A MIND OF HIS OWN
by Joe Haldeman

“What we need is a technology of behavior... were it not for the
unwarranted generalization that all control is wrong, we should deal with
the social environment as simply as we deal with the nonsocial .”

—B.F. Skinner

Leonard Shays came back home to Tampa from the Lebanese conflict with a chestful of medas—which
was no didinction—a dightly fractured mind, a medicd discharge and two farly efficient prosthetics,
replacing hisleft foot and the right leg from the knee down.

The single-shot laser booby trap he had triggered on patral in the dums of Bearut had been set to scan at
chest levd, to kill. But Leonard, canny with experience, had tossed in a microton grenade before entering
the hovd, and the explosion jarred the mounting of the booby trap so that it scanned in a downward dant
across the doorway. It was practicaly no pain a fird, much pan later, and now jus a feding that his
nonexistent toes were curled down in spadtic pardysis. It madeit hard to walk but the VA was giving him
thergpy. And he couldn’t get a job, not even with his PhD in mathematics, but the VA was dso giving
himasmdl check on the firg of every month.

“Morning, Dr. Shays.” His favorite therapist, Bennet, closed the bathroom door quitly. “Reedy for the
workout?’

“Am | ever? Ready to get out of this damn thing, though.” Bennet picked up Leonard gracdesdy and
pulled him out of the whirlpool bath. He set hm on the Formica edge of a table and gave him a starchy
towd.

He studied the sumps professonaly. “How’s the wife?”



“Don't ask,” he said, scrubbing sweat from hishair. “We had a long tak Friday. Our contract comes up
for renewd in *98. She; decided not to renew.”

Bennet turned off the motor and pulled the plug on the bath. “It's her right,” he said. “Bitch.”
“It' s not the legs. Absence thereof. She explained that carefully, a some length. It's not the legs at dl.”
“Look, if you don’t wanna...”

“It's not that | can't get a job, and we had to move to Ybor City and she has to carry a gun to go
g,]omng.n

Bennet grunted and Sraighten a stack of towels.

Leonard fumbled through his clothes and got a cigarette, lit it.

“Shouldn’'t smoke those thingsin here.”

“Jud leaving.” He draped a gray robe around his shoulders. “Hedp me with thisthing, OK?’
Bennet helped him put on the robe and set imin awhedchair. “Can’t smoke in Therapy, ether.”

Leonard put the clothes on his lgp and turned the chair a hundred and eighty degrees on one whed,
hypertrophied biceps bulging. “ So let’s not go draight to Therapy. | need some fresh air.”

“You'll diffen up.”

He rolled to the door and opened it. “No, it's warm. Plenty warm.”

They were the only people on the porch. Bennet took a cigarette and pointed it a one of the pam trees.
“You know how old that one is?’

“She said it was because of the piano.”

“Y eah, you shouldn't of sold the piano.”

“Couldn’'t work the pedals right.”

“Someday you—"

“l wasn't going to sl it anyhow; | was going to trade even for classcd guitar or lute if 1 could find
somebody.”

“Yeah?

“I went to dl the skill-trandfer agencies. Every one, here and St. Pete. Even one in Sarasota, specidizes
in musc. Couldn't find a guitar player who was any good. Not in Bach. If | can't play Bach I'd rather
just ligen.”

“Y ou coulda gotten one that was otherwise good. Learn Bach on your own.”

“Bennet, hdll, that’ d be years. | never learned that much new on the piano, ether. Don't have the facility.”



“Y ou bought the piano in the firg place?’

He nodded. “One of the firg kill transfers in Florida. Old Gainesville conservatory man. He thought he
was going to die and wanted one last fling. Paid him fifty grand, that was real money back in *90.”

“Sill is”

“They cured his cancer and a year later he committed suicide” He threw his cigarette over the edge and
watched it fdl three stories.

“It sexactly asold as | am. Fifty-one years, the gardener told me,” Bennet said. 1 guess that's pretty old
for atree”

“Pdm tree, anyhow.” Leonard lit another and they smoked in slence.

“I wouldn't have sold it except my car went bad. Turbine blades crystdlized while | was stuck in treffic.
Had to get anew engine, new drive-train. Try to get around this town without a car.”

“It' sworth your life” Bennet agreed.

Leonard snapped the new cigarette away. “Might aswel get going.”

He was dways tired after therapy but he dways hobbled down to the gate and across to the little tavern,
drank a beer sanding up and walked back to the parking lot. He'd found thet if he didn't walk about a
mile after thergpy he would hardly be able to get out of bed the next morning, for the stiffness.

He went home and was surprised to find hiswife there.
“Good afternoon, Scottie.” He waked in ungteadily, carrying two bags of groceries.
“Let me hdp.”

“No.” He st the groceries down on the dinette table and began to take out things to go into the
refrigerator.

“Aren’t you going to ask me what the hdl I'm doing here?’

Hedidn't look at her. “No. I'm very cam today.” He took the frozen foods over firgt, elbowed the door
open. “Therapy today.”

“Didit gowdl?’
“Bedides, it's as much your house as mine”
“Until January. But | don't fed that way.”

“It went pretty well.” He shuffled things around in the refrigerator to make room for a scrawny chicken,
the only luxury he had purchased.

“You got the car fixed.”



“All it took was money.”

“Have you tried to sl the baby grand?’

“No.”

Caefully: “Does that mean you might buy back the taent some day?’
“With what?’

“Wdll, you—"

“l need the money to live on and the piano’s yours to sl or keep or bronze or whatever the hdl you
want to do with it.”

“You don't like to have it around because—"

“l don't give a flying... | don't care whether it stays or goes. | kind of like it. It's a fun thing to dugt. It
keeps the place from blowing away in ahigh wind. It has a certain—"

“Leonard”

“Don’t shout.”

“It'snot mine | bought it for you.”
“That'sright.”

“I did.”

“You did alat of things for me. I'm grateful. Now.” He shut the refrigerator door and leaned on it,
drumming ringers, looking at thewal. “I'll ask. What the hdl are you doing here?’

“l came back,” she sad evenly, “to try to talk some sense into you.”

“Wonderful.”

“Henry Beaumont said you told him you were thinking of sdling your mathematics, too.”
“That’sright. After the money goes. It's not doing me any good.”

“You worked nine years for that degree. Long years, remember? | was with you most of them.”
“Hve, to be accurate. Five years for the PhD. First a Bachedlor's—’

“If you sl your mathematics you loseit dl the way back to grade school.”

“That’s true. Tdl me something dse old.”

“Don't be difficult. Look & me” He didn't. “Daddy will—"

“That'sredly old. | don’'t want to hear it.”

“Stll trying to be a hero. Your courage is an inspiretion to us all.”



“Oh, for Chrig’s sake.” He sat down at the kitchen table with his back to her. “You were the one who
wanted out. Not me”

“Len, if you could see yoursdf, what you' ve turned into...”

Any time somebody starts out a sentence with your name, Leonard thought, they're trying to sell
you something.

“Daddy said thismorning that if you'd go to see Dr. Verden—"

“The imprint man he goesto.”

“The best overlay thergpist in the State, Len.”

Ealy attempts at overlay thergpy were cdled “ persondity imprinting.” The name had a bad connotation.

“The principl€ s the same no matter how good he is” He looked straight at her for the firg time. “I may
be a worthless s f-pitying bastard, but | an me. | say me”

“That sounds pretty—"

“Pretty supid from aman who's just sold one dice of his brain and taks about sdling another. Right?’
“Close”

“Wrong. There's a basic difference between kil transfer and overlay ther—"

“No, there in't, they're exactly the—"

“Because,” dmog shouting, “1 can shed skills when and as | fed | no longer have use for them, where
your imprint witch doctor just looks up in some God-damn book and finds a pers—’

“Y ou're wrong and you know it. Otherwise—"

“No, Scottie. You've let your father sl you Tranquility Base.”
“Daddy’ s been seeing Dr. Verden for fifteen yeard”

“And see what it’s gotten him?”

He wasn't looking at her any longer but he could see the old familiar counting gesture. “Money. Prestige.
Sf-fulfillment—"

“And whose sf is he fulfilling? Every time | see the old guy | expect im to be Sinbad the Salor or Jack
Kennedy or some God-damn thing. Ffty years ago they would have locked him up and thrown away the
combination.”

“You act asif he s—’
“Heid Certifiably.”

He heard the door open—"“WEell see about that!”—and dide shut and he reflected that that was one
improvement over their housein Bd Aire. You can't dam an dectric door.



Leonard woke up iff the next day in spite of his having exercised. He would have dlowed himsdf an
extra hour in bed, but today he despised the pathetic image of a naked, legless cripple lying there
hdplesdy. He decided againg the struggle of showering, taped the pads to his sumps, strapped on the
prosthetics and pulled on a pair of baggy trousers.

It was intolerably muggy, so he threw economy aside and switched on the airco. While his coffee was
heating, he unwrapped the latest ASVI Journal and st it with a thick pad of paper and a pencil next to
the chair that sat under the air-conditioning duct. The microwave cooker buzzed; he got his coffee and
sat down with the firg article.

The doorbell rang when he was on the second article and second cup of coffee. He dmogt didn't answer
it. It was never good news. It rang again, ingstently, so he got up and opened the door.

It was a amdl, bland-looking black man with a leather portfolio under his am. Salesman, Leonard
thought tiredly.

“Leonard Shays?’ Leonard just looked a him.
“How do you do. I'm Dr. Fdix Verden, you may—"

He pushed the button but Verden had a foot againg the door jamb. The door did hdfway closed, then
opened again.

“Mrs. Dorothy Scott Shaysis your next of kin.”

“Not any more, sheign't”

“l sympathize with your fedings, Dr. Shays, but legdly she isill your closest rdative. May | come in?’
“We have nathing to tak about.”

He opened the portfolio. “1 have a court order here authorizing me—"

Leonard teetered forward and grabbed afidful of the man's shirt. A man in uniform stepped from where
he' d been hidden, next to the wal beside the door, and showed Leonard his sunner wand.

“All right. Let me get my book.”

Dr. Verden's office was comfortable and a few decades out of date. Pde oak panding and furniture
crafted of a gmilar wood, combined with blued sted and fake black leather. A dight hospita odor

seeped in.
“You know the therapy will be much more effectiveif you cooperate.”

“l don’t want it to be effective. I'll go dong with the court and surrender my body to you for trestment.
Just my body. The rest isgoing to fight you dl the way.”

“Y ou may wind up even worse than before.”



“By your lights. Maybe better, by mine”
Heignored tha by rustling papers loudly. “Y ou're familiar with the process.”

“More familiar than | want to be. It's like a skill transfer, but instead of subtracting or adding a certain
ability, you work on amore basic levd. Persondity.”

“That's correct. We excise or graft certain basc behaviord traits, give the patient a better set of
responses to life problems.”

“A different set of responses.”

“All right.”

“It's ghoulish.”

“Noitisn't. It'sjust an accelerated growing-up process.”

“It's playing God, making a man over in your own image. Or whatever image is dylish or popular
recently.”

“You think | haven't heard dl this before, Leonard?’

“I'm sure you have. I'm sure you ignore it. You must be able to see that it's different, being on the
recaiving end, rather than—"

“I’ve been on the receiving end, Leonard, you should know that. | had to go through a complete overlay
before | could get licensed. I'm glad | did.”

“You're a better person for it.”
“Of course”

“Thet could be just part of the overlay, you know. They could have turned you into a davering idiot and
a the same time convinced you thet it was an improvement”

“They wouldn't be dlowed to. Overlay therapy is even more dosdy monitored than kill transfer. And
you should know how many controls there are on that.”

“You're not going to convince me and I’'m not going to convince you. Why don’'t we just get on with it?’
“Excdlent idea” He stood. “ Come this way.”

Dr. Verden led himinto asmdl white room that smelled of antiseptic. It hed a complicated-looking bed
on whed's and a plain-featured young femae nurse who stood up when they cameiin.

“Will you need help getting undressed?’ Leonard said he didn’'t and Dr. Verden dismissed the nurse and
gave Leonard an open-backed smock, then Ieft.

Verden and the nurse came back in afew minutes after Leonard had changed. He was stting on the bed
feding very vulnerable, his prosthetics an articulated jumble on the floor. He was wondering again what
hed happened to hisorigind foot and leg.



The nurse had a bright, pleasant voice. “Now please just lie down facing this way, Mr. Shays, on your
gomach.”

“Dr. Shays” Verden corrected her.
Leonard was going to say it didn’t matter, but then that didn’t matter ether.

The woman offered him a glass of water and two pills and he wondered why she hadn’t done so while he
was dill upright. “There will be some pain, Dr. Shays,” she said, dill with an encouraging amile.

“I know,” he said, not moving to take the pills
“They won't turn you into azombi,” Dr. Verden said. “You'll dill be able to resst.”
“Not aswdl, | think.”

Verden snorted. “That's right. Which only means you'll go through the process a dozen times instead of
two or three”

“I know.”

“And if you could resigt it perfectly, you could keep going back every other day for the rest of your life
Nobody ever has, though.”

Leonard made no comment, wriggled into a dightly more comfortable pogtion.
“Y ou have no idea the amount of discomfort you’ re condemning yoursdf to.”
“Don't threaten, Doctor; it's unbecoming.”

Verden began to strap im in. “I'm not threatening,” he said mildy. “I'm counsdling. | am your agent,
after dl, working in your own best—"

“That’s not what | got from the court order,” Leonard said. “Ouch! You don’'t have to be so rough about
it. I'm not going anywhere.”

“We have to make you perfectly stationary. Biometric reference points.”

Resgting persondity overlay is not conceptudly difficult. Every literate person knows the technique and
mog illiterates as wdl: fird the best-sdling novel, “Paindreamer,” then dozens of imitaive efforts,
described it; then a couple of sensationd flix, and findly the afternoon cube saga, “Stay Out of My
Mind!”

The person strapped on the table need not concern himsdf with the processes (inductive-surgical/
molecular-biologica/cybernetic) going on, aty more than he has to think about the way his brain is
working in order to attack a regular problem. Because when the thergpist attempts to change some facet
of the patient’s persondity, the action manifests itsdf to the patient in terms of a dream-problem. More
often, anightmare.



The dream is very redidic and offers two or three dternatives to the dreamer. If he chooses the right
one, his own will reinforces the am of the thergpist, and heps make permanent the desired cdlular
changes.

If he chooses the wrong dternative—theillogica or panful one-he is renforcing his brain cells tendency
to revert to their origind configuration, like a crumpled-up piece of paper druggling to be square agan.

Sometimes the dreams have a metgphorical connection with the problem the therapist is attacking. More
often they do nat:

Leonard is gtting in the home of some good friends, a young couple who have just had their firg child.

“It's judt fantadtic,” says the young woman, handing Leonard a cold beer, “the way he's growing. You
won't believeit”

Leonard sps the cold beer while the woman goes to get the child and the part of him aware tha thisis
just adream marvels a the olidity of the illuson.

“Here)” she says, offering the baby to Leonard, laughing brightly. “He' s such arascd.”
The baby is about a meter long but his head is no larger than Leonard' s thumb.

“He' s dways doing that,” says the husband from across the room. “He's a regular comedian. Squeeze
his chest and watch what happens!”

Leonard squeezes the baby’ s chest and, sure enough, the head grows and the body shrinks until the baby
is of normd proportions. He squeezes harder and the head swells larger and dandles over onto the
shrunken torso, a giant embryo out of place.

The husband is laughing so hard thet tears come to his eyes.

A line of worry creases the young woman's forehead. “Don’'t squeeze too hard—please Leonard, don't,
you'll hurt—"

The baby’ s head explodes, red-dripping shot with gray and blue dime, dl over Leonard’s chest and |ap.
“What did you go and do that for?’

Leonard has both his legs and they are clad in mottled green jungle fatigues. He is cautioudy leading his
squad down the Street of Redemption in Beirut, in the dums, in the steam bath of a summer afternoon.
They crab down the rubble-strewn sdewalk, hugging the wal. Another squad, Lieutenant Shanker’s, is
across the street from them and dightly behind.

They come to number 43.
God, no.

“Thisisthe place, Lieutenant,” Leonard shouts across the street.



“Hne, Shays. You want to go infirgd? Or shdl we take it from this angle?”
“If ... uh... if | goinfirg I'll lose my leg.”
“Wdl hdl,” says the lieutenant affably. “We don’'t want that to happen. Hold on just a—"

“Never mind.” Leonard unsngps a microton grenade from his harness and lofts it through the open door.
Everybody flattens out for the explosion. Before the dust settles, Leonard steps through the door. With
the corner of his eye he sees the dusty black bulk of the one-shot generator. A bright flash and sngeing
pain as he walks two steps on his shinbones and falls, pain fading.

Leonard isfishing from a row-boat at the mouth of the Crystal River, with one of his best friends, Norm
Provoog, the game warden.

He threads a shrimp onto the hook and casts. Immediatdy he gets a strike, alight one; sets the hook and
redsin thefish.

“Wha you got, Len?’

“Doexn't fed like much.” He lifts it into the boat. It's a speckled trout—a protected species—smaller
then his hand, hooked harmlesdy through the lip.

“Not big enough to keep,” says Norm, while Leonard disengages the hook. “They sure are pretty
creatures.”

Leonard grasps the fish firmly above the tall and cracks its head againg the side of the boat.
“For Chrissake, Shayd”
He shrugs. “We might need bait later.”

A large ssminar room. Leonard’s favorite professor, Dr. Van Wyck, has jud filled a third blackboard
with equations and moves to a fourth, a his customary rapid pace.

On the firgt board he made an error in Sgn. On the second board this error caused a mistake in double
integration, two integrands having been wrongly consolidated. The third board, therefore, is gibberish and
the fourth is utter gibberish. Van Wyck dows down.

“Something's screwy here” he says, wiping aydlow streak of chak dust across his forehead. He stares
a the boards for severa minutes. “Can anybody see what's wrong?’

Negative murmur from the class. Thar heads are bobbing, looking back and forth from their notes to the
board, Leonard Sts smirking.

“Mr. Shays, your Magter' s thesi's was on this topic. Can't you see the error?’

Leonard shakes his head and amiles.



Leonard woke up awash with dull pain, modly in the back of his skull and under the restraining straps.
With great effort he tilted his head and saw that he was no longer strapped in; only fatigue was holding
him down. Bright welts across hisarms.

Vague troubling memories equations, fishing, Beirut, amdl child... Leonard wondered whether he had
ressted as srongly with his mind as he obvioudy had with his body. He didn't fed any different, only
wesk and hurting.

A nurse appeared with asmdl hypodermic.
“Wha?" Histhroat was too dry to tak. He swallowed, nothing.
“Hypnoatic,” she said.

“Ah.” He tried to turn away, couldn’t even find strength to lift his shoulder. She was holding hm down
with alight touch, swabbing a place on his arm with coldness. “Y ou want to get well, don’t you? It's only
50 the doctor can...” Sharp pricking and blackness.

He woke up feding better the second time. Dr. Verden handed him a glass of water. He drank hdf of it
greedily, paused to wonder if it was drugged, then drank the rest.

Refilling the glass. “That was quite a performance, Leonard.”

“You know what | was dreaming?’

“We know what you remember having dreamed. Y ou remember quite alot, under hypnoss”
Leonard tried to St up, fdt fant, lad back down, “Did... am | dill...”

Dr. Verden put down the pitcher, leafed through some pages on a clipboard. “Yes. You have essantidly
the same behaviord profile you had when you came in”

“Good.”

He shrugged. “I1t's only a question of time. | think you were sarting to respond to the therapy, toward the
end. The State monitors recommended thet | terminate before... actudly, | had to agree with them. You
aren't in very good shape, Leonard.”

“I know. Asymmetrica.”

“Bad jokes asde. It just means you'll have more sessions, of shorter duration. You'll be here longer.
Unless you decide to cooperate.”

Leonard looked at the caling. “Better get used to my being around.”

Sdad has just been served a a formd dinner and Leonard is eating it with the wrong fork. The young
lady across from him notices this, and looks away quickly with a prim amile. Leonard replaces the fork
and finishes the sdlad with hisfingers.



Leonard and Scottie, newly married, are waking across the campus of the Universty of Florida, on a
lovely spring day. She makes a sound between “Eek” and “Ack.”

“It'sjust a snake, Scottie.”
“It'snot just asnake. It'sa coral snake.” And itis red-touch-yedlabite-afela “Leonard!”

“l won't hurt it.” Leonard is chasng after it and with some difficulty picks it up by the tal. The snake
loops around and begins to gnaw on Leonard’s wrigt. Scottie screams while Leonard watches the dow
pulse of poison, halding on oicaly even though the snake is hurting him.

Leonard repeats the Berut dream in dmost every detail, but this time he tries not to look at the laser
booby trap before setting it off.

“You're weskening, Dr. Shays. Why don’t you just give in, cooperate?’ Dr. Verden sad this into the
clipboard, afew pages thicker thistime, and then favored his patient with a cool Stare.

Leonard yawned elaborately. “It occurred to me thismorning that | won't have to resist indefinitdy. Only
until Scottie's fether gets tired of paying.”

Without hesitating: “He paid in advance, on contract.”
“You'reagood liar, Doctor. Facile”
“And you're alousy patient, Doctor. But chdlenging.”

Scottie came in for a few minutes and stood a the other end of the bed while Leonard deivered a
nonstop monologue, full of bitterness but surpriangly free of profanity, about her falure as awife and as a
humen being. During her stay she said only “Hello, Leonard” and * Good-bye.”

The doctor did not come back in after Scottie left. Leonard sat and tried to think about the whole thing
dispassonately.

If Scottie gave up on him, surely the old man would too. There was only a month to go before ther
marriage contract ran out. If Scottie let it 1apse, he would probably be released immediady. He resolved
to be even nadtier to her if she vidted again.

But could he last a month? Despite what Verden said, he had fdt as much in contral this sesson as he
hed before. And it seemed to have hurt less. Whether he could last another dozen sessions, though. ..
well, heredly had no way of tdling.

Leonard never paid any atention to the soap operas and he made it a point of pride not to read
bestsdllers. He only had a sketchy, cocktail-party idea of what people thought went on in your head
during overlay therapy. Supposedly, you ressted with your “will’—the term seeming to Leonard
reasonably accurate but trivid—and a strong-willed person thus could defend his identity better than a
weak person could. But there were limits, popular wisdom said, dark limits of stress that would break the



mog obstinate.

In fiction, people often escaped thergpy by refusng to come out of one of the induced dreams—a
pleasant dream aways coming around a just the right time—by some application of exigentid
machismo that was never too well explained. Pure poppycock, of course. Leonard dways knew what
was going on during a scenario, and he could contral its progress to a certain extent, but when the pivota
moment came he had to take some action (even inaction was a decision) and then the dream would fade,
to be replaced by the next one. To decide to stay in one dream was as meaningful as mking up your
mind to stay on amoving escalator, by effort of will, after it had reached the top.

Physicd escape out of the question, it looked to Leonard as if his only hope was to keep plugging away
a it. The monitors kept, Verden from exhausting. Leonard or drugging him; such measures could only be
taken in rehabilitating afdon or a “dangeroudy violent” patient. Ironically, Leonard had been againg the
idea of the monitors when Federal law had created them to enforce “mentd avil rights” It had seemed
like a sop thrown to an hygerica electorate after “Paindreamer.” But maybe the government had been
right, just this once.

Fake a cure? Impossible unless you were a consummate actor and a psychometrics expert. And Verden
checked your behaviora profile under hypnosis.

For a few moments Leonard considered the possibility that Verden and Scottie were right, that he was
actudly coming loose from his moorings. He decided that, dthough it might be true, it was an
unproductive angle of attack.

He supposed that a technician—maybe even Verden himsdf—might be bribed, but the money he had
received for his piano was inaccessible and probably not enough anyhow.

Best to just stick it out.

Leonard is in an unfamiliar uniform, seated at a complicated console. He gts in front of a wall-szed
backlit map of the world; North America and Europe covered with blue dots and Asa covered with red
dots. Centrd to the console is a prominent keyhole, and a matching key dangles lightly on a chain around
his neck. His left sde is weighted down by a heavy pigtal in a shoulder holster. A plate on the console
winks every thirty secondss NO GO. There is an identicad console to his right, with another man
identicdly accoutered, who is gpparently quite absorbed in reading a book.

So they are the two men who will set in motion the vengeance of the Free World in case of enemy
attack. Or adverse executive decison.

The plate blinks GO, in red, stroboscopically. A teletype behind them starts to chatter.
The other man takes his key and hesitates, looks at Leonard. Says a smple word.

Which is the wrong way to act? Leonard wonders. If he shoots the man, he saves hdf the world. If they
both insart ther keys, the enemies of democracy die. But maybe by the logic of the dream they are

supposed to die.

Leonard takes the key from his neck and puts it in the hole, turns it counterclockwise. The other does the
same. The plate stops flashing.



Leonard unholgters his pistol and shoots the other man in the chest, then in the head. Then, fading, he
shoots himsdlf, for good measure.

Then there are four dreams offering less and less clear-cut dternatives.

Fndly, Leonard is gtting done in front of a fireplace, reading a book. He reads twenty pages, about
Taltec influence on Mayan scul pture, while nathing happens.

He decides not to read for awhile and staresinto the fire. Still nothing happens. He strips pages from the
book and burns them. He burns the dust-jacket and the end boards. Nothing.

He gts down, unstrgps one leg and throws it into the fire. The prosthetic foot follows. He watches them
mdt without burning.

After a couple of hours hefdls adeep.

Dr. Verden did not come to him after this session was over. He woke up, the nurse gave him a hypnotic,
he woke up again later. Then he spent a day ledfing through magazines, watching the cube, wondering.

Was Verden trying to trick himin some way? Or did the ambiguity of the dreams mean that the therapy
was succeeding? The nurse didn’t know anything, or just was't talking.

Asfa as he could test himsdf, Leonard didn't fed any different. He was il full of rage at Scottie and
Verden, dill quite willing to sdl his mathematics when money got low—and didn’t regret having sold the
piano—dlill fdt that imprinting a person who was manifesly sane was a gross violaion of privacy and
avil rights.

Leonard has another session, of seven dreams. In the firg three the reult of his action is ambiguous. In
the next two, itistrivid. In the Sxthit is obscure. In the saventh, Leonard is a catatonic lying motionless,
for along time, in a hospital ward full of motionless catatonics.

Thistime Verden appeared without white smock or clipboard. Leonard was surprised that seeing him in
aplan busness suit, stripped of symbols of authority, should make such a difference. He decided that it
Was a conscious masguerade.

“The last two sessions have been very darming,” Verden said, rocking on his hedls, hands behind his
back.

“Boring, a any rate.”

“I'll be frank with you.” Leonard reflected that this was one of the least trug-ingpiring phrases in the
language. Surely the doctor knew that.



In trying to figure out why he’'d said it, Leonard dmost missed the frankness.
“What?’

“Please pay attention. Thisis very important. | said you are in grave danger of permanently harming your
own mind.”

“By ressting your efforts.”

“By resding therapy too... successtully, if you want to put it thet way. It's a rare syndrome and | didn’t
recognize it, but one of the monitors—"

“He had a patient just like me, back in, *93.”

“No. Herecaled ajournd article” Verden took afolded sheaf of paper out of an insde pocket, handed
it to Leonard. “Read this and tdl meit doesn’t describe what’ s hgppening to you.”

It looked very convincing, a ‘stat of an article from the July 1997 number of The American Journal of
Behavior Modification Techniques. The title of the article was “The Paranoid Looping Defense: a
Cybernetic Andog.” It wasful of jargon, charts and the kind of vague mathematics that socid scientists
admire.

Leonard handed it back. “This and two hundred bucks will get you the services of a typesetter, Doctor.
Nicetry.”

“You think...” He shook his head dowly, ran his finger dong the paper’s crease and returned it to his
pocket. “Of course you think that I’'m lying to you.” He amiled. “That's condgstent with the syndrome.”

He took the paper out again and set it on the table next to Leonard’s bed. “Y ou may want to read this if
only for amusement.” Leaving, sanding theetricaly in the door: “You may aswel know that there will be
an extra monitor for your therapy tomorrow. A representative of the Florida Medicd Ethics Board. He
will give me permission to accelerate your trestment with drugs”

“Then I'll try to be very cooperative tomorrow.” He amiled at the doctor’s back and then laughed. He
hed expected something like this. But he was surprised that VVerden hadn’t been more subtle.

“You can't kid a kidder,” he said doud, folding the paper into fourths, eighths, sixteenths. He tossed it
into the bedpan and turned on the cube.

It was the fird time he' d ever enjoyed waiching a quiz show.

As Leonard goes under the anesthesia he is very happy. He has aplan.

He will cooperate with the doctor, choose dl the right dternatives, adlow himsdf to be cured. But only
temporaily.

Once released, hewill go to a skill-transfer agency and hock his mathematics. He will bring the money to
Verden, who has hisorigind persondity on file—and buy himself back! Audacious!

He awaits the first dream Stuation with smug composure.



Leonard is going under the anesthesia, very happy because he has a plan. He will cooperate with the
doctor, choose dl the right dternatives and dlow himsdf to be cured, but only temporarily. Once
released he will hock his mathematics at a skill-transfer agency and bring the money to Verden, who has
his origind persondity on file and buy himself back! Audacioudy and with smug composure he awaits
the firs dream.

Happily going under because he has a plan to be cured temporarily and sdl his mathematics to get money
to buy himself back from Verden, Leonard waits to dream.

Happy under plan cure himself dream.



