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Catatone


Jideon de Rosa kicked open the screen door and carried his
teenage daughter from the ramshackle house into morning rain. A cab
hovered across the curb and mangy lawn. Its gull-winged door
lurched open and Jideon slid Duña‘s drug-withdrawn body across the
pleather seat.

"Wait." He rapped the opaque driver-side window.  The
autopilot had abandoned him twice that evening: First at the
airport and then at the Spanish embassy.   He took one
step back, waited to make sure the cab remained, and ran into the
house.

Jideon retrieved his cyber medic kit from the doorway and slung
the satchel over his shoulder.  He pulled a blanket from the
couch, shook it.  Small fabric squares, neuro chips he knew
were spent, fell to the carpet.  He ran his hand through the
trash littering the coffee table, took a crumb-flecked plastic bag,
and scooped up the chips.

A credit terminal bolted below the thermostat would have crucial
information: When did Duña first take the drug?  Thinking of
Varah absconding with Duña, he punched the plastic cover, bloodied
his left knuckles, and pulled three feet of hard copy off the audit
reel.   Scanning from the tear, he skipped through
unrecognized names until: De Rosa – Utility Credit.   The
rental had been without heat for three days.

The bathroom he’d seen:  One minute after arriving he was
removing neuro chips and cleaning day-old puke from Duña’s chin and
arms.  The bedroom he knew to be Varah’s; Duña’s clothes were
wadded in paper bags between the couch and kitchen table.

In the bedroom, he swept baubles and miniature perfume bottles
off the dresser.  He pulled out drawers and dumped the
contents on the floor: Clothes, a sheaf of letters, a bar of
soap.  Jideon picked up a book from the nightstand and removed
a green plastic viewer used as a bookmark.

He pinched a white circle in the corner and the plastic viewer
rendered Varah’s appointment book.  The previous three days
were empty.  Four days ago: Pharmacy, Lunch with Maria, and
–

Jideon held up the viewer and read aloud the last entry. 
"Tricyclic oxidase reuptake inhibitor?  No, no, no."

He squeezed the text rendering Maria’s name. The viewer layered
a voice dialog atop the appointment, and a large animation
pulsed.

A female voice resonated from the white circle.
"Que?  Varah?  It’s six in the -"

"It’s Jideon, su marido," he said, spittle flecking the
plastic.

"Varah?  Varah?  Llamar a la policía?"

"Sí, call the police.  I think someone sold her a
fake antidepressant." He bit his lip, thinking back a month to how
good he felt when he removed her from his medical coverage. 
"You know who sold it to her?"

"Claro que no. Why would I?"

"Maria - I think Duña took it.  I have to know what it is."
 Duña’s symptoms told him everything: Whatever street drug or
knock-off pharmaceutical Varah bought was infected with Pure. 
He needed a name.

"I’ll … uno momento."

He drummed the plastic viewer across the back of his hand. 
An icon flared atop the conversation dialog and when he pinched it
a name and address rendered.  A GPS marker pulsed.

She ended the connection.  A message warned that further
contact would be blocked.

Jideon tucked the viewer in his pocket and dashed to the living
room.  He picked up a bag of Duña’s clothes and ran outside to
the waiting cab. Once seated beside his daughter, he read the
address to the autopilot.  As the cab ascended, he brushed a
lock of her hair across her forehead. 

He’d seen her type of addiction before.  Pure was a
software virus that infected neuro chips, duplicating itself in her
body.  After the first dose, any neuro chip might trigger it.
Any dose now and the receptors in her brain would burn out. All of
them.  All at once.  That’s what Pure did.

The cab flew through empty airlanes and the frame shuddered when
it began its decent.  Jideon pulled a hooded shawl from the
paper bag and set it on Duña’s lap.  They stopped near an
alley and the door drew open.

Stepping onto the vacant street, helping Duña to her feet, he
cursed his ex-wife.  Duña trembled and he rubbed her shaking
arms, handed her the shawl.

"Put this on," he said.

The cab door closed and the vehicle hovered across the
street.  He called for it to wait but it began its ascent.

Standing in the rain on a vacant North American street, Jideon
helped dress his daughter and looked for an address. I won’t
let this happen to you.  You won’t become catatonic.
That’s what Pure would do.

With a pinch he activated the viewer and it resumed with the
address.  Tapping the address opened a map.  Maria had
included a personnel GPS marker.  The location was close: Down
the alley.

Jideon escorted Duña through the alley and hid her between two
trash bins. "Wait here," he whispered and adjusted the hood over
her rain-drenched forehead.

A horn blasted from the airlanes overhead and she jerked from
his embrace.

"Papá es aqui," he said. "Wait."

Jideon stood, glanced at the P-GPS marker flickering on the
plastic, and followed the alley towards the blip.  Fifty
meters from the road a man ducked the rain in a dance-club
stoop.

As an active duty Spanish Legionaire, Jideon was well versed on
tactics for dealing with hostile informants.  Rules of
engagement seemed foreign to him while Duña suffered.

He strode through the alley and called, "My putilla
gringo ex-wife is nowhere to be found."

Upon closing the distance he continued, "My daughter, Duña, is
addicted to Pure."  Near the alleyway stoop, blocking the
man’s passage, he said, "And a personal geomarker in my ex-wife's
address book labelled: Fritter, coin only."

Jideon pulled back his broad shoulders and balled his
fists.  "Someone sold Pure to my wife and now my daughter is
addicted."

The man pulled a florid wrap, vibrant gold and pale blue, across
his chest and descended the steps. His skinny limbs and torso
wormed inside the tube of rain drenched fabric.  "Fritter is a
name for customers.  François Touvier. You’re not
police. 

 "Cyber medic?" Touvier pointed at the satchel.  "The
hardware is familiar; military."

"Knight Legionnaire," Jideon rolled back his sleeve and raised
his arm. Rain spattered the Legionnaire tattoo.  "Spanish
Legion."

Touvier laughed and his hands palsied, which Jideon assumed was
from drugs or the cold. "A cyber medic should know that Pure is
random.  Nobody sells it because it's not there to be sold.
It’s everywhere, and it's nowhere."

"No." Jideon shook his head, chill raindrops wicking from curly
brown locks and dripping from the end of his prominent nose. He
pointed behind him and said, "Es aquí," but regretted
saying it, adding, "I have a copy."

"Impossible." Touvier peered askance Jideon and down the
alley.  "Your daughter?"

Jideon nodded and beckoned her from her huddle beside the
dumpster.  "Duña."

Duña rose, entrenched in her hooded shawl decorated with
tourmaline Egyptian hieroglyphs.  She walked like Jideon had
seen her plod in the Orange Zone base, brimming with teenage
angst.

He set his hand on her shoulder, wiped rain from her forehead
and cheeks.  Her skin was pale, her stare wide and
vacuous.  Where is my baby girl’s golden face?

Touvier squinted and half-smiled pitted teeth, and creased the
amusement from his lips.  He sniffed. "Elle est frit.
I smell it, the puanteur, the stink of a catatonic."

Jideon drew Duña close. The aroma of moth balls infused her
translucent skin. "Not yet." He looked up.  "You sold Varah
the antidepressant?"

"I –" Touvier scanned the roofline, towards the end of the
alley.  "Sometimes, I help people." 

"I can help my daughter if I have information." Jideon opened
his beige long coat.  Twisting his shoulder, he rotated the
butt of a gauss pistol strapped to his ribcage.

Touvier retreated to the nightclub fire door.

Slowly, Jideon moved his hand inside the coat, opposite the
pistol.  He removed the plastic bag stuffed with neuro chips
and pulled open the seam.

Touvier stepped down and reached for the colorful fabric
squares.  Jideon retracted the bag.

"I need to know what you know."  He spilled the bag. 
Half of the fabric wafers fell to the wet pavement.  Had the
neuro chips included code charges, the moisture would have
activated the chips’ nano fronds.

Touvier crouched and picked up a dozen neuro chips.  "You
ruined them, but, these are worthless.  Aspirin. Cough. 
Laxative."  He threw the chips on the ground.  "Is this a
joke?"

Duña inched around her father's leg and reached for the neuro
chips. 

Jideon gripped her shoulder, held her back, and spilled more
chips.  "You sold Pure to her mother.  Now, Duña is
addicted."  He sprinkled chips on the ground.  "I want a
name.  Your source."

"What is this?" Touvier gestured at the bag.  "You think I
care what you throw away from your medicine cabinet?"

"No," Jideon shook his head and jostled the bag.  "You know
I’m a cyber medic.  Programming neuro chips is what I
do.  I learned to make copies." The lie tasted sweet.  He
didn’t know what code once resided in the chips, only that they
were empty.

Duña grunted and clawed painted fingernails at the pavement.

Touvier looked at Duña, as Jideon hoped the drug dealer would
trust the addict, and not realize the chips were worthless. 
Seething, he asked, "Do you have any idea how much those are
worth?"

Jideon raised the plastic bag.  "Your source."

He shook his arms, tapped his foot, and looked between Duña and
the bag.  "First give me the chips.  Then, maybe I’ll
remember something of interest."

He pitched the bag at Touvier's chest.  "When your dealer
calls, tell him I’m making cheap copies." 

Duña pulled from his embrace and affixed a rabid glare on the
plastic bag. He had seen similar behavior: She couldn't tolerate
withdrawal much longer.  And every dose brought her closer to
the end - catatonia, the walking dead.

Touvier rolled the bag in his finger tips, counting the chips,
and tucked it inside his wrap. "What makes you think he’ll contact
me?"

Jideon held up his plastic viewer. "You’re selling
antidepressents.  Your source must be big pharma. They’ll know
your inventory changed.  I’ll be close."

He pulled Duña’s arm and whispered, "Vamos." 
After dragging her half-way down the alley, she picked up her feet
and began to walk.

From the stoop Touvier said, "His name is Anton.
Représentant pharmaceutique.  That's all I know."

It doesn’t matter, Jideon thought.  Knowing the
source was big pharma was helpful, but having Touvier take
possession of chips was enough: They’d find him.

They departed the cement alley for a composite brick sidewalk
and an empty street.  Cold rain fell from a bright blue sky,
and Jideon hurried Duña through the valley of decrepit golden
skyscrapers.  Egyptian motifs were in vogue last decade, and
he regretted that Varah hurried Duña from the PX fashion reserve to
a region where her clothes were laughably dated.  What teen
wouldn't rebel?  Varah may as well have put the drug into
Duña's hand.

"Papá," his daughter said, her voice taking him back
twelve years to a toddler scuffing her knee. "Papá, papá,
papá."  Her fingernails dug into his hand.

"I know," he said. "Sé que duele."  She couldn't
wait.  She needed it.  And, he needed copies.

He looked for an open shop.  Most stores were closed. 
Blue OLED flickered from across the empty street: Mr. Fishy's, it
read.  Public Food. A dozen catatonics followed a water-heater
shaped robot, passing the twisted azure signage.

Jideon led Duña across the street, anticipating a jaywalking
debit against his city visa. The catatonics, dressed in mildewed
burlap, shuffled through the rain.  He had not paid attention
to fashion since leaving Barcelona, long before Duña was
born.  That day, more than most, he noticed teens and a drug
dealer wearing desert cut African colors on Asian silk, and
occasional Celtic iconography. The fashion of catatonics never
changed.  Burlap shifts, canvas coats, recycled plastic
boots.

Waiting for the catatonic brood to pass the entrance, he
wondered if Duña knew how close she was to the end.  Or, had
withdrawal overtaken her with its singular hunger for more?

"I need you with a clear head.  Can you be like were in
Iran?  Strong?  Ser rápido?"

Her nails left abrasions on the backs of his hands.  Sickly
she whispered, "Sí."

Any dose now, and her brain would burn-out and leave her
catatonic. That's what Pure did.

They entered the Mr. Fishy's, and Jideon was thankful to see it
half-filled with customers.  The menu read: Lunch. 
Crimson lettering scolded: Feed your catatonic. Grain meal
available.  He ordered two lunches from an elderly clerk.

The man set a tray on the counter and deposited two brown
rectangles and two scoops of mealy hash on the orange
plastic.  "Special sauce?"

Jideon shook his head, covered his mouth and coughed. 
"Antibióticos?" 

He pulled a handful of sample packs from a cardboard box and
dropped them on the tray.

Holding up his identification, Jideon asked, "How much?"

The man half smiled and added a pair of cups and straws. 
"This is a public food establishment."

He took the tray, thanked the man, and led Duña to an open table
beside a window.  Public Food.  He had forgotten the
degree of the North America depression.  Why did Varah come
here?

"Sit," he told Duña and slid into the booth opposite her. 
"Eat."

"Lo necesito, papá," she said and leaned over the
tray..

Jideon lifted her arms out of the soupy meal.  "Eat
first."   He tapped the window.  "Help your dad.
Watch."

She picked up a rectangle and nibbled on the corner.

"And the meal.  Two bites para su padre."

From his pocket he removed the plastic viewer, shook it to clear
the screen, and pinched the corner.  The plastic flashed,
rendered finger-tip sized icons.  He pinched the directory
icon and whispered, "Anton.  Pharmaceuticals.  Neuro
chips."

"Papá," Duña muttered with bits of meal and pollock flecking her
lips.  "Two bites. That’s two bites."

An impossible number of results scrolled across the
plastic.  Through the plastic film he looked at the empty city
street and across a nearby park.  "How can there be four
hundred Anton's in pharmaceuticals?"

"Papá -"

"Mira.  Un minuto."

He opened the satchel and removed a small device and
cable.  Passing her the gummy rectangular end of the cable, he
said, "Stick this on your wrist."  He inserted the cable into
the device and clipped the plastic viewer to the base.  The
search results shunted off-screen and a new icon loaded: Chip
Analysis.

Jideon inhaled and from the tray counted five foil packets
stenciled with "Antibiotics – One Copy."  He tore open each
packet, wiped his finger tips of moisture, and extracted five
one-centimeter-squares of gauzy fabric.

He looked around and noticed a few onlookers and he hoped any
addicts wouldn’t start begging.

"Give me your wrist," and when she offered her left wrist, he
shook his head.  "No, the one with the cable." He placed the
antibiotics neuro chip on the medical sensor.

Information spooled across the plastic screen. 
"Antibiotics, Generic x 1."

He put his finger on the opening of his drink straw, lifted it
from the paper cup, and held a bead of carbonated beverage over the
chip.  The drop of beverage covered the fabric and thousands
of nano-fronds unfurled through the medical sensor and into her
skin.  The chip should send electrical stimuli into Duña's
body, mimicking the effects of a generic-brand antibiotic. 
Pure didn’t work that way.

The plastic screen alerted him to an error.  Duña's body
did not complete a test circuit in the allowable amount of
time.  Instead, a river of biochemical programming rose from
within her body, flooding the plastic screen, and reprogrammed the
chip.  Duña's body rewrote the antibiotics program with
Pure.  He first witnessed how Pure worked that morning while
reprogramming every neuro chip he found in the apartment with a
military-grade anti-psychotic, hoping it would barricade the
nucleus accumben receptors.  It didn’t.  Now, he hoped to
capture and copy Pure with his own neuro chip program.

The program required his intervention to allow the neuro chip to
run.  If he did nothing and let the withdrawal symptoms
continue, she would die.

He pinched the plastic and the compromised chip executed the
viral program.  Immediately, Duña's irises restricted to
pinpoints.  A half second later her irises dilated.

In the one half second, the analysis program reported that Pure
had formulated the optimal euphoria for Duña's body.  The
virus was more complicated than any neuro chip program Jideon had
seen.  Over the next twenty nine seconds, the program went to
work on the neuron synapses and receptors in her nucleus accumben,
inflating senses of reward, laughter, and pleasure.

Half a minute later, color returned to her cheeks and she was
his daughter again. A vibrant, moody, angst-ridden teen. 
Tears filled her eyes.

"Sorry," she whispered.  "I’m so sorry."

He didn't want her to see his teary eyes and looked down at the
plastic film.  "You made it four hours.  You can only do
this two, maybe three more times."  There was no need to
continue.  She understood.  "Was it the same this
time?"

She shook her head. "Better.  Perfect and extreme
bliss.  But, now, I feel normal."

"Suficiente," he said.  He took the cable from her
wrist and  touched the sticky cable end to the remaining
chips.  The program, the insidious bastard, was still
loaded in the viewer and he tapped the copy icon for each neuro
chip.

Duña touched his wrist and then the window. 
"Papá."

An oblong brown shape slid across his peripheral vision. 
The brown limousine crossed the street and hovered near the
entrance.  Its doors slid beneath the chassis and three men
dressed in brown suits stepped onto the curb.  They walked
towards the entrance.

Jideon pulled the straw from Duña's cup and laid it on the table
beside his. He stuffed the medic kit into the satchel and tucked
the plastic viewer in his pocket.  Next, he rolled two neuro
chips between his fingers, stuffed them into the straws, and
dropped the straws into his cup.

The men entered the restaurant, looked around, and approached
their table. 

The leading brown suit said, "We have a mutual acquaintance:
François."

Jideon looked at the other two men, who reached into their
blazers and fingered shoulder holsters.  "Perhaps.  Who
are you?"

The man clasped his hands across his waist.  "Anton. And
you are, uh, Mister Jideon?"

Anton smiled, lips receding from antiseptic white and
mathematically precise teeth.  "See, I knew that
already.  In five minutes I learned everything about
you.  Knight Legionnaire, Special Operations. Combat cyber
medic. Parkour champion in Iran."

Jideon bit his lower lip, hiding a smile, satisfied Touvier had
been bugged or at least made the call.  And the factoid about
parkour would be a top search result for his name and the Middle
East.  These were the people he needed to find: Big pharma
thugs.  He glanced at Duña. "Your source is incorrect. I don't
practice parkour."

Anton leaned forward, balled his fist, and scuffed his sole
across the tiled floor.  "To be fair, I should ask: Do you
know Gracie?"

Jideon nodded. "Brazilian jujitsu.  Yes, I know it. 
And Krav Maga, and Sambo." 

Anton snapped his fingers.  One of the thugs took hold of
Jideon's bicep, and Anton laid his olive-toned hand on the table
top.  "You're pushing in the wrong territory."

"I'm only looking for source code," Jideon said.

The thug squeezed Jideon's arm.

Anton snorted and pointed at Duña. "I know about her. François
said she was in a bad way.  And now?"  He glanced at the
satchel laying beside Jideon.  "Military grade neuro chip
hardware, and she looks like a peach.  You're making
copies."

"I'm trying to help my daughter."

Anton smiled. "One call to child protective services and she'll
have the best care.  Only the best."

"Leave him alone," Duña said and pushed Anton's hand from the
table.

The other thug reached for her wrist.

Duña slipped under the table, darted between Jideon's legs and
the table post, and stood up behind Anton.

Jideon grabbed the thug's hand gripping his bicep and torqued
the man's arm, sending him face first onto the table top.  He
raised the straw to his lips and spit a neuro chip at Anton. 
The ball of fabric stuck to his neck.  Jideon released the
unconscious thug, reached into the man's jacket and took his
pistol.

Anton tried to brush off the chip, but the nano-fronds had
latched into his skin.

The second thug drew his pistol and aimed at Jideon. 
Across the restaurant, patrons gasped, shouted warnings, and
huddled in their booths.

Jideon pointed at a flashing red light above the trigger
guard.  "Safety interlock.  Gun won't fire with children
present."

Duña kneed the thug in the groin and wrenched the pistol from
his hand.  She jumped to the table edge and sprang forward,
parrying a strike with her shin and pistol-whipped him.

Jideon stood and whispered to Anton, "Duña, on the other hand,
is a traceuses mujeres champion."

Anton stumbled over the two thugs and ran towards the
entrance.

Duña leaped to a nearby table and vaulted through a gap in the
day-old salad bar between the glass canopy and a trough of lettuce
stalks.  She kicked Anton off balance and he stumbled against
a rack of orange trays.

Jideon ran after Anton, and Duña and he caught up with the
pharmaceutical rep as he exited Mr. Fishy's. He aimed the straw at
Anton's head and spit-balled a second dose.  The neuro chip
stuck to the back of his neck and Anton stopped.

"Duña," Jideon said and pointed at the car. He guided Anton to
the door, which slid open on Anton’s approached.

Duña entered and Jideon pushed Anton inside.  The door
started closing after Jideon sat on the leather bench seat.

Anton pulled the spent neuro chips from his neck and threw them
into a chrome mini-bar sink.

Jideon held up the pistol and tossed it on the seat.  It
was useless in Duña’s present.

"Okay," Anton said.  "What do you want?  A piece of
the action? I can arrange that."

Jideon slapped Anton's neck, catching the cartilage around his
larynx.  He squeezed and twisted.  When Anton opened his
mouth and gasped, Jideon flicked a third dose into his mouth.

Duña tapped the window.  "They're coming."

"Lock the doors," Jideon said to the glass driver's
partition.

The vehicle didn't respond.

Jideon squinted and looked at Anton's eyes.  The irises,
ballooned under the influence, cinched.  He pushed a fourth
neuro-chip into Anton's nostril and lightly pinched his nose.

He tipped his head at the window and the two thugs departing the
restaurant.  "Lock them out."

"Lock," Anton said, and a low whine emanated from the limousine
doors.  "What do you want?"

"I've seen Pure all over the world.  It's always
addictive.  Withdrawal is deadly.  In less than four
days, in fewer than ten doses, the addicted burn out. 
Catatonic."

Looking at Duña, he swallowed and blood rushed to his
eyes.  Don’t cry.  "I don’t know how to help my
daughter."  He leaned closer to Anton and twisted his nose.
"Pure is no random virus.  Whoever made it must have a
cure."

Anton spit at Jideon’s hand, said in congested voice, "What
makes you think I could or would help you? You’re betting your
daughter’s life on a hunch?  Go to a hospital.  Find a
doctor."

Jideon shook his head, his long curly hair twisting around his
neck. "Don’t you understand? I’m not betting her life.  I’m
betting yours. It takes as few as five doses to burn out, and
withdrawal sets in within an hour of each dose."  He squeezed
Anton's nose, pressing his thumb into the sinuses.  "This is
number four."

Jideon withdrew from Anton and moved to sit beside Duña. 
Outside, the thugs pounded on the window and tried to open the
limousine door.  He put his arm around her shoulder.

"Papá, do you know what you're doing?"

He placed his hand on her head and held it near his chest. 
"Everything for my linda hija."

When Anton began to move, Jideon said, "Go on.  I want to
see how you save your own neck."

"Muk Lab," Anton announced. "Drive!"

The limousine floated across the empty street, ascended near a
ramshackle tenement and merged into an East-West airlane.  A
shutter opened on the carriage and through the floor window Jideon
saw more empty streets and herds of catatonics.

The airlane was open along the waterfront.  They flew over
a rolling hill where the city ended and suburban sprawl
began.  Traffic increased in the sprawl and the limousine
formed a platoon with two work buses and a container truck. 
Ten kilometers outside the city, the limousine exited the airlane
and followed a gradual spiral exit to a paved road.

The limousine slowed and hovered across the parking lot for an
abandoned shopping mall. They stopped at the curb near a boarded-up
salon and military recruiting office.

Anton touched the door and it slid down and beneath the
limousine. He climbed out and walked towards a maintenance door
between the salon and recruiting office.

Jideon retrieved the pistol from the car seat and followed,
catching the maintenance door after Anton opened it.  He
waited for Duña to enter.

Inside the tiled utility corridor, a security guard sat behind a
folding table and blocked access to a metal door.

Anton held up his wrist.  "I need access."

The guard stood and fanned a green plastic viewer near Anton's
wrist.  Jideon saw a glowing blue umbrella emanate from the
viewer and a profile render in the translucent plastic.  He
raised his eyes and saw the guard looking at him.

"You're clear to proceed," the guard told Anton.  He
reached behind him, held the viewer near a plate affixed to the
door, and the door swung open.

The guard positioned himself between Anton and Jideon.  He
put his hand on his belt and asked Jideon, "Your authorization,
sir?"

Jideon touched Duña's back.

Anton stepped through the door, started to close it, and said,
"It’s only me."

Duña sprang to the table top and dove for the door, but Anton
pulled it shut before she reached the wall.

The guard drew his pistol, pointed it at Jideon's chest, and
pulled the trigger. Nothing.

"Safety interlock," Jideon told the guard.

"There's a child present," Duña said and connected a crescent
kick with the guard's head.

The guard stumbled forward.

Jideon caught the guard's hand and wrenched his wrist until the
guard relinquished the pistol.  He took the plastic viewer
from the guard's other hand and waved it near the door.

"If you kill me … " the guard said.

Jideon ejected the battery clip from the gauss pistol and handed
the pistol butt-first to the guard.  "She’s sick.  I only
need a copy of the cure"

The guard took the pistol, stood, and nodded.  "Seems
that’s the only reason the pharmas come here, to look after
themselves.  They don’t care about anyone else."  He
shook his head.  "What about people like you, or people like
my wife and son?"

Jideon pointed to the ceiling.  "Security?"

The guard shook his head.  "Not that kind of place."

"I’m trying to help those kind of people.  Like you and
your family."  He held up three fingers, and when the guard
nodded, he said, "Negocio."

He followed Duña through the metal door, and they walked down a
darkened brick hallway.  The hallway opened into a musty
boiler room webbed with rusty pipes. Two dim incandescent bulbs
dangled from the ceiling.  A neuro chip writer was plugged
into an archaic touch-terminal.

Jideon didn't see Anton near the terminal and touched Duña's
shoulder.  He pointed at the corner of the hallway and walked
ahead of her.

He raised his palms and set one foot into the room.  A
rusted pipe swung around the corner.

Jideon arched his back and the pipe clubbed the brick.  He
grabbed and pulled the pipe, and Anton stumbled into the center of
the room.

"Watch him," he told Duña.

He sat in a rickety chair next to the terminal, scanned the
icons and a console view, and looked at Anton.  "This isn't
Big Pharma.  Es para la inteligencia artificial.
AI."  He looked up at the ceiling, recalling the command
syntax. "Lo que es binario?"  He saw a crudded
keyboard connected to the display, pulled it to the edge of the
table, and typed in several commands until one didn't throw an
error.

"Sim OS. Thirteen dash zero four."  He looked at Anton.
"Que?  Not military.  Not Big Pharma. What is
it?"

Anton stood.  "Shut up!"

He took a step towards Jideon but Duña leveled the rusty pipe at
his chest.  He clenched his lips and pointed at the
display.

"What?" Jideon asked.

Anton leaned into the pipe and pointed at a pair of icons
portraying a camera and microphone.

Jideon tapped the icons to disable them.  "Satisfied?"

"You have no idea what you're screwing with," Anton said, and
Jideon noted the man's cheerless tenor.

"Screw with?" Duña asked and tapped Anton's chest with the
pipe.  "What kind of person makes something like Pure? 
And knowing what it does, what kind of mente enferma sells
it on the street?"

Anton shook his head.  "No person made Pure."  He
pointed at the display. "But we found a source copy. 
Here."

"El computador homicida?" she asked.

"Gapped," Jideon said and understood Anton's concern.  "All
AI software must cross the genocide gap, the point at which it
decides the world is better off without humans.  If it cannot
cross it, it must be shut down. He's suggesting this AI created
Pure when it gapped."

"Really?" Duña asked.  "I thought that was only in the
movies.  How many don't make it?"

"None make it."  Jideon tapped the display.  "Every AI
includes a software circuit breaker.  It must suicide if it
concludes to eradicate humans.  So, why is this one still
running?"

Jideon stood and took the pipe from Duña, pointed the tip
beneath Anton's chin. "You know."

He pushed the pipe against Anton's neck. Anton stepped back and
Jideon followed, driving Anton against the wall.  "Why is it
still running if it created Pure?"

"I don't know who started it.  Only that -"

He twisted the pipe against the skin on Anton's neck. 
"Yes?  It seems a lot of big companies and governments like
the result: An unlimited supply of cheap labor."

Anton grimaced.  "It's not … not what you think. 
This AI is for prototyping neuro chips.  It gapped and
released Pure to a control group.  From there Pure
self-replicated."

He looked past Jideon at the display.  "The AI tried to
cross the gap by creating an inoculation.

"The government," he shook his head, "They created the catatonic
work program to deal with the blowback, froze the AI in read-only
mode, and relocated the hardware to a government installation while
their programmers figured out the logic used to cross the
gap.  The AI created the inoculation, but –"

Jideon said, "But the pharmas wanted to commoditize it."

"The governments need the catatonic program," Anton said. "They
are the ones exploiting Pure."

"Exploit? There's nobody left!"  Jideon threw the pipe
against the wall and walked to the table.  He removed the
neuro chip sensor from his pocket and connected it between the
display and the chip writer.  "Where is the inoculation
source?"

Anton shook his head.  "I don't -"

Jideon strode to the table.  "You said this AI created Pure
when it gapped, and created the inoculation?  So, it was
genocidal, and it’s reasonable now?"  He aimed his finger at
the active video and microphone icons.  "It looks like your AI
turned these back on. Hello," he said to the display.

The console cursor flashed.

"Your drug made mi niña enferma.  I need the
inoculation copied to the attached device."

The console printed, "Sending to device."  A second line
printed, "I was not aware the virus was permitted to propagate and
the inoculation withheld."  The third line read, "Tell your
daughter: Lo siento si ha sufrido."

"Thank you."  He laid his plastic viewer over the sensor
and reviewed the inoculation source code.  From a nearby
container he counted and set five chips on the writer.  The
writer status flashed green and he picked up the chips.  Then,
he cleared the print buffer.

"Here," he passed a chip to his daughter.

Duña took the chip, licked her wrist, and inhaled a deep
breath.  "Dios por favor," she whispered and pressed
the fabric square on her wrist.

Jideon studied her eyes.  The pupils were steady.  "Do
you feel any different?"

"I think," she said and smiled.  "I think it's gone."

He hugged her and led her from the room.

"Hey!" Anton called.  "What about me?"

"Ask it yourself," Jideon called back.

By the time they reached the metal door, Jideon heard Anton
shouting 'Why not?' at the display.  He opened the metal door
and offered the guard three copies of the inoculation.

"Don’t let Anton know you have these," Jideon whispered.

Then, they walked outside, across the empty mall parking lot,
and towards a metro station.

Waiting for the next airbus, Jideon watched Duña relax her
shoulders and imagined it was the addiction evacuating her
body.  He took her hand, held it to his cheek, and hugged her
close.  Though he felt empty, wondering if the lack of feeling
was shock, a part of his subconscious beyond his control queued up
tears.  The saline drops rolled down his cheeks.

Duña wrapped her fingers around his hand.

They drifted from the embrace, holding hands, and watched a
robot lead two columns of catatonics past the metro station. 
Further down the street, catatonic herds converged from a
construction site, laundry, and garbage service. Both Jideon and
Duña followed the downcast somber faces.

Duña pulled away from her father and approached the herd. 
She raised her hand towards one catatonic in particular.

"Mamá?"
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