How It Feds
By Robert Reed
PAULINE

My one day was pretty much greet. Alien possessioniskind of fun, redly! The Glick-Pick had been
orbiting usfor afull week, and the stories were seeping out about secret dedls being made with the
government. “ Cultura diffusion agreements,” sources called them. We would get fancy new technologies,
and the dliens got to rent human bodies. That's how the Glick-Pick |earned about new species, | guess.
Of coursewhen | heard that news, | was pretty much like everybody. Scared shitless. | kept imagining
these wormy things pushing in through my rectum, dithering up my spine, then building little housesingde
my brain. But actually that's not how the Glick-Pick work. Redlly, there's nothing gross about it. What
they do, they dip through your scalp while you're deeping. Eight or nine of them at atime, usualy. | don't
know why. But you deep right through the business, and if there's anything weird about your dreams that
night ... well, it's not their fault. They've practiced this stuff for amillion years. They're professonds.
Redlly, the diens know how to treat a person. Better than alot of the men I've known, | could say.

Anyway, after that first week, 1'd convinced mysdlf that there wasn't much to worry about. The odds of
being possessed weren't even onein athousand, | kept hearing. Which made it pretty unlikely that I'd
ever be picked, or that I'd ever see anybody who was.

But thething is. The Glick-Pick had athing for women.
More often than not, young women.

And who'd guess that their favorite young women were single ladies with a passion for body art and beer
and boys and parties and more beer, and sometimes waking up in astrange guy's bed?

Don't get me started. There'sreasons, and they're not your particular business. What mattersisthat they
found mewhere | was, and | never felt them get insde me. | was having some bad dreams—not too
uncommon after my kind of night—and then dl of the sudden, | was awake. Only | wasn't. Y ou know?
My eyeswere open, and | was seeing out of them. Down my ears came this half-choked snore from my
date. | could fed the sheets on top of me and something wet down under my foot, and that'sall I'm going
to say about that. But honestly, it wasn't me who climbed out of bed. It wasn't me who forced meto get
up way before dawn. That just never happensin my life. On tiptoes, they made mewalk around, dressing
mysdlf with last night's clothes—my dacks and shoes, and for some reason, his shirt. Then they felt my
pain, and because they're redlly good hosts, they let me take along pee before we dipped out the door.

For thefirst couple, three hours, we just walked and gawked. And | mean We. There were nine of them.
Each had aname, and | learned their names, except they weren't names like people have. | guess when
you don't normally have abody—when you're just abunch of impulses and opinions stresking through a
neura network—you don't need sayable names. But there were definitely nine of them, each withitsown
voiceessvoice, and it was the ten of usthat walked hard until midmorning, watching the people around
usand aways talking among oursalves.

| felt good. Redlly. Thelast few days had been pretty wicked, but they took care of me. It waslike alittle
holiday. When | got hungry, they led meinto this great breakfast place on Market, crowded and loud,
and | ate my fill of waffles and ostrich bacon, and then they put me back on my feet and out the door.

But | hadn't paid, | told them. | tried to go back, but they didn't Iet me. One after another, they explained
that the bill would be taken care off, that if the restaurant put in avoucher to the government, the
restaurant would be happy. Besides, everybody in there could tell | was possessed. That or they just
weren't paying attention.



And that's another nest, unexpected part of being possessed. People knew. Looking into my face, total
strangers could see that something was wrong. Was eerie, and different from other people, and intriguing
enough to make them stop and stare.

When | findlly dropped by my apartment, sometime in early afternoon, my roommeates asked flat-out,
“What'swrong with you?"

“Nothing iswrong,” my mouth said. But not me.
“Bullshit,” they said. “What the hell pills have you been edting, Pauline?’
“But you aren't talking to Pauline,” they heard.

Then the two of them laughed like crazy. “Oh, God,” they said. “Oh, shit! Look who the Glick-Pick
plucked!"

| took along shower. My hosts had this mothering-thing for smelling good, whichiswhy | blew our
water-ration for the entire day. Then they dressed mein my dickest black gown and an old pair of hiking
boots, and while they were doing my hair, my roommeates drifted in, and with this nervouslittle voice,
Serena asked if they could go out with us. Their treat. “ That would be lovely,” one of the Glick-Pick
said. So we went out together, the twelve of us. It was like awalking news conference. One of my
roommates would ask some big question, and the dienswould do their best to answer it. Then the other
roommeate would ask something ese, or maybe just reword the same question, and another dien would
answer, again using my mouth. My voice. “Where's your homeworld?’" “Where € se have you gone?’
“How long have you been traveling?’ “Redlly, that long?’ “ Did you ever have red bodies?” “ And what
did those bodies [ook like? Do you remember?”

Thesewere dl old questions, and the Glick-Pick got pretty bored. So they started asking their own
guestions. About Serena. About Glory. About their childhoods and schools and boyfriends, and what
they did to help the economy and nation-state, and what they wanted for their future.

Peoplejust love talking about themselves.

Finally, Serenaiinterrupted their questions. It was evening. We were egting dinner. And out of the blue,
sheasked, “Do dl of you fed what Paulinefed s?*

Before we could answer, Glory asked, “ Can you make her do anything? Anything you want?'

That was a big question, and the Glick-Pick answered together. “ Sheisours,” they promised, their
voices purring dong together. “If we agree on apecific act, shewill doit."

By theway, | didn't mention this My roommeates are redl shits.
Thelittle bitch Serenasmiled at usand said, “All right. So make Pauline strip naked.”
“Wewill not,” the diens answered.

“Right here, right now,” said Glory. Sheé'sabig plain girl with abig smart mouth. “ Strip, or we won't
believe you. Well think Pauline'sfaking, and you know what happens then?"

The Glick-Pick remained silent, probably trying to guessthe future.

“Paulinésnameisn't onthelease,” said Glory. “If we think she'sa phony, well shove her out on the
Street.”



It wasn't much of athreat. | mean, what were the odds that those two bitches would go through with their
threat? And there's another thing: The aiens had gotten to know me, and they must have sensed that |
wouldn't mind dl that much. Stripping, | mean. So what if it was afour-star restaurant and our
fire-and-ice-cream dessert had just stopped burning? That's why they got me up on top of our table.
They made sure everybody in the place was staring, and waiting, and | took hold of my gown's straps,
andthen it wasasif | waslosng my balance. They handled my body that smoothly. | haf-fell, haf-knelt,
and one of thedienssaid, “ Glory, give me your hand, please,” and when she reached up, on ingtinct, the
Glick-Pick used the steak knife from my plate, cutting her dress down the back.

| wish | could have laughed then. But | can laugh now, just thinking about those big flabby titsflying. Inal
the confusion and applause, | left. Weleft, minus my shitty roommates, and of course without paying any
part of that mongtrous hill.

They took mewalking again.

When my legs started hurting, | stopped and sat on alittle flight of stairs. After awhile, thisolder guy
came past. Helooked at my face, at my gown and my boots, and after he passed, he turned and came
back again. On histhird pass, he asked, “ Are you?'

“Arewewhat?’ said my mouth.
“Jesus,” hesaid, smiling inthisbig shy way.

He was good-enough looking for being in hisforties. He said his name was Jm, and he was ahuge
admirer. “How many are you?’ he asked.

“Nine,” said my mouth. “And Pauline.
“Hdlo, Pauline,” he said, hisvoice soft and impressed. “Héllo, everyone.”
Everybody sad, “Good evening.”

Then with ashaky hand, he pointed. “I live up the block. | would be honored ... honored ... if you were
my guest. For alittlewhile, maybe?!

A voicesad, “Yes"

We walked acouple, three blocks and then up into a nice enough apartment. Jim had a huge stock of
liquor, and after agroup consultation, the Glick-Pick decided on an imported beer. Watching froma
distance, | was sure Jm just wanted to poke my body, having his fun with these diens. But instead he sat
down on the opposite chair, and with abig grin asked, “Will you teach us how to build starships?’

“Negotiations are underway,” my mouth said. “Thefina terms have not been reached.”

“Sure. | can understand that.” He gulped and sat back and then sat forward again, sweaty elbows on his
trembling legs. “But I've heard ... read ... that we've purchased one of your tricks. Something that helps
to enhancetheinteligencein anything dive."

“Perhaps,” said the Glick-Pick.

“It'saredly neat machine” he clamed. “Am | right about this? The human mind—any mind—is capable
of hugefeats of memory and intelligence. It just takestime to learn and to solve complex problems. But
by supercooling our neuronsin some specia way ... well be able to accomplish twenty years of learning
and thinking in just one afternoon....



“Isthat the truth?"
A voicesad, “Perhaps.”
Another voice said, “ Perhaps not.”

“Sure. | understand. Y ou can't talk about it yet.” Jim nodded and stared at his own feet. Then he said,
“When you leave us.... are you going to take any of uswith you?"

Thereply wasasip of beer, and otherwise, silence.

“Because I'd leave my body behind,” Jmtold us. “If that'swhat it took to travel between the stars” Then
he sighed and straightened, saying, “1've dways had thisfeding. It's my destiny. Going to other worlds, |

The Glick-Pick made my body stand up.

“It'srather late,” one of them announced. “Would you please find us a cab?"
“Oh, sure”

“And thank you for the fine beer,” another voice added.

“Youliked it? Redlly?"

“Rather well, yes"

Thediensdidn't usualy take people for more than sixteen hours, and my time was running out. Talking
just to me, they asked where | wanted to be when | regained control. Meanwhile, Old Jim had waved
down acab and was explaining things, handing the driver—this half-terrified Indian man—acouple gold
bills. Then he said, “ Good-bye, my friends” with thisweepy little voice. “Until later, perhaps.”

The driver heard an address, and he took us roaring down the street, watching usin the mirror as much
as he watched the traffic. We pulled up in front of a different gpartment building. The diensgot meto the
front door and rang the buzzer. My old boyfriend was home. His name was Samson, believeit or not.
Dumb as shit, and strong as shit, and a pretty fair lay, if you happened to catch him sober. Samson's
stupid voice came across the speaker, asking, “Why would | want to see you, bitch?"

“Our gpologies,” the diens said together. “ Pauline informed usthat she wishesto be with you tonight.”
“We?" Samson blubbered.

The guy's never been confused for being smart.

“Pauline?” he cried out. “ Areyou redlly possessed?!

One of the Glick-Pick said, “ For another few minutes, yes."

The door buzzed.

Theten of us climbed way too many dairs.

Samson's door was hanging open. He stood in the middle of hislittle place, watching my face. Measuring
me. Then again, he asked, “ Are you really possessed?’

“Possession is an inadequate word,” they replied. “We have entered into atemporary symbiotic



joining—"
“God, shit. You arel"

I'm not telling you what happened between Samson and me. Y ou don't want to know. Okay? Let's just
agreethat it was awful, and he's a sdlfish abusive prick, and guys like him should be tied up and floated
out to sea, with all the world's trash stacked on them.

“Wewish to jump into you next,” avoice said.
He gulped. “What's that?"

“Wewill establish atemporary symbiotic joining with you,” another voice promised. “If you would,
please. Lie down now, please.”

“What? On the sofa?'
“Or thefloor,” the voice said. “ Thefloor might be better.”

Samson couldn't help himsalf. He dropped hard enough that the floor shook, and then he had to ask,
“Likethis?"

“No,” someone said. “On your belly, with your hands behind your back."
“Thisway?'
“Pretty much.”

And then my eyesfound hisold softbal bat waiting in the coat closet, and with my hands, somebody got
agood tight grip on the handle, and somebody moved me into the middle of the room. | won't tell you
who. | never will. But whatever's the truth, everybody got what they deserved, and isn't that what really
metters?

SERENA

Why Pauline? That'swhat | don't get. | mean, if anybody wants to experience the Glick-Pick more than
me, | don't know who that is. But Pauling'sjust this spoiled party-girl with afondnessfor ugly
glow-in-the-dark tattoos and these little brass chimes punched through her nipples, and other placestoo.
She doesn't know anything about aliens. If something's past the reach of her skin, she doesn't care. |
mean, it just seemslike such aslly waste. All those light-years crossed, and who do they jump inside?
Thisbody full of STD nightmares and who knows what kinds of self-absorbed thoughts, too.

Last week, when the astronomers first saw the starship, | knew it was important. Nobody elsein our
gpartment understood. Glory, dways the skeptic, said it was nothing. Just some lost space junk, or
something. And Pauline didn't give it even that much thought. She sat down to watch the news with us,
but only because she didn't have anywhere dse to be. Sheld just broken up with Samson. Again. | know
shedidn't care about some little smear of light moving out near the Moon. | had to explain it to both of
them. “It's not just something that we've seen,” | said. “Therewasasignal, too. A couple weeks ago,
from farther out in the solar system. | read abouit it ... last week, | think. Anyway, the Ssgnd was
powerful, and it was aimed straight at us.”

“What signa?’ Glory asked. “I hadn't heard about any signal.”

“Thisone.” | got my plasmarunning a search, and the long screen offered up a hundred thousand sites



talking about nothing ese. | pulled up alikdly one, showing them the same graph that | remembered from
last week. At acertain narrow frequency, for about two minutes, something had screamed at the Earth.

“Sowhat did it say to us?” Glory asked.
“How would | know?’ | growled. “But they're working on it right now. Y ou can bdieve that, for sure.”

Those next days were crazy-busy, for me and everybody else. New pictures of the starship were
released every few minutes, taken by amateur astronomers around the world. A hundred news networks
wereinterrogating experts and people on street corners. Of course the government was fighting to keep
everything secret, and there were al these fake little stories about lost Chinese boosters and whatnot. But
you can't keep the truth quiet. Not with the big stuff, at least. On the second day, when the secret
meetings started up in Washington, we heard. Or when those hackers stole an image from one of the
Pentagon spy-eyes—the famous picture showing a nest little teardrop not much bigger than alittle car, al
black and dick and orbiting just three hundred thousand miles above our heads. And then it was late on
the third day, and we learned that the aliens were dipping inside human beings, and their name wasthe
Glick-Pick, and they said they were happy to meet us and very advanced but completely friendly, and
they were hereto learn and to teach, and our world would soon be amuch nicer place.

| wasthrilled. How could anyone not be thrilled? Glory finaly redized it was dl true, and even Pauline
took a sort-of interest in what was happening. She actualy helped us scan the web, waiting for any
breaking news. Of course sheldd occasiondly remind us, “ Samson is such afuck,” and little lessonslike
that. But generdly, shewas quiet. She sat in her chair with her old notebook, and Glory and | shared the
sofa, working with our notebooks. Anything of interest went up on the plasma, and we just soaked it dl
in. The higtory of it. The whole amazing, wonderful story.

On thefourth day, when the pressinterviewed the Glick-Pick, the three of us aong with afew billion of
our closest, dearest friends sat watching, and listening, crazy and thrilled with it all.

The diens had claimed that woman from Los Angeles, that blond with those beauty-contest looks. As
soon asthe Glick-Pick took her, they used her mouth to call the local televisions, newspapers and
webcasters. Cameras were sent. Then the networks began to pay attention to this odd little press
conference. The woman was wearing asmple skirt and aman's blue dressjacket. Smiling a the world,
she spoke with aflat dow and obvioudy smart voice, explaining, “Eight of usare temporarily resding
ingde thiswilling host. We will do her no harm, nor will we harm any other person during our brief stay."

“Isit true?’ one reporter shouted. “ Are you called the Glick-Pick?”

“Glick-Pick is one of many nameswe employ,” they answered. “Its advantage is that you can pronounce
i—"

“What do you look like?’ another voice blurted.

A voicewith adightly different cadence explained, “In the strictest sense, we have no appearance. We
have no true body and nothing that resembles aface. Each of us, in essence, isa set of coherent impulses
interwoven with e aborate quantum anchors, and we are capable of traveling through amost any neurd
network, and for brief journeys, through empty space.”

Hearing that explanation was abit of a shock. Pretty Cdiforniawomen don't usually command that kind
of vocabulary, which is probably why nobody spoke for along moment.

The diens broke the sllence. Another one of them, or maybe severd of them, explained, “We began as
you are, asfinite soulsimprisoned in corporeal bodies. But our technologies have alowed usto escape



what ismortal, and our souls are vast and ancient, and hopefully alittle wise, too."

“How old areyou?’ | muttered.

Half a dozen reporters asked the same obvious questions.

“By your count, alittle more than amillion yearsold."

“No shit,” Pauline sad, findly acting impressed.

“How many of you are there?’ somebody cried out. “Onboard that little ship of yours... how many...?"
With theflat voice, the mouth said, “A few more than two trillion souls. Approximeately.”

Anather huge silence took hold.

Then a scared voice somewhere back in the crowd asked, “ Are you going to conquer us now? Is that
the plan?'

“Never,” they replied in an ingtant.
“Why should we believe you?" another doubter asked.
“Yeah!” Glory muttered. “Why should we?'

“What istrue, istrue,” the Glick-Pick pointed out. “ But what you believe is your choice to make, and we
can only hopeto prove to you that you should trust in our endless good will."

Armslifted high.

The young woman's hand pointed.

“Do you believein God?’ areporter wanted to know.

A brief pause was followed by the perfect answer. “We believe in many wonderful things."
With agrumble, Glory asked, “What's that supposed to mean?”

| said, “Quiet.”

Another reporter asked, “Exactly how many human beings are you going to take over?”
“Only afew,” thediens promised. “A chosen few."

“Chosen how?"

The pretty face showed the barest hint of asmile. “There are many criteria. But first of al, we want souls
who are open to the possibilities—"

“I'm open,” the reporter interrupted. Then he stepped forward—alittle old guy with an angry face under
hislittle toupee. “ Take me. Come on!*

With acam, dismissvevoice, the Glick-Pick told him, “No thank you."
Everybody laughed. At the press conference, and around the world.

Then somebody e se asked, “But what happens when you give up your hold on her? Isthiswoman going



to recover—?'

“Perhaps we should demonstrate,” was the reply. Then the pretty face blinked afew times, and the smile
brightened, and adigtinctly different voice laughed, nervoudy admitting, “Y ou know, | don't like
audiences”

Obvioudy, thiswas a different person. Her hands shook. Her voice shook. She answered afew
guestions, assuring everybody that she had aways been conscious and she felt wonderful, then and now.
When asked why she was taken by the Glick-Pick, she shrugged and admitted, “I don't know. | heard
stories about these possessions, and | thought to mysdlf ... | thought that wouldn't it be nest, if it
happened to me ... you know...?"

| knew what she meant. Exactly. Sitting in our little living room, on thetiny sofawith Glory besde me, |
shut my eyes and imagined the top of my head opening up like adoor. Practicaly begging for the diens
tojoinwith me.

“They'reclever,” sad Glory. “I'll givethemthat."
| opened my eyes. “What do you mean?"

“I mean shrewd.” Glory laughed, explaining, “ She's an appealing spokesperson. If you're planning to
announce your presence to the world—"

“Shit,” said Pauline.

Our roommate was watching the press conference, but there wasn't anything happy about her. She
wasn't seeing what anybody el se saw. She was so consumed by her own little life, she had to flip the bird
at the screen, and with a furious voice—a screaming voice—she said, “He's got ablond like her. That's
who hée's screwing now."

Samson. Again.
“Y ou know,” Glory began, ready to say something cam. Something rationdl.
Pauline threw alook at her, shutting her up.

On the plasma, the woman was saying, “1 don't redly liketaking in public.” Then shelaughed, her
perfect teeth shining at us.

“Bagtard,” said Pauline. “Prick bastard.”

Thedienshad arrived, but she plainly didn't give ashit. Her old boyfriend was the only thing that
mattered. Which made it dl the worse when the Glick-Pick, for no sane reason that | could see, decided
to sat up housekeeping in her bitter little mind.

SAMSON

I've gotten to the point—don't take thiswrong, please—but I've gotten to where | want to ask every
woman, “Areyou crazy? Are you on medication, or should you be?’” | don't want to have anything more
to do with ungtable girls. | don't care how mean that sounds. It's just not worth it. Not in thelong haul, it
it

Like Pauline. Our honeymoon lasted a good three months. We had our fun. But when you can see things
coming to an end, what's the point in waiting? That's my thinking. Pauline wasn't the same girl anymore.



She looked the same, sure. Black hair worn long and thislong body kept strong with weights and nerves
and God knows what kind of pills, and she till had her famous glow-in-bed tattoos, plus those meta
chimes meant to be hooked up to specid batteries, pumping current into her specia places. All of that
was fun enough. But then | started noticing how she never had anything good to say about anybody. Not
her roommates, and never my friends. Plus she wasn't wasting much time complimenting me, either.
Whichiswhy | broke up with her that first time. Neither of us seemed that happy, and so why not put
thingsonice?

Wéll. Ice mdts, and time makes you stupid. | know that's one of my problems. | don't remember things
aswell as some people do. A week passes, and amonth, and | find mysalf remembering what | liked
about the people | don't see anymore. And forgetting al the things that bothered me.

That's my excuse for |etting Pauline back into my life. At least for that second ride, | blame being
forgetful.

And thethird time? 1 don't know. | waslondly. | was horny. Thisisabig city, but everybody's a stranger,
and finding women worth dating can be tough. Personally, | don't like drinking. | don't like bars or the
clubs. Which was another thing wrong with Pauline. The girl wasn't happy unless she had a beer
somewhere close. Dating her was rough on my liver. So | broke up with her that second time, and after a
week or S0, | asked thiswoman from work out for dinner. It was nice enough, and she was pleasant
enough. But nothing would come of it. | could tell that much even before our dessert came. She started
talking about the Lord and His placein her life, and | found myself feding nothing. Not angry. Not redly
even sad. Just empty and alittle stupid, wondering why 1'd ever let mysdlf fed anything like hope.

Later that night, when | got home again, Pauline was Sitting on the front steps. She looked like she'd been
crying, which was different. Which waskind of nest, redlly. Sheld given up her tough-as-nails attitude, at
least for afew minutes. She told me that she was sorry. She was going to get real help with her drinking
and the pills, but she needed somebody to lean against now. And | was her only hope. Which was sort of
nice to hear. Who wouldn't like to have themsalves described that way? So | let her come upstairs, and
for the next three days, Pauline was wonderful. Funny and sweet and ajoy to be with. But then al of the
sudden, smack in the middie of things, she climbed off me and made these angry littlefists.

“What's the matter?’ she asked me.

Nothing was the matter.

“Why aren't you hard tonight?"

| was. | mean, I'm not amachine, but | was doing all right.
“What? Did you screw her today?"

“Who?’ | asked.

“That blond bitch. Did you?"

“What blond?’ But findly, | was beginning to figure things out. “What? Did you follow methe other
night?Y ou saw my date—?"

“| don't follow people,” shetold me. “But yeah, | happened to spot you and the bitch.”
But she had been following me. | knew it sureas| knew that for the third time, we were finished.

Never again, | promised.



Then early the next day, | heard the news. Everybody heard it. Something unknown had moved into
orbit, just afew days after some big mysterious signa was heard down in Australia somewhere.
Governments everywhere were claming that they knew nothing, they hadn't made contact with any
aiens, and there were perfectly reasonable explanations for what people were seeing. But what would
you expect from our leaders? Of course they wouldn't give out any important secrets. Deals were being
made. The world was going to change. It was such enormous news, and so of course, | took afull week
of vacation time. Just to watch the news programs, the Web. Hunting for every little thing about the
Glick-Pick.

The possession business was the best part.

| didn't think it would happen to me. But | could hope. There were a couple times, in the middle of the
night, when | wondered if | wasfeding them starting to dip insde me. But if they were, they didn't make
themsalves obvious. Which is something plenty of people thought of before me. That the diensmight be
ingdedl of us. And not just eight or nine of them. But thousands. | mean, if there'sa coupletrillion of
them insde that little teardrop ship of theirs.... and if they wanted ... | think plenty of them could ride
around insde our big, stupid heads....

Y ou know why more women get taken than men?
Asarule, women aren't as dangerous as men.
| think that's the big reason.

Thisisgoing to be so greet, | think. All the new technol ogies are going to make us better. Happier. All of
thet.

| want to be smart.

If I can, | want to be so smart that nobody can fool me again. | want to know what to do in every
complicated Stuation. And sure, | want to travel to other worlds and live for amillion years, and maybe
find some nice dien girl who isn't as bizarre as human women can be.

That'swhat | was thinking when Pauline showed up. Except it wasn't redlly Pauline. | could tell that when
| looked at the security monitor. | could hear it in the sound of her voice. Shelooked and acted, and
talked, exactly like every other one of the Glick-Pick that I'd seen interviewed in the last few days.

Of coursel let her up.
Them up, | mean.

When would | get achance like this again? And when they asked to jump insdeme ... well, | didn't have
to think twice about that! | got down on my floor. | put my hands behind my back. And then, too late, |
saw her holding the duminum bat, and | redlized that the aliens had | eft her. Maybe while shewas
walking up the sairs, they let her go.

I'm fuzzy about what happened next and then for the next couple weeks. But when | finaly woke up,
feding woozy and pretty much confused, | asked my nurse, “Am | smart now?"'

She smiled and said, “I'm sorry. What'd you just say?"

“Was the operation asuccess?’ | asked. | knew time had passed, and I'd been hurt. Badly hurt. But |
was feding better now, which waswhy | asked, “ Did you put dien implantsin my head? Huh? Am |
going to be agenius now?"'



With asad look on her face, my nurse said to me, “Honey. Trust me. Nobody on thislittle planet is
anything likeagenius.”

GLORY

| know how this sounds. Don't believe me, if that's what you want. But from the beginning, | had a
feding. Anintuition. This nagging little voice whispering warnings between my ears.

With straight pins and awaiter's shoelace, Serenafixed my dressto where | could walk out in public
without being arrested. And after we paid the bill, we ran home. Fast. | wanted a shower. But of course
the damned diens had used up our water rations scrubbing down Pauline, which meant that | was pitted
out aswell as pissed. Sowhat | did, | went into the kitchen to find comfort food, and Serena started for
theliving room. Right then, | heard the plasma screen light itsdlf up. Its standing orders were to come on
whenever there was big news. But what wasn't big news these days? While | was banging in the
cupboards, | heard anew voice, aman's voice talking dowly and carefully—aboring voice, |
thought—but asif she was catching fire, Serenacdled out, “ Get in here! Right now, right now!"

Two days before, on the Iy, NASA had pulled one of its cookie-cutter probes out of storage,
programmed it in the afternoon, and launched it in place of the scheduled game-channd satellite.
Somehow, they'd kept the mission secret. At least we couldn't remember any rumors. Wheat their
suit-wearing spokesman was describing was the probe's trgjectory, except when he was thanking this
department or that bureau for their tirdless and considerable help, and when the chart behind showed
how the probe met up with the alien starship, he repested what every other expert had been saying for
thelast week. “ Thisisasmal object. Smaler than the average living room, for example. Because of its
sze, itslow abedo and the distances involved, earthborn images have proven inconclusive. Aswe
reported to you yesterday, the infamous *teardrop image’ is nothing but adigita fabrication. An
elaborate, tastelessjoke. And again, | would like to remind everyonein this room, and everyone
watching....” He paused for amoment, shaking when he considered the enormous audience watching
only him. “I remind you that much of what has been reported and repeated over these last few daysis
fdse. Plainly and smply false. Through misunderstandings and wishful thinking, every lieand
good-hearted rumor has circled the globe, been embraced as the honest truth, and been impressed on
the public's conscious.”

Hewasatadl, ordinary looking man. A scientist and a project administrator, and now the voice of
authority. He paused once again, for the briefest moment. Then he reported, “ Sixteen minutes ago, we
received these images of the unidentified subject. Theflyby itsdf |asted nearly forty seconds. Intotd,
there are nearly five hundred images. All have been posted. These are the best.” He vanished, replaced
by ablack screen dotted with little stars and something larger. We saw an oblong smear on which stood
somekind of girder or gtrut. | felt my heart kick, watching the images change. One by one, we were
pulling in close, and then with afirm, fatherly voice, the invisible speaker told us, “We know the object's
origins. We are quite certain. The main body isasmal asteroid or piece of comet. What fooled
us—temporarily, | should add—was the rest of the object. Both radar and spectrographic andysiswere
modified by what is clearly an artificiad object. A manufactured object. An object whose originswere
mysterious until moments ago.”

Serenaleaned forward on the sofa. But | had afedling, which waswhy | began to lean back.

“Four years ago,” the speaker continued, “the Japanese launched a robotic probe that was designed to
study near-Earth asteroids. Contact with the probe waslost early in the mission. The probe was assumed
destroyed. But as you can see, the rumors of this machine's desth were greetly exaggerated.”

On the screen was ablack chunk of tar and rock, and like a starving mosquito, the robot clung to its



prize.
Instantly, hundreds of reporters were shouting questions.

The spokesman responded to the loudest of them. With a disappointed voice, he said, “Yes, the
purported dien sgnd. Well, as was mentioned many times during these last days, that signal has some
intriguing festures. But it originated in an entirely different portion of the sky than that occupied by the
supposed starship. And it was avery brief signal. And it was observed by only asingle radio telescope.
Why the starship and signa need to be related phenomena ... well, that's a proposition without evidence.
Andif | wereto vote, | would tell you that our initid andysisholds The sgnd originated either froma
smdl, undiagnosed equipment failure, or much morelikely, asubtle glitch in the software package used
by the telescope to interpret Sgnas.”

“What?" Serenagasped. “I didn't understand any of that."

| didn't quite understand. But the heart of his speech was easy to see. “He's telling you there's no such
thing asthe Glick-Pick."

She straightened her back and said, “ Bullshit. What about alien possessions?’
She didn't mention Pauline, | noticed.

Someonein the reporters pool made the same point. Weren't the Glick-Pick walking our streetsright
now? The government man nodded, and then offered his ready answer. “I'm not apsychiatrist,” he
alowed. “But I've been in close contact with every appropriate medica expert. | don't believe that mass
hysteriaisthe only answer a our disposd, but it isaviable explanation. Another, I'm afraid, issmple ugly
duplicity. Go back to the beginning: Rumors were spreading through the press, the Internet, and dmost
every private conversation. The aienswere taking over human bodies, it was claimed. And then
suddenly, conveniently, an out-of-work actress holds a press conference, skillfully merging the rumors
into asemi-coherent whole. Through design or by smple wishful thinking, she givesthese mythical diens
avoice, and anoble purpose, and a performance that we can believein—"

Serenamuted the screen.

| just sat there, listening to her scream about how this couldn't be true. Thiswasjust an elaborate
government smokescreen, and how could so many people get fooled by lies, and she wasn't any smple
fool. “They'rejust trying to keep everything secret,” she assured me. And hersdlf. Looking at me, panting
from her runaway emations, shefinaly asked, “What do you think, Glory?"

| sad, “Pauline”
Serenablinked and said nothing.
“Redly,” | sad, “what do you think was happening with her?"

For along moment, Serena held her tongue. What she wanted was wrestling with what she wanted to
believe, and what findly came out of her mouth was pretty much inevitable.

“No,” shealowed, “Paulinewasfaking it. | can seethat. But al these others ... at least some of these
other people ... they've got to be genuine...."

| didn't make asound.

“What are you thinking, Glory?'



That | dways understood this was going to be nothing. That it seemed too easy, and way too goofy, and
| was embarrassed for every little believing sound that 1'd made over the last few days.

“Glory?What do you redly think?'
“I think our dear Pauline had dl of this planned out.”
“She pretended to be possessed? What, as ajoke? To get noticed? Isthat why she did it?"

“And she got afree dinner, too,” | muttered. Then the voice between my earswastaking again, and |
shivered, saying, “Let'sjust hope. Y ou and me. Let's hopethat's al she wants from this game.”

JM

She was the most wonderful thing ever to comeinto my life, and | couldn't et her get away. So after she
left in one cab, | waved down another. | told the driver, “That's my wife. She's got my medicinein her
purse. Can you just kind of follow her wherever she's going?'

“Whereisthelady going?’ my driver asked, his Caribbean voice singing each word.
“I don't redly know,” | admitted.
“Ah, that kind of wife,” he said, nodding knowingly. “I understand.”

A red light stopped us. But | could see her cab pull up along the next block, and then her cab was empty
again, looking for anew rider. | had mine stop, and after giving the driver afat tip, | Sarted hunting.
Which building did she vanishinsde? | didn't know. Waking back and forth, | felt excited and very
happy, and then astime passed, | realized that | wasn't happy at al. | was miserable, lonely and sad, and
| couldn't remember being any other way.

By then, | had the girl's destination narrowed down to two buildings. Nobody esewasout. It wasalittle
peculiar for a Saturday night, but | didn't ascribe any great meaning to my solitude. | went out into the
middle of the street, gazing up & the lit windows. Sometimes a figure moved behind blinds, but nobody
looked right. And then someone emerged from another building—not one of my choices—and | redized
it was her. It was her, and just by watching, | knew she was the only entity walking down the Sairsto the
sdewak.

“Hdlo,” | cdled out.

She hegitated, just for amoment. In the glow of streetlamps, she seemed quite exotic and mysterious. |
liked her long black hair. | liked the she-lion glowing on her bare right shoulder. When shedidn't smile, |
thought maybe she didn't remember me from before. But aren't the possessed supposed to remember
everything they see and say? And then just like that, she gave methislittle smile, and breathed deeply a
coupletimes, and with a shake of the head told me, “They're gone. They're out of me."

“l know. | cantdl."

Which seemed to please her. She smiled again and pulled her arms around her waist, asif chilled, and
sad, “Hey, Jm. | wouldn't mind another one of those fancy beers.”

There weren't any cabs just then. We began to walk, and she shivered, and | gave her my jacket to wear
on her shoulders.

“Y ou spilled something on your dress,” | observed.



She looked down at the splatters, and then she looked at my eyes. “For an old guy, you're kind of
handsome.”

“Thank you."
Then after alittlewnhile, | asked, “What did it fed like? Having the aliensinsde your head, | mean.”

She didn't exactly answer my question. Instead, she pulled my jacket in close, thinking hard about
something. Then with aquiet little voice, she asked me, “Do you ever wonder?"

“What about?"
“Maybedl of us have thesethingsingde us. Theselittle souls. Know what | mean?"
| couldn't quite understand her.

“Souls,” she repeated. “Whenever you think, or move, there's not just one of you deciding what to do.
It'sthree of you, or nine of you. | don't know how many. But it's definitely more than just onevoicein
your head. Think about it, Jm. Doesn't it make sense?"

| had no ideawhat she was saying, but | was thoroughly intrigued. “ Do you mean there were other
Glick-Pick who cameto Earth?” | guessed. “ They visited herelong ago ... when we were apes or
cavemen ... and they built colonies right inside our heads?'

Shedidn't answer, nor did she even seem to hear me.
“That'swhy we're smart, and human,” | continued. “Thediensare fill ingde us.... like mitochondria—?"

“Likewhat?’ sheinterrupted. Then she seemed to dmost laugh a me, adding, “ That sounds like an old
movie. | don't meanthet at dl."

“What do you mean?'

“Jugt that weve got different voices. Different ways of thinking. Sometell us, ‘ Yes whilethe others say,
‘No, don't.””

“Isthiswhat the Glick-Pick told you?'

She pulled her hand out from under my coat, taking hold of my hand. Then with alittle shake of the head,
shesaid, “ Some of us are missing some of these voices. Who knows why? They're born that way, or
they just never hear the voices. Which iswhy they end up being dangerous people. Y ou seewhat I'm

sying?"
| had apretty young woman on my arm, and so of course | said, “ Sure. | think | understand.”
“Doyou fed sorry for them?'

“Who? The ones missing pieces of their soul?"

That made Pauline laugh. Then she pulled me close, practically forcing meto grab her breasts, and ill
laughing, she explained, “No. I'm talking about the poor bastards weighed down with all those extra
voices. The voicesthat keep telling them, * Y ou'd better not do that.'

“Don't you fed alittle sorry for those hen-pecked shits?!



