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MARTIN 29 DASH COMPUG looked into the mirror and
saw himself not quite assembled; one of his eyes,
the new blue one, was afloat; his nose, glowing a

nice cadmium yellow, was on the mark but not yet attached;
his mustache was fluttering mockishly in the air just ahead
of his upper lip; and his hairpiece, which was usually on
time, was only just beginning to settle in under the cap he
imagined himself to be wearing. Only his red paper ear and
business-like lips were fully in place and standing ready. The
tentative aspect of all the rest suggested he was in for another
altogether disagreeable day.

He checked his pulse, and found his suspicions con-
firmed. “Running slow. I might have guessed.”

At breakfast, sitting across from the always punctual
Mrs. 29 Dash etc., his brain sent a message to his mouth,
requesting a frown in response to the bowl of bran flakes she
had put in front of him, but the message went instead to the
errant blue eye, which was in place but a little askew, and all
he got was a series of winks, which Mrs. 29 Dash etc. mistook
for flirtaciousness. With his good eye, the hazel eye which
was all that remained of his original equipment, he saw her
smile coyly and lift a hand to one of her breasts. “I ’m running
slow today,” he hastened to say.

“Did you take your vitamins, dear?” she asked without
looking at him.

“No.”
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“Well then, that’s what you get,” she said, affecting a
smuggish look only a hair short of disdain.

“Vitamins have nothing to do with running slow. It’s at-
mospheric,” he replied in defense. Martin 29 Dash CompuG
didn’t really know what had caused him to run slow that day,
or any other day. The word atmospheric had just come into
his brain, something to say to head off Mrs. 29 Dash etc.,
who was forever shoving pills in front of his nose and quoting
some video quack. She fancied herself a vitamin connoisseur,
certainly. For many years, in fact, she had been in the habit
of squandering most of the household budget buying every
pill or elixir on the market, never mind that the efficacy of
any and all remained unproved by the offices of legitimate
science. His own feeling was that the matter of organ syn-
chronization is rather more complex, perhaps associated with
the functioning of his FPU, which—given the fact that elec-
trochemical components aren’t covered by insurance—he
hadn’t as yet upgraded or replaced by one of the improved
units. These latest effects, in any case, were possibly little
more than harbingers of more serious problems in the mak-
ing. He had learned to expect the worst when it came to body
work.

The trip across town that morning was uneventful. Mar-
tin 29 Dash CompuG arrived at the office with his nose only a
tad unresolved and mustache apparently determined to re-
main a bit stand-offish. He was quick to explain to Miss 45
Dash Dash CBaker, whose cubicle adjoined his, and who was
bound to notice, that he was not feeling up to par. He always
took pains to explain himself where Miss CBaker was con-
cerned. He was, in brief, more than fond of his workmate.
And, as Miss CBaker was apt to do, she responded with a
polite smile and offered both sympathy and understanding.

Martin 29 applied himself to his work as best he could,
making his way though the maze of documents which accu-
mulated automatically and endlessly in the indexes of his
computer, the work products of persons and machines lo-

cated near and far, and about which he knew nothing. By
mid-morning he had reviewed, annotated and dispatched to
the file server more than a hundred such files. He had been
interrupted briefly by Mr. 14 Grassley, his boss, who wanted
to know why certain of those files which Martin 29 shipped
had not been coded with Martin 29’s employee number. Mar-
tin 29 was as puzzled as Mr. 14 Grassley, but offered that the
requisite thought—which was a permanent feature of his
working mind, under normal conditions—might not have
been translated fully into action. “I’m running a little slow,
you see,” he said apologetically.

Mr. 14 Grassley grunted something about the company
medical office, but then let the thought dangle. Miss CBaker
had caught Mr. 14 Grassley’s eye and he was already sitting
on the corner of her desk and making pleasantries as Martin
29’s brain was struggling to reconcile an information dispar-
ity between his left and right eyes, only one of which had
been attendant to Mr. 14 Grassley’s movements.

The afternoon went much better for Martin 29. A hearty
lunch at the company cafeteria and a stroll in the park had
put him right. He even managed to flirt a little with Miss
CBaker. In fact, during their break, they had taken tea to-
gether at China Cafe on the mezzanine. Martin 29 learned
that Miss CBaker had only recently acquired a new right tit,
that it was not quite settled in, and that she had been feeling
a little out of balance herself. “They recommend vitamins,”
she said. “Though I’m not one for pills and such. It just isn’t
nature’s way, if you know what I mean. I take them, of
course, just to be on the safe side.” The mention of vitamins
by Miss CBaker was somehow tolerable, or at least it didn’t
seem to have the raw edge that vitamin discussions accrue on
the lips of Mrs. 29 Dash etc.

Back at their desks Martin 29 and Miss CBaker seemed
distracted. Miss CBaker had even gone so far as to open her
dress a little to expose more of her new breast for Martin 29’s
benefit. At about three or three-thirty Martin 29’s bladder
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attempted to communicate with his brain concerning a mat-
ter of some urgency. Martin 29, more out of habit than by
any conscious decision, was in the next instant standing in
the restroom, member in hand, and not quite sure what was
to happen next. In the mirror over the urinal he could see
that one of his eyes was floating several centimeters off cen-
ter, that his nose had become detached on one side, and also
that his lips were moving but that no words were being spo-
ken, or, if they were, his ears weren’t hearing them.

Martin 29 checked his pulse—“Running slow… Damn!”
He splashed himself with water, took a few deep breaths and
checked again. “Damn!” he said. Finally, he decided that the
only thing to do was to put it out of his mind, return to his
desk and try to concentrate on work. But, as he passed Miss
CBaker, he saw her expression change from what must have
been the beginning of a smile to a look of shock. And sud-
denly there was a peal of laughter coming at him from all
directions. And, of course, this only confused him further.

Martin 29 was paralyzed. He just stood there, feet apart,
knees slightly bent, arms dangling awkwardly in arcs off his
shoulder, eyes and mouth agape. Miss CBaker, apparently
recognizing his predicament, grabbed a ledger from a file box
and quickly moved to his front, placing the ledger over his
crotch. “Martin—,” she whispered urgently, “your pe… your,
a… penis.”

Martin 29 struggled with the words: “P… p… pee… nis?”
It was a bleat, a cry that trailed upward until it was no longer
audible.

“The… thing is outside your trousers,” explained Miss
CBaker in as confidential a manner as might be possible in a
fish bowl—which was certainly the character of the circum-
stances in which she and Martin 29 then found themselves.

“Oh, good lord,” he sighed. “Please, Miss CBaker… I
mean, if you don’t find it too offensive, could you… I mean,
Miss… a… Miss Ccee… CBaker—my arms don’t want to
move.”

Miss CBaker looked around nervously, but moved closer
to Martin 29, holding the ledger just so with one hand, and
maneuvering to allow her other hand to capture the errant
member and endeavor to stuff it back into Martin 29’s trou-
sers. There was, of course, another chorus of laughter from
around the office. “Please, Martin,” Miss CBaker said, becom-
ing increasingly nervous, “please try to gather your wits.
Breathe deeply. I ’m having some difficulty here.”

“I ’m truly sorry,” he said. “Perhaps, if you can get me to
the elevator…”

“Yes, of course, Martin.”
Martin 29 managed to move his feet in a shuffling mo-

tion as Miss CBaker steered him toward the end of the room
and the elevator. She had his penis back in his trousers, but
she was having to take great pains to keep it there. “Martin,
please… Do try to help,” she said. “Yes. I ’m very sorry… very,
very sorry,” he said with a quiver, tears dripping from one
eye or the other. “I must go home.” “Yes, Martin,” Miss
CBaker said, “do get some rest. And really, don’t think any-
thing about all this. It can happen to any of us. Besides…”
Miss CBaker leaned close, her warm hand squeezing his—
“I rather enjoyed the moment.”

Mrs. 29 Dash etc. didn’t hear him come in. Still in her
morning coat, she was sitting at the kitchen table, licking a
large spoon and watching the video. Martin 29 decided
against announcing himself and instead went straight to the
bedroom, closed the door and threw himself face down onto
the bed. In an instant he was asleep and dreaming. A variety
of images filled his head—some not very pleasant—but
mostly he was adrift in a lovely, private place with Miss
CBaker. Moreover, his body, at least in some portion of this
dream state, was fully functional and on time, as it should be.

He may or may not have been dreaming when, sometime
later, Mrs. 29 Dash etc. entered the bedroom pushing a
vacuum cleaner, a real monster of a vacuum cleaner, a
Conner Deluxe with an atomic engine and dust annihilator.
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And it isn’t clear if she was aware that Martin 29—or at least
the majority of his person—was asleep on the bed. What can
be said is, that, contrary to his sense of himself at that mo-
ment, several vital parts had gone astray during his snooze,
and these parts were at that moment scattered about on the
floor, or floating just above it amid the puffs of dust. Clearly
he did not see Mrs. 29 Dash etc. pushing and shoving the
vacuum this way and that, nor did he notice that she was
sucking up the stray bits of his person and sending them into
the oblivion of the vacuum machine’s atomizing unit. It was
only when his newer eye, the blue one—which was sitting on
the edge of the bed—had awakened sufficiently to notice the
dangerous circumstance that Martin 29 was able to manufac-
ture a definite consciousness and attempt flight, though there
is no evidence that actual movement of any physical part of
himself was the result.

Mrs. 29 Dash etc., unfortunately, had on a headset and
had the video visor situated in such a way as to render her
blind to anything outside its limited field. She was doing her
cleaning by rote, as she had done every afternoon for all the
years they had been married. And so she pushed and shoved,
and the vacuum hummed and buzzed, and the parts of
Martin 29, new and old, functioning and non-functioning, got
sucked up the nozzle and through the hose to the atomic core
of the Conner Deluxe—atomized were his nose, his paper ear,
his mustache, his lips, the errant eye, the hair piece. All of it,
eventually. He cried out to her, pleading. But there were no
lips to form the words or hands to gesture. There was just his
consciousness, which was afloat in the air of the room and
mingling with the dust and random light. Indeed, if Mrs. 29
Dash etc. had been even slightly more in touch, more sensi-
tive to things outside herself, she might have noticed this
horrified essence wrapping itself around her ankles, like a
beggar’s hands, praying for the favor of its existence.

When at last Mrs. 29 Dash etc. shut off the Conner De-
luxe and took a moment to examine the room, she saw noth-

ing, or at least nothing that seemed unnatural or out of place.
There was just the bed and some odd pieces of Martin 29’s
clothing, the latter being a familiar irritant.

Mrs. 29 Dash etc. left the room—taking pains to adjust
the video visor for a better angle of view—without the slight-
est hint that she had been party to a murder, albeit inadvert-
ent. And all that remained of Martin 29 Dash CompuG was a
tear, a single moist droplet soaking into the carpet. It had
been shed at the last moment by his one and only original
eye, the hazel eye, and it contained all the sadness that is
possible to hold in one person, which is also the maximum of
the sum of humanity—its living, dead, and yet-to-be’s. It was
not a knowing sadness, nor a self-aware sadness—but a tran-
scendent, great sadness that is the essence of the overpower-
ing absurdity of circumstance that overtook Martin 29 Dash
CompuG this day, and, no doubt, someone else tomorrow.

Miss 45 Dash Dash CBaker, alone in her apartment, felt
it—though only briefly. She immediately reached for the
bottle of vitamins which she kept on the night stand next
to her bed. She took several. Coughed. And then went to
sleep, a fearful hand clutching the fasteners which restrained
her exquisite new tit.


