the negative. He began

anot her m nming, then abruptlystopped. Folding his arms across his chest, he
conposed hinsel f patiently, as ifto say, You'll soon see. And see Gyro did. For
at that nmonent G nger Barks, eternal romantic icon |odgedin Gyro's perpetually
adol escent heart, re-entered his life. Not unacconpani ed, however. For
radiating from G nger's entire body were i nnunerable stink |Iines. The
nanomachi nes had out done their past creative efforts. The stink |ines theyhad
created were inch-w de wavery ribbons of various bilious
shades: di arr hea- brown, vomt-yellow, squashed-bug-green
fresh-road-kill-purple. Extending upward from G nger's anatony in varying

| engt hs, they resenbl ed aforest of sickly, current-stirred kel p. Gyro was
dunbstruck. The | ook on G nger's face did not help himto recover hisvoice

her beautiful countenance was contorted with anger. Wen she fixed herbal ef ul
gaze on Gyro, a small black storm cl oud appeared over her head, di schargi ng
tiny lightning bolts and thunder runbles."Gyro Gearl oose! | assunme you're
responsi ble for all this! \Wat the hell arethese, these attachments?" G nger
was unmni st akably di spl eased. "1 picked them upas soon as | canme into

town! "Gyro hesitated to name the display with its conventional rude tag.
"They're, um- fragrance notifs! | assune you're wearing sone kind of
perfune...?""Yes, of course. Calvin Klein's newest. Conpost. It's part of his
whol e ' WakeUp, Gaia' line."Advancing tentatively on his bel oved, disinclined



to sanpl e any odor that coul dhave provoked such an abundance of stink lines,
Gyro essayed a delicate sniff.Not surprisingly, given Calvin's fine
reputation, Gnger's perfune proved to bean attractive nel ange of subtle
organi c scents. However, sone esoteric chenical underpi nni ng nust have provoked
the utility fog's garish reaction."Quite nice," Gyro hastened to conplinment

G nger. "You snell like a summertomato. As for the, er, fragrance notifs,
they're just a small glitch in mycreation, | assure you. | have an idea! Let's
tal k outside. Perhaps the effectwi |l dissipate out of doors."G nger's persona

storm cl oud vani shed, and she bestowed a warm snile on herchil dhood friend.
Gyro hoped the snmile reflected personal affection, and notjust dreans of a
Pulitzer."Okay! | need to learn all about what you' ve clone here, Gyro. The
whol e worl dneeds to learn! | can't believe you granted me an excl usive!l""The
least | could do for ny dearest friend," Gyro said dashingly. He

not i onedt oward the door, and noved to drape an arm around G nger's shoul ders
asgent| emanly gui dance. But at the |last monent, he hesitated. Those stink
linesAs they left the office, Gyro | ooked back over his shoulder.Li'l Bulb was
doubl ed over in silent laughter, slapping his knee.Gyro wondered if he could
possi bly sneak back for a noment and kick his Hel per' sblank titani umbutt.ON
TH' S LOVELY sunshiny day, Duckburg was packed with tourists. Drawn by

nmedi areports detailing the unprecedented inprovenents to the famliar

Di sneyattraction, visitors had swarned in. The park enpl oyees and

Duckburg' sinfrastructure were hard-pressed to deal with the flood of visitors.
Li nes hadf ormed outside the restroons (from which structures, Gyro was
nortified to see,garish stink lines radiated in Hydran profusion), and al so
out si de the snackstands (from whi ch sinuous good-aroma tendrils, colored in
various ice-creanshades and equi pped at their tips w th beckoning fingers,
slithered out toolfactorily entice)."Let's stroll down Main Street," suggested

Gyro. As they wal ked past variousstorefronts -- including Geer-Lish Pottery,
now no | onger run by Gyro's twonothers, who had sold the business and retired
to Ariel's Palace, a floatingDi sney arcology -- Gyro recounted his inspiration

and the met hod by which he hadendowed vanilla reality with these

Li chtenstei nian bells and whistles. G ngernodded intelligently, recording his
words on her pocket-pal.CQut froman alley raced a stray cat being chased by a
| oose nmongrel dog. Thedog's yaps were concretized as steely BB's, while the
cat's hisses were a spi keycorona. Several feet past the alley, on a small

out door stage, the actress wearing theconcealing outfit of duckly sorceress
Magi ca DeSpell went through her accustomedact, threatening her bound captives,
Huey, Dewey, and Louie. To the amazement ofthe onl ookers -- and nost likely to
her own -- Magica's nystical gestures wereacconpani ed by actual spark trails
and fizzing lightning bolts. Shortly Gyro and his guest found thensel ves near
one of the village's mainattractions: Uncle Scrooge's Money Bin, repository of
the fabl ed Nunmber OneDinme. A crowd of several hundred people were gathered in
t he square. Gyro nowhad a chance to see how certain of the utility fog's
processing routines fullymani fested thensel ves. For instance: the utility fog
tried not to overl api ndividual speech and noi se ball oons, if possible.
Positioning a ball oon ideallyabove the head of each speaker, the fog would
only layer the balloons |ikenmultiple windows on an ol d-fashi oned conput er
desktop if individuals werecrowded together, such as now Additionally, of
course, |ouder noises and shouts produced proportionatelylarger displays,

whi ch perforce interfered with smaller ones. Quickly picking upon this,
children had begun screanming in order to overlay their parents' words. The
consequent deci bel |evel was al nbst painful.Gyro glanced up at a clock on town
hall. "It's time for the daily raid by theBeagle Boys.""As if | could ever
forget," G nger said. "Don't you ever wonder sonetimes, Gyro, what kind of
peopl e we woul d have been if we had grown up in a nornmaltown?"Gyro astonished
hinself with his bol dness. "Wy, | think you' re just perfect asyou are,

G nger."G nger sniled and said, "Thank you," with Gyro's words hangi ng
enbarrassingly inthe air between them Right on time a gunshot rang out,
acconpani ed by an unprecedented | eaden BANG , and the trio of masked and

st ubbl e-faced Beagl e Boys tunbl ed out of the MoneyBin, clutching bags of |oot.



But as they ran fromthe arriving Duckburg police, sonething new was in

evi dence. The Beagl es were surrounded by motion lines.In the air behind them
the runners left day-glo jetstreans, and their punpingl egs were hidden in

spi nni ng-prop effects, making the robbers appear to betorsos nounted on

car eeni ng wheel chai rs. Di sconcerted, the Beagles ground to a stop and began to
wave their arns about,as if to shoo curious encircling bystanders away from

t heir possibly dangerousappearance. Their arns exhibited ghost-replication
faint duplicates of theirlinbs traced the paths of their every novenent. Gyro
turned to G nger. The reporter with whom he was incurably in | ove wasregardi ng
Gyro as if he were a caged speci men of the bull etheaded Bonb Birdsthat Donal d
had encountered in "Adventure at Bonmb Bird Island.” "Heh-heh, quiteharmn ess.
Over a certain velocity and under certain enotional stresses, theseeffects
kick in, you see .... "Now the Beagles were arguing with each other. One began
to swear, and his cursewords were represented in his balloon by various
censorious icons: asterisks,whirlw nds, stars and such. A second Beagl e

deci ded that the show nmust go on, and he resuned running. Unfortunately, he
tried to continue the argunment at thesame tine, |ooking over his shoul der, and
thus inpacted a tree. Despite theprotection of his foam costunme, he fel
unconsci ous to the ground, and a flockof twittering bluebirds began to circle
his head."l need pictures of this!" Gnger said. "My camera's in the
car.""I'1l come with you," Gyro said hastily, wondering how he woul d ever
begi n hisromantic pitch under these awkward circunstances. Toget her, G nger and
Gyro reached the main gated entrance to Duckburg. Departingthe town limts,

t hey headed toward one of the nmany parking lots. They werehal fway there before
Gyro noticed sonething. G nger's stink lines still attended her."No," said Gyro
unbelievingly, "this can't be." H's words were pronptlybal |l ooned. G nger
stopped. "What's the matter?""The utility fog is supposed to be constrained
within the perinmeter of the town.No | eakage."Gyro | ooked back at Duckburg. A
smal I nechani cal figure was hastening throughthe gate toward them In a few
seconds Li'l Bulb had caught up with his boss. The assistant carried Gyro's
pocket - pal, which the inventor had forgotten whil ef ocused on i npressing

G nger.Gyro took the all-purpose device fromLi'l Bulb. H's assistant had

al ready tunedthe comunicator to a news broadcast:"-- solar flares of
unprecedented di nensions. All GPS satellites are out ofcomm ssion. The system
is not expected to cone back online for a week. Forfurther details, visit
--""A week," mpaned Gyro. "Wthout proximty constraints on their replication
theutility fog could fill the Earth's whol e at mosphere in a week! This is
awf ul ' What el se could go wong?"The answer to Gyro's rhetorical question was
not long in comng. For overG nger's head, a new kind of balloon had forned.
Nubby-edged in contrast to thesharp Iines of the speech capsules, its
connection to its owner made not with atail but with a series of bubbles, its
species was self-evident.It was a thought balloon. And it contained this
observation: What a fuckup! GYRO S WEARY HEAD | ay cradled in his folded arns
atop his silent desk. Suspendedabove the woeful inventor's noggin was a

t hought balloon filled with col orful graphic inmages: Gyro strung from a noose,
Gyro with his head in a guillotine,Gyro wilting under a hail of stones thrown
by an angry nmob of citizens. Some such fate, it seened, was very likely to be
his at any nmonent. For he hadfailed to stop the utility fog. And that m ssion
was the only reason he retainedhis freedom instead of |anguishing in sone
Federal oubliette, awaiting thetrial of the young century, followed, no doubt,
by public tarring andfeathering. Ch, the frustration, not to nention the
damage to his pride! And hehad cone so cl oseCf course, a cautious Gyro, under
the earlier influence of his m ndbooster hat, had engineered a failsafe into
the fog. A certain signal, broadcast on a certainfrequency, was supposed to
trigger instant shutoff in the nanodevices. And so,with mnor reluctance, as
soon as he verified that the fog had i ndeed seepedpast Duckburg's city-linits,
Gyro had sent that killer nessage. At first, allseemed well. But Gyro had not
reckoned with nmutations. Stray high-energyparticles fromthe sane solar flares
t hat had decommi ssioned the GPS satelliteshad also jiggered with the

guantum sensitive nanodevi ces. One percent of theinvisible critters ignored



t he shut of f command. That proved to be plenty.Consistent with Gyro's

of f-the-cuff estimate, during the past week the escapednanomachi nes from
Duckburg had contam nated every cubic centineter of theglobe's atnosphere up
to several mles high. Despite their earlynear-extinction, the fecund utility
fog easily filled all avail able niches.(Replication thereafter anong the
conmuni cati ng conti guous nanomachi nes, asprogranmed, slowed to replacenent
level s.)Wthin six days, the entire gl obe had been Barkserized. Not very nany
peopl e were happy with this. In fact, practically no one. The bulk of the fog's
pop-ups and hi-litings were surely annoying, yet easyenough to deal with.

Al t hough nobody really appreciated stink Iines, forinstance, signaling the

i nefficaci ousness of their underarm deodorant, theycould live with such

i ndignities, since everyone el se was subject to the sameautomatic insults. (In
fact, one positive aspect of the silent invasion was thatpersonal hygi ene, as
nmonitored by a partially functioning CDC in Atlanta,actually inproved.)

Per haps peopl e could even have learned to tolerate the trulyridicul ous
nmotion-lines that acconpanied the intimte actions of |ovenaking. (Wat had
Gyro been thinking?) But the one intol erable aspect of the fog, theultimate

i ntrusion, were the thought balloons. The same mind-reading circuitry found in
Gyro's intelligence-anplifying hatexisted in distributed form anong the
nanodevi ces. And all censorship filtershad been wi ped. Any thought that
reached a certain density of conceptualizationwas fair game for display, as
wor ds or pictographs. Husbands and wi ves, bossesand enpl oyees, sal esmen and
news anchors, diplomats and world | eaders -- allfound their formerly hidden
sentiments suddenly spotlighted for anyone to read.International and donmestic
ant agoni sns that would not be settled for decadesinstantly bl ossonmed. The
initial effect was sinmlar to worldw de attack by deadly antipersonne
bonbsthat left infrastructure intact. Streets and public buildings enptied as
peopl ehuddl ed at home (in separate rooms for each famly menber) closeted with
t hei rsuddenl y naked t houghts. And had nost of society's vital services not
been fullycybernetically maintained (Li'l Bulb's cousins, anthroponorphic or
not, had nothoughts they were ashaned of), conplete collapse of society would
have sw ftlyfollowed this nmass abandonment of the workplace. Wthin a coupl e of
days of the advent of this prosthetic tel epathy, a fewrakeshift strategies to
avoi d the thought ball oons had been devi sed. The highestlevels of the world's
many governments now functioned in airtight roons whoseat nospheres had been

cl eansed of fog by neticulous filtering. And since thedramatic yet w spy
utility fog displays could be dispersed with a sufficentbreeze, the few people
brave enough to nmingle took to carrying portable fans andbl owi ng away their

t hought s before they could be read.During this crisis, Gyro had of course not
been inactive. Spending debilitatinghours under his neuron-goading hat, he
strove to cone up with sone nethod ofdisabling the utility fog. But no easy
answer presented itself. His best plan --to rel ease killer nanodevices in
sufficient nunbers to eat up the fog -- wasinstantly and | oudly vetoed by
every world | eader. No one was willing to risk asecond pl ague possi bly worse
than the first. Today Gyro was at the end of his wits. Wacked by guilt --

whi ch mani festeditself as an inpressive yet weightless anvil atop his

shoul ders -- he probabl ywoul d have sinply quit by now, had it not been for his
smal | band of supporters:Mna, Gnger, and Li'l Bulb. These three stalwarts
had never been far from hi sside during the past week. Mna, seemngly
recovered from her heartbreak, handl ed all practical details, including neals.
G nger di spensed cheer, whilefiling report after objective and charitable
report to her newspaper, and thenceto an expectant and angry world. Li'l Bulb
hel ped on the technical front.Additionally, Muyor Rami e, designated the

of ficial governnent contact with thecrimnal inventor, visited often, bringing
wi th himblustery reassurances andencouragenents, along with invariably

i nnocuous thought balloons that testifiedto his essentially enpty m nd

(Al ready, there was talk of running himforGovernor of California.)There cane
a visible and audi bl e knock at the door. How | ong ago it seened, t hought Gyro
weakly, that first knock of Mna's proving his illonened brainstorma reality.
Gyro raised his weighty head, and the everpresent anvil recalibratedits



| ocation on his shoulders."Cone in."G nger Barks had | ost her stink lines. Too
busy to go hone and get her perfune,yet not neglecting revivifying showers in
t he Happy Duck Research gynfacilities, she no |longer triggered the utility
fog's repul sive iconography.Holding up incredibly well under the pressure, she
actually | ooked nore radi antby the day. Gyro | oved her nore than ever, yet had
never felt her to be furtherout of his reach. After that first harsh thought
had escaped her in the parking |lot, G nger hadbeen very careful to keep her

di spl ayed i nner sentinments scrupul ously neutral.This control could be

achi eved, but only by stringent acts of will nobst peopl efound thensel ves

i ncapable of. Prior practice with some formof neditati onappeared to hel p, and
G nger had indeed been practicing Tibetan visualizationtechni ques for many
years, ever since interviewing the elderly Richard Gere inhis retirenment hone
in liberated Tibet. The thought ball oon above G nger's head now conveyed her
pity for Gyro, a pitynore hurtful than scorn: Poor guy! He |ooks like he's on
his last legs. Thiscan't go on much longer ....Gyro pretended not to have seen
this thought. (Already, an etiquette involvingkeeping one's gaze | ow was

devel oping. Yet this tactic did not solve perhaps thewsrst feature of the

t hought bal | oons, which was often not being able to seeyour own. Gyro
under st ood sone peopl e now never |eft sight of an arrangenment ofpaired mrrors
that would allow themto nonitor their thoughts continuously.)Essaying a weak
smle, he tried to put a positive spin on things."Well, Gnger, |I'm planning
to go under the hat again within the next hour. lexpect this will be the
turning point. At sone point the solution has to cone, you know --"G nger

cl osed the door behind her and crossed the room Unexpectedly, she sat
onGyro's lap. lIgnoring his insubstantial anvil, she put her arnms around his
neck."Gyro, don't fake it for me. Do you know what you really thought just
then?' She'll hate me if | fail." | won't hate you, Gyro! How could |? I've
known yousi nce we were children, and you've never been anything but kind to
me. But thisinsistence on being the brightest, on being infallible -- ever
since el enentaryschool, it's made you al nost unapproachable. | never felt 1'd
be good enough forsonmeone who held hinself to such inpossibly high
standards."Gyro relished G nger's conforting touch. He felt sinultaneously
chasti sed andreinvigorated. "Well, you certainly see now |I'mnot infallible,
and so do |I. Asfor being the brightest -- sometines | think nmy Hel per is
smarter than nme!""You' re just human, in other words.""Uh, very," agreed Gyro
warily, sensing certain physiological responses toGnger's weight in his lap
Then she | eaned down for a kiss.For the next twenty mnutes, after the couple
nmoved fromchair to couch, theirthought balloons fused and di splayed a frisky
scene only slightly nore suitablefor i mmature viewers than the physica

reality of their entangl ement.As they were dressing, rather shanefacedly
keeping their eyes away fromtheirnow separate post-coital thoughts, another
knock sounded. Before Gyro could callout permission to enter, the door swung
open. Dragging Gyro's thinking hat, Li'lBulb trudged in.The usually cheerful
aut ononmous aut omat on seemed preoccupied, as if strugglingwith some inportant
decision. Every line of his sexless frane expressed innerturult. He brought
the hat to Gyro, regarded the two humans thoughtfully for amonment, then went
to a small | ocked cupboard with doors suited to his hei ght.Keying them open

he reveal ed a shrine. "Wy, Helper, what is this? | never knew --"lgnoring his
boss, Li'l Bulb kneeled down before a triptych displaying threeportraits:

| saac Asimov, Alan Turing and Hal 9000. In front of the triptych sata nodel of
the first printed circuit. Bowing his head, Li'l Bulb prayed silentlyfor a
mnute or so. In response, the utility fog constructed a hal o around hi spointy
bulb head. Finally rising, Li'l Bulb gestured to Gyro to don the hat, andthe
man did so. Then Li'l Bulb nmotioned for a hand up. Perched on

Gyro' sanvil -1 ess, sex-soothed shoulder, Li'l Bulb opened up a port in the hat.
He tookoff one glove, and it was instantly apparent that the port was neant to
recei vethe four fingers of the assistant. Li'l Bulb jacked in, and nodded. Gyro
snapped his chin string.Instantly, Li'l Bulb stiffened as if el ectrocuted!

Real snoke began to rise fromhis ridged collar! Meanwhile, Gyro's face was
under goi ng contortions worthy ofan exorcism G nger, horrified, dared not



interfere. Wth a concl usive, concussive POOF! both the hat and Li'l Bulb
shorted out. Theautomaton toppled fromhis perch, swinging lifelessly fromhis
still-socketedfingers. Wth great reverence Gyro renoved his hat with one hand,
cupping Li'l Bulb'sbody in the other.Above Gyro's head now flared a gi ant
antique light bulb, signifying a Really Bigldea."l never even thought to try
such a thing. He linked all his idiosyncraticprocessing power with the hat's,"
Gyro expl ai ned, "even though he knew the twooperating systens were ultinmately
and fatally inconpatible. But it worked. |know now how to deal with the
utility fog. It's trivial."G nger poked Li'l Bulb gently with one finger. "And
now your friend is gone forgood?"Gyro smled. "OF course not. I'Il just dig
out one of his spare bodi es andreboot himfromthis norning s backup. The
little bugger never could resistm|king humans for all the pathos he could
get."G nger flung her arnms around Gyro. "You did it then! You and Li'l Bul b!

|'"ve gotto run and file ny story now Don't go anywhere!""1'll wait here
forever for you, Gnger, if you tell me to.""Oh, it won't be that [ong!"On her
way out, G nger stopped in the doorway, turned -- and blew Gyro a kiss. The

larger-than-life wet glossy red |lips flapped across the room and

pl ast er edt hensel ves on Gyro's cheek with a smack! There were sone things about
this catastrophe he was going to m ss. The pride of the official D sney
spaceship fleet appeared to hail straight fronthe Tonorrow and of seventy-five
years ago, a finned rocket styled by Wernheryon Braun, fit only to top sone
antique witing trophy. But its | ooks were asdeceiving as those of Li'l Bulb.
Its fantasy shell housed the |atest inspacefaring equiprment and drives, and
the ship saw regul ar use ferrying richpanpered tourists to Disney attractions
as distant as Mnnie's Mars, HoraceHorsecollar's Helios or Bucky Bug's Belter
Bar. Now, however, the retro-1ooking, fully provisioned craft was about to

bl ast of fon an Earth-saving flight carrying only a single passenger. Mayor

FIl oyd Ram e of Duckburg. A safe distance away fromthe soon-to-be-unl eashed
rocket flanes, Gyro stoodwith his two friends, Gnger and Li'l Bulb. This

| ast - nanmed cal f - hi gh individual wore a mniature Chinese coolie hat atop his
pointy ultraglass head, strictly asa fashion nod toward the hot Florida sun
--an orb now obscured, but one whi cheveryone hoped woul d soon reappear, once
the massed utility fog fromall comersof the gl obe ceased to forma
dynam cal | y mai ntai ned white roof above theirheads. Rebooted into a new body
with no nenory of his last few hours, Gyro's Hel per hadsteadfastly refused to
admt he m ght have sacrificed himself for his boss inanother incarnation
even when presented with the sight of his own corpse. Furiously scribbling, he
finished his first postdeath note and passed it toGyro. Wth amusenent, Gyro
read al oud, "'Even Holy Asinobv never perpetrated such amaudlin tear-jerker
Gve it up!" Well, | think you protest a trifle too nuch, Hel per. But if you
want to pretend that you have no feelings for ne, that'sfine. | know what |
know. "Li'|l Bulb thunmbed his bl ank nose at his boss, then left the room In the
weeksi nce, the feisty mani kin had quite consistently carried out his duties
with anair of blase servitude that only nade Gyro snmile. Quickly follow ng his
revel ati on about dealing with the rogue fog, Gyro hadsumobned Mayor Ramie to
his office. Wien the bland and blustery fellow arrived, Gyro was happy to see
that his acconpanyi ng thought balloon -- despite theongoing |life-or-death
crisis -- reflected the man's typical vacuity, consistingnostly of an enpty
white canvas with some children's prinmer figures -- Dick,Jane, and Spot --
ronpi ng about."Mayor Ram e, how would you like to earn all the credit for
ridding Earth of nyaccidental plague? |I'msure that a grateful global popul ace
woul d I et you naneyour reward afterward."A puzzl ed expression occluded the
Mayor's features, and his thought ball oonchanged to a depiction of a shyster
trying to sell the Brooklyn Bridge to atube. "WII I, ah, be, er, alive
afterwards to enjoy ny reward?""Of course. The one catch is that you'll have
to stay in orbit for a yearfirst."Mayor Rami e pondered this proposa
monentarily, his exteriorized thoughtssynbolically represented by a slate with
the equation 2 + 2 = ? chalked on it.Finally he consented, saying, "It's only
because | trust you personally, Gyro."Genuinely touched, Gyro clapped a hand
on the Mayor's shoulder. The utility fogproduced a synthetic puff of dust and



a couple of noths, as if the Mayor'scl othes had been hanging in a cl oset for
decades. Wth the Mayor's consent secured, Gyro got busy with his sinple plan

a basicvariation on the Pied Piper fable.Above all, the fog was cerebrotropic,
flocking to individual loci of thought.All Gyro had to do was make one
anplified pointsource of thought that outshoneall others. So as not to
interfere with this fogseductive broadcast, the humanbait shoul d possess very
few of his own thoughts to project.Floyd Rami e matched that description to the
tenth decimal place.Wth Li'l Bulb's help, Gyro quickly cobbled together a new
versi on of histhinking cap, one that sinply radiated an irresistible
cone-hither to the fog.Once all the principals were assenbled at Disney's

Fl orida | aunching site, MayorRami e had been hustl ed aboard the ship wearing
the activated cap. The instantresults were inpressive.All the fog in the

i mediate vicinity began to coll ect above the rocket, form nga thought balloon
large as a dirigible. This massive ball oon depicted nothingbut two gigantic
wor ds: COVE HERE! The urge to swarm now radi ated outward from one nanodevice to
anot her. Even asthey gravitated toward the inpul se, they passed the baton of
conmand backwardsto nore distant fellows. In a week's tinme, every iota of
utility fog from aroundthe planet had collected here, or died trying. In their
amal gamat ed nmass, theynow fornmed a flat sheet spreadi ng above many square
mles centered around therocket. Thick as clouds, the fog allowed a |evel of
illumnation equivalent to astorny day. Standing at the distant m ssion
control, Gyro felt imrense satisfaction. Thesolution was so elegant it al nost
made himforget his initial stupidity. Nothingremined except to send Mayor
Rami e into space, taking the utility fog with him"l guess it's tinme," Gyro
announced. G nger stopped dictating her |atest dispatch into her pocket-pa

| ong enough tosqueeze Gyro's hand. "I'm proud of you, Gyro. You never gave

up. ""Maybe that quality of mne has its drawbacks. Never giving up on you was
what caused this whole ness in the first place.""Ch, Gyro, what woman woul dn't
be flattered that soneone | oved her enough torisk the end of civilization as
we know it to win her?"Li'l Bulb corkscrewed his finger at the | evel of his
tenpl e and turned away indisgust. Gyro and G nger kissed. Then, using his own
pocket-pal, Gyro triggeredthe |aunch. The i nventor had expected the rocket to
pierce the sem -living cloud, soarahead, then pull the fog behind it. But he
had forgotten the cloud sself-positioning routines. Seeking to maintain a
stabl e distance fromtherocket, the cloud lifted first above the needl e-nosed
ship as soon as it sensednovenment. As the rocket clinbed, the cloud went with
it as a cloak, as if itwere an enornous, message-inprinted, fluted silk
handker chi ef caught on the prowof the rocket.Soon the rocket and its conpani on
dwi ndled to a dot. Cheers erupted from happybystanders. G nger held up her
conmuni cati on device so that Gyro coul d make apublic statenent."Citizens of

Earth, | apol ogi ze profusely for the past few harrow ng weeks. Restassured
that the utility fog, lacking raw materials for replication in thevacuum of
space, will all die within a year's time. There will be no

furtherrepercussions fromthis invention of nine."But of course in between the
monent when the fleet of aliens announced theirproximty and their actua
arrival in the Solar System Gyro had had plenty oftine to revise his opinions
about the wi sdom of nounting a gigantic welcone matin orbit.



