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FANFIC FOLLIES

About the time I left New York I started on a short story which
began to expand into a novelette—and then abruptly stopped as I
packed up and got into the new swing of things. It was inspired
by one of our last NYUSFS raps in the Deli, and so I think it
appropriate to run here. After a year, I've lost the train of thought,
but if I get overwhelming accolades for this unpolished fragment,
I'll consider finishing work on it.

"AND THEN THERE WERE”
CHAPTER 1
Groupmind cleaned the atmosphere and the oceans. Now it
looked upon the spanking clean planet and distributed pleasur-
able feelings. The effort so far had been minor, and most of its
components had continued in their problems, cross-communica-
tion, integration and storage.

One by one the cells, so to speak, of Groupmind applied them- .

selves to the tasks of winding DNA in the oceanic soup. Virus.
Bacteria. Protozoa. Ah, Paramecium. Colonies.

With the creation of a trilobite, Groupmind sent another wave
of satisfaction throughout its gigantic, electromagnetic being.

For a millenium Groupmind had not been in contact with
organic life. The boies that the billions of brains which had
become Groupmind were not forgotten, but now just so much
stored information.

Groupmind was resting. It had not needed to for a millenium.
It felt good. Perhaps years went by, perhaps a century or two.

Again Groupmind reengaged itself with the task. Insects
evolved. The vertebrate problem was licked after a few failures. A
fish swam in the ocean. A school of fish. And the oceans were
teeming. )

One (or more?) of the components of Groupmind was
observing. Back and forth radiation washed the solar system. The
field was touched and it focused narrowly on the spot.

Groupmind completed the amphibians and disengaged. It
“felt” out the approaching entity.

A spaceship.

Groupmind felt fear thrilliing through it. It repressed it. Then it
broadcast a challenge on all frequencies in all manner of symbol
permutations.

The ship did not reply but took an orbit around Groupmind
and the planet.

A year or more passed without response. Groupmind, growing
impatient for the first time in centuries, attempted to enter it.

A screen repelled it.

Again Groupmind hailed it.

Finally, Groupmind left a sentinel section to observe the ship,
reactivated its sensor field in the solar system, and returned to
the planet.

Reptiles raised themselves on two legs, and- leathery wings
flapped. Feathers sprouted.

“Why are you doing this?”

“Identify yourself,” hailed Sentinel-part-of-Groupmind.
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“You know me as . Huntress came the voice from the ship.
Cold, aloof, austere, femmme reclusive Huntress. Groupmind
knew her as Unassimilable Mind-Female. Groupmind resumed
its attempts to alter Huntress psychologically to accept assimila-
tion. Huntress withdrew.

Groupmind invited her to watch. “You revere life, if not our
own, Huntress. We are recreating, restoring.”

Warm, furry mammals were born and suckled. Some stood
erect. Apes and monkeys chattered.

“You need more minds to replace those you lost. You are
getting old and dull, Groupmind.”

“But I am adding life to the Universe, Huntress. Can I not
harvest some of which I sow? Is it not just?”

Huntress withdrew.

A man was born, then a tribe.

Another space ship entered the sensory field. Groupmind over-
rode all further action, withdrawing and preparing to meet the
challenge.

Now it knew. Thwo points determine a straight line.

The second ship was only an astronomical unit away and not
slowing down.

“Halt, Holdout,” called Groupmind.

Missiles attached to the outside of the ship began firing one
after the other.

The ship spoke, but not to Groupmind. "Now, Huntress, let the
bastard have it!”

Groupmind diverted its attention between two ships, and
simultaneously attempted to take control over each missile. It
failed.

A missile, deflected from its course, struck a moon of the
planet. A mushroom cloud sprouted.

In the few remaining nanoseconds before general impact of the
missiles, Groupmind dropped its observation of the enigmatic
Huntress and the zig-zagging Holdout and turned its attention to
the fixed-course missiles.

Groupmind destroyed one of its own cells, an anonymous mind
held in a matrix of electromagnetic-gravitic fields and hurled bolt
after bolt of the transformed energy at the onrushing missiles as
they hit the atmosphere.

Some of the savages looked up into the night sky, seeing
daylight emerge. Then as sun after sun appeared, they threw
themselves into shadows.

“Stop, Holdout, or I'll be forced to. . .to strike you!”

Again a panel slid open as Holdout's ship hit the edge of the
planet's atmosphere. Laser banks seared a continent, turning
lush garden into arid desert.

The bolt struck Holdout's ship, flaring on his screen.

“Ha!"” laughed Holdout. “Ain't got the punch, eh?”

There was no longer any planning in Groupmind. Pondering
and systems analysis alike ceased. A scream began at the center
of Groupmind and flared out to nine billion other components.
One “died” again and all his energy was hurled into a
multi-inverted gamma laser bolt.

The first wave flared Holdout's screens. The hard-on-the-heels
second wave overloaded the screen. The third hit and irradiated
the ship, turning Holdout's body into bubbling putrescence.

Groupmind held his fire to observe the results. He “"saw” a
burned-out hulk, “hot” metal, “cold” drive, and fused-out
circuitry—with nothing biologically alive. But the laser banks
were swiveling and firing again.

And another continent was wasted.

Groupmind evaluated in growing anxiety. It concluded that
Holdout had interfaced his mental field with the laser-bank
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controls and circuitry. To destroy one would require destrqying
both. Groupmind had not killed sentience for over ten millenia.

In seconds the planet would be barren. Length of restoration
time would exceed the length of time for Holdout to reconstruct
an attack.

Groupmind clamped down on the hesitancy and panic waves
washing up and down its cells.

Choice.

It would kill. One ex-brain was converted to energy again and
hurled into a single pulse to force Holdout to defend himself with
all his resources. The second converted-cell would overwhelm
and penetrate. The third would take care of any more surprises
Holdout may have.

“"Hey, you big hunk of arrested epilepsy,” mindcast Holdout.
“"No more Idiot Stew!”

The two blasts cut off the scorning laugh. The third was met by
a bolt from the side.

Choices made. Acts committed. A tight little ball of mental
energy-matter fell into the atmosphere from a cloud of vapour
and ionic plasma.

Nine billion cells which were once independent brains freaked
out in unison. What could Holdout do now? Unknown! Would
Huntress act again? Unknown! Could the Universe be brought
back into control? Unknown!

Matter spun off from the plummeting Holdout, carrying
frictional energy. Soon a blazing tail of ions flared around the
pseudometeor. ’

On the surface of the planet, savages cowered as the sky lit up
for the third time. A tidal wave of broadcast insanity broke on
their unprotected minds and all but a few flew into foaming
raves.

One savage stood forth and hurled an inarticulate challenge to
the gods. The meteor gave up its last matter in a final flare and
flashed down to the native.

Like a drunk, like a doper, like a madman, Groupmind killed
cell after cell of its polybrain. Bolt after bolt seared planets,
pulverized asteroids, excited solar flares, and demolished a
space ship. The mind-cell next to the center of Groupmind
exerted a long-repressed will. Then it was the center and the
former center flipped through layer after layer until it was
radiance.

The will exerted itself. A surge of exhiliration at being the
center powered it. Calm and control flowed outward. Disintegra-
tion slowed. Then, a rational thought. The hemisphere to which
Holdout had fallen, over which the battle had been fought, had
been reduced to fine dust. ut, as a quick check confirmed, the
other half was alive and well.

The surgery was successful! Groupmind slowly collected
itself. Then it repaired the scarred surface so that life on the other
half could grow out and occupy it.

Content, Groupmind rested.

Below, a dying man crawled out from shade and stumbled to
a renewed oasis.

CHAPTER I1

I cannot submit,” screamed Camron.

“"Bring him out,” ordered the priest resignedly.

Camron looked up and around him, and realized what he had
said.

"I am sorry, Your Togetherness. The Rebellious One still grips
my soul, I fear.”

The work of the One-Who-Will-Never-Submit, perhaps. But he
does not possess you. Only your rebellious soul, Little Brother.
Relinquish that possession and you will Join.”

Camron was shaking less now. He looked appropriately
chastened. "What now, Big Brother? Is there treatment I must
submit myself to...?"”

“You have willed yourself into the Brotherhood. You have
willed your studies, and acquitted yourself exceptionally. You
have willed your Groupwork as an acolyte, and acquitted yourself
adequately. But you cannot Join the Priesthood until you will
yourself to the Group.

“No, no treatment. Only the negation of your will is needed.
Nothing more is necessary. Nothing less will do.”

"Then I am .. .through, Your Togetherness?”
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The priest looked a bit more kindly. "Not necessarily, Little
Brother. Actually, you cov.d Join at anytime. As a matter of fact, if
we left you hooked up, your resistance would eventually break
and you would Join. But that would be inefficient and only a very
few are considered so valuable as to have the time bestowed
upon them by the Most Powerful.

“Nonetheless, be of some good cheer. You have been rated
worthy of an additional time. Still, you must prepare yourself
fully to submit to shorten this Holy Time and ease your joining as
much as possible.” )

Of course, Big Brother. When is my next treatment? Shall I
resume my duties?”

The Priest’'s eyes went blank for a few seconds. Camron knew
that he was speaking directly with his god, and envied him.

“Retum in.a fortnight. Spend a week in the world, to convince
yourself experientially. Then a week in retreat to convince your-
self through meditation and scourging. Then return.”

The priest simply left. The technician had completely freed
Camron and was replacing connectors for the next subject.
Camrom got off the operating table and stood up, still trying to
sort things out.

“Perhaps I should be learning your job,” smiled Camron.

The technician looked up at them, then back at his dials.
“Why? Drop out of Tech?”

“No, but I note by my Brother’s verbal instructions that you are
not Joined either. Did you also fail?”

The technician laughed, then pulled out a cigar. "By the
Martyr. They tell you acolytes nothing! If I failed, do you think
they’d trust me with this? Nah, I just work here. Strictly for fiats.”

So what would they trust me with, wondered Camron. But he
had recovered enough not to say it.

* Kk * K *

The world shattered . . .for Kaumak Rylyf. He rolled over and
tried to remove the anvil from his head and then hot pins sticking
through his temples. Then he swallowed the inch or two of
coating on his tongue and blinked.

The buzz jolted him awake this time. He grabbed the receiver
and put it to his ear. "Rylyf,” he mumbled.

“Camron.”

“Great Sacrifice, Cam. I thought I'd never hear from you again.
Oh, man, you must have blown it.”

“Yes. But, I have another chance.”

Fantastic.” His tone did not agree with his words. “So now
what?” )

"I have a week off . . .in the World.”

Rylyf translated to himself. “Come and stay here. Got a new
couch. I'll take a week off..."”

"You need not. I'm not sure what kind of company I'll be.”

Rylyf's mind was in gear again. “Tell you what, Cam. Get
yourself over here and settle in while I work. Then we've got the
weekend when I get back tonight, and we'll see what you want to
do. Together?”

Briefly Camron’s mind wandered on the reason for “together”
being a synonym for “affirmative.” Of course, he remembered,
Rylyf had to get to work.

“Together, Kaumak. Don’t worry about me.” He hung up.

Naturally Kaumak Rylyf began to worry. He interrupted his
musing to dial a number.

“Unity.”

“Unity, Megla.” A pause.

“Kaumak...?"” she replied tentatively.

“Together, Megla.”

“Oh, Kaumak, I'm so glad to hear from you.”

"Really? Seems like just six months since we last spoke.”

Megla laughed. Rylyf felt a twinge. It had been a lot longer than
six months since he heard her laugh.

"It was six months since we last spoke. But, ah, why...?”

"...did I call now? Well, it's not about us...” he cut himself
off. No trace of self-pity, now. He decided to be direct. "Camron’s
coming over here.”

“What? Camron! But, he's gone..."”






