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Ashes to Ashes, Part One

by

Leni R. Sommer

"Why does it always seem to rain when the ocassion is already
dismal enough?' I remembered Rawhide remarking often, most notably at
Peggy'!s funeral. But +the day of Rawhide's Funeral dawned clear and
warm, exactly the kind of day he would have especially enjoyed.,

It need not be said that all of us at the Banzai Institute have
signed organ donor cards. But because he died by poison, an alien
poison whose antidote was unknown even to the superior intelligerce who
used it, we were deprived of even the cold comfort of knowing that our
friend Rawhide, through his death, was enriching the lives of others,
living on in them. : '

There had been a memorial service at the Cathedral Church of Saint
John the Divine in New York City a few days earlier. It had been
well-attendsd by members of the news media, Blus Blaze Irregulars, and
the scores of fans and friends Rawhide had made during his life, many
of whom wept openly as Buckaroo delivered his now-famous eulogy.

Immediately afterwards, Buckaroo appeared to address the full
membership of the United Nations. This was practically an emergency
session due to how perilously close the Earth had come +o being
destroyed during what the media had dubbed "The Yoyodyne Affair'; which
was nearly renamed "Yoyogate! after the Secretary of Defense tried +to
cover up the entire nasty business. But since the revelation at the
press conference-- "Lectroids from Planet 18! Get 'em!'"-- the media had
busted the story wide open. Plus, with the Congress clamoring for a
full investigation into the matter, John McKinnley's ploy was quickly
falling apart.

Standing before the assembled might of Earth, Buckaroco began to
address the ambassadors. :

"Honoraed delegates, I must First apologize +that the. leaders and
people of the Earth were not told about the crisis until now. But the
situation grew quickly, and before any of us could fully assess the
seriousness of the problem, the Lectroids had already halted all
surface communications. And unfortunately, ladies and gentlemen, if we
had failed, there would have been no one left to hear ths explanation.
(Buckaroo paused to let that sink in.) We must now acknowledge that
there are other intelligent life forms besides ourselves in this plane
of existance. The Lectroids came very close to destroying our fragile
world--but no closer than some of our awn leaders have in the past. It
is to that end, that I must ask you all ta reconsider the final
consequences of nuclear war. Ploase disarm now so that all the
children of the world may live in harmony.'" At these closing words,
there was a moment of profound silence then the delegates lept to their
Feet, clapping and cheering. Buckaroo signalled to the rest of us, who
had been positioned about the large auditorium, and we departed quickly



to the bus and started our long haul to Arizona and Rawhide's final
resting place.

This final laying to rest of our comrade was a private affair,
attended only by members of the Institute. We were at a small private
air-strip outside of Flagstaff, my fellow residents scattered about in
small groups, each person lost in his or her private remembrances.

I felt a warm band slip into my own, breaking my train of thought.
I smiled at Pecos, grateful for the presence of her vitality.

"How's the shoulder?" She asked. "Giving you any trouble?!

"You know what a fast healer I am. Besides, I have the two best
doctors in the world treating me.'" I felt a momentary pang,
remembering that Rawhide had said essentially the same thing, moments
before he died. '

"Is this New Jersay person really any good?" Pecos

-misinterpretted my expression. '"He doesn't seem too sure of himsalf.!

"He's just +the guiet type. Buckaroo vouched for him, and he
handled himself admirably during the raid on Yoyodyne. He's o.k. Even
Tommy thinks so."

I felt her stiffen, and turned to see Buckaroo and Penny Priddy
coming to Join us. We had all had our problems in coping with Penny's
presence among us--her uncanny resemblance to her sister, not to
mention her eerie raturn from death (something that never had been
explained to my satisfaction!)--but I knew that Pecos was having more
trouble than any of us. Since her return from +the CALYPSD, she had
refused to even be in the same room as Penny, much less speak to her.
A confrontation was coming. I dreaded it, but I knew that Pecos would
need my support when it came.

"Well, the chopper's ready to go," Buckaroo gestured towards the
military transport helicopter waiting near by. '"Let's go, friends."

With sun beginning to set in the west, we started to board, I saw

Penny drop back +to take New Jdersey's arm, leaving Buckaroo with me,
Pecos and Perfect Tommy. The two newsest members of the group, I knew,
must be feeling like interlopers, intruding on our private grief.
Billy, Pinky Carruthers, Professor Hikita, Big Norse and Mrs. Johnson,
the latter holding a bronze box, had already boarded and were seated in
the front of the aircraft. As we joined them, Penny and New Jersey
seated themselves in the back. B. Banzai signaled Casper Lindley, who
with his son Scooter Lindley, had kindly volunteered to pilot the
chopper, and we lifted off to begin our slow Fflight +to the Grand
Canyon. )
When Buckaroco had signalled Casper to hover, Mrs, Johnson handed
him the box she held. He walked to the doorway, where he was joined by
Big Norse. Together they opened the box and tipped it slightly so that
its contents could spill out slowly upon the air currents, then stood
with their arms about each other as they watched the ashes drift gently
to earth. No words were spoken, as we each made our farewells in our
hearts, OFf all of us, I think only +the Professor, who had been with
Buckaroo through all the loses in bhis life, could have found any words
of comfort for our bereft leader.

Our farewells completed, we slowly returned +to the alrfield and
disembarked from the chopper as tha sun finally sank behind the hills,
As we walked back to the bus, Pinky must have enlightenad Mrs. Johnson
with one of his unknown facts, for I heard her giggle.. The ice was
broken, and psople were talking quietly among themselves as we began




the drive over to the campsite that Mrs. Johnson and Pecos has
selected. Buckaroo went upstairs to his cubicle for, I hoped, some
much-neaded rest, or at least a period of meditation.

New Jersey was at the back of the bus, going over some sheet music
while practicing on a portable electric keyboard and looking very
worried. As usual, we had scheduled +two or three gigs for the +trip
back to pay expenses, and the next night the good doc was going to make
his debut on keyboard with the Cavaliers. He was, I knew, nervous
about the up-coming performance, but whether it was because he would be
playing in public for the first time or because he would be taking
Rawhide's place, I had no way of knowing. '

"Where's your spurs at, Doc?! I joked, hoping to 1lift his
spirits. Unforumately I was rewarded with only a weak smilae,

"Hi, Reno. How soon will we be stopping For the night7?"

"Oh, it ocught +to be jJjust a few more minutes. What are you so
worried ahout anyway--you'll be Ffine tommorrow night."

"If you say so, Reno. It's just +that I get nervous enough
operating in a room of Five people--and now I'm supposed to perform in
front of a whole crowd!®

I tried console him, "Now, Doc. A hundred people or so dontt
really constitute a crowd. And

anyway, they'll all be friends--so relax.” I hoped my kind words
would help him alleviate some of his fears, I had felt the same way
when I first joined the group. ’

I went on up to the Front of the bus, as we turned onto the access
road leading to our campsite, Although we did have pressing
agsignments back at the Institute, I felt it was nice that we had
decided to take a little "quiet" time in naturally beautiful settings
rather than the cramped bus or a hotel room. The sky had already
turned indigo as the twilight was changing to a beautiful clear starry
night. Pinky slowed the bus to g stop near the canyon ridge where
there were two large tents and other camping equipment that Pecos had
rented the day before. We disembarked from the bus quickly, everyone
carrying their bedrolls to their respective tents. Thankfully, supper
was already cooked and ready on the propane stove that was being ably
handled by a couple of interns as we settled around the campfire to
enjoy the repast and one anothert!'s solace.

In a way, this was our last meal with Rawhide as we had left him
in his final resting place, and the meal passed quickly as many of us
shared our rememberances of our dear friend. As we cleanad up after
dinner I noticed Buckaroo and Scooter talking quietly near the canyon
wall. Scooter had seemed very distracted during dinner. Perhaps the
lad was more upset about Rawhide's death than we originally
thought~~after all he was pretty young to have witnessed a death First
hand. As the darkness increased, they rejoined the rest of us around
the fire.

"I guess I just expected him to get wup later. I didn't believe
that he could really die, right there in front of me!" the lad was
saying.

"Life is not 1like the movies, or cartoons,” our leader replied,
gently but firmly. "I'm afraid that, in the real world, +the dead
almost always stay dead.!

"I know that," Big Norse broke in softly, "but it's still hard to
believe. I woke up this morning, and my first thought was that he's
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away on one of his +trips. Then I remembersd. I can't stand the
thought that he's gone forever.! :

"Is he gone forever, do you think?" Buckarco invited us to
explore and express our fFeslings.

"Judaism," New Jersey spoke softly, hesitantly, '"teaches that the
departed live on in the deeds they've done, and for as long as there
ara people to remember them.!

"But there should be more than memory!" was Big Norse's anguished
reply.

“"Many cultures belisve in reincarnation," Buckaroco offered her as
comfort.

"I read a book about reincarnation once,' Pecos spoke up suddenly,
"called “You Were Born Again to be Together'. It said that you tend to
come back with the same people, over and over, and that you all get
together first to decide things, like if you were going to be rich, or
have a handicap or something."

"How you work out your Karma." Professar Hikita contributed.

""You mean, Rawhide chose to die the way he did?" Tommy asked.

"Perhaps, he knew it was his Karma to die at this age, and he
chase to do so heroically, to save his friend, and %o save the world,
He would work off much Karma in doing so." Tommy ruminated on the
Professorts information.

"Then, we all knew each other before, and we'll all be together
again," Mrs. Johnson said with quiet excitement. "Rawhide, Flyboy,
S5luggo--all of us!®

"I like to believe so," Buckarco sald, a fine veneer of tension
underlining his words. "I have to believe it. Well, it's getting
late, folks, and we've got a long trip ahead of us. Llet's hit the
sack,."

Amidst murmurs of 'Good night' and fsleep well', we drifted ofF to
our sleeping bags. The clear, starry night; the presence of my dear
friends; and the tone of +the conversation were all strangely
comforting. I had a more restful sleep than I had expected +o.

However, the intensity of emotion I had experienced was more
draining than I had realized, and I slept most of the next day's bus
ride. Finding myself alone in the seat when I woke, I rose to stretch
cramped muscles and make human contact. The movement attracted the
attention of New Jersey, who was once again practicing his fingering on
the keyboard.

"Hi, Reno. What time we getting to Oklahema City? You krow?"

"Yeah, about eight, I think. Only gives us an hour or so to get
ready, but you know Buckaroo. That's the way he does things. You know
where Pecos went?!

"Upstairs in World Watch One, I think."

Actually, she was sitting alone at the very back of the bus,
staring out the window at the passing scenery. The single tear
slipping down her cheek Frightened me more than a full-fledged crying
Jag from any other woman I knew, for Pecos prides herself on being
'tough', on keeping her emotions in check. Even this small loss of
control was almost unheard of. I +took her hand and sat in the seat
besids her.

"Wa're all going to miss him.M

"It's more than that.m”

"I know. You and he were quite an item before I came along,"
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"Just worked out that way. When Buckaroo brought Peggy back from
England, we immediately became friends. I never let myself get that
close to anyone bhefore; not even Buckaroo. Never trusted anyone
befors. Never had a friend  before. But you knew Peggy, she had that
effect on people. I don't know what she saw in me, but she considered
me her best friend. And Rawhide was Buckaroo's. It was inevitable
that the four of us would spend as much time together as we could.
Buckaroo and Peggy, they never made us feel like we were intruding,
like thay'd rather have been alone together. But we were never more
than very good friends, Rawhide and me, even before you came along.
But Reno, I did love him, I just realized it.m

""Who do you think you're being disloyal to, him or me?!

"Both, I guess."

"And you're not being disloyal to either of us. Was Buckaroo
disloyal te him by loving Peggy? Of course not. And you aren't
wronging me by loving him, his memory. Dan't forget, Rawhide had Big
Norse--you didn't begrudge him that, I recall--and they sesmed really
happy. I'll het she'd really like to hear some of the things you could
tell her about him." Pecos nodded, kissed my cheek and squeezed past
me to find the the young blonde mathematician. And I was left alone to
deal with my own memories.

All of us at the Banzai Institute get along perfectly well. Our
divergent, but ultimately common interests have brought us together,
and under the steadylng influence of B. Banzal, keep us living together
basically in peace and harmony. O0h, sure, we all give Perfect Tommy a
hard time now and then, but it is done with affection, and for the same
reasons one ties guide wires to a sapling tree--to help it grow
straight.

My relationship with Rawhide, howsver, differed somewhat from that
happy norm. Ours was as close to a rivalry as has ever existed at the
Institute. Perhaps I was jealous of his closeness +o the boss.
Perhaps he resented the fact that I was able to assume a position only
a little less high than his own, both in the chain of command at the
Institute and in Buckarcot's heart, in a relatively short time. I doubt
that any one else, except Buckaroco, of course, had any idea that the
rivalry existed. We were barely aware of it ourselves, and it surfaced
only rarely in the odd remark that was not meant as fondly as it
appeared.

As Penny came down the steps from the upper level of the bus, I
saw New Jersey sit up and stare at her. He put the sheet music aside,
and noticing my eyes on him, came back to join me.

"What's on your mind, Doc?'" It was obvious that something was and
that it concerned Penny.

"Yau know, Reno, I've lost patients bhefore, every doctor has, but
never like this. What was the good of all my training-~all I Could dao
was stand there and watch him die.m

Rawhide. New Jersey had barely gotien .a chance to know him. T
don't think any of us expected him to be so affected by his death.
'"id you talk to Buckaroo about this?!

"Yes, of course. He said that in the end, +that might be =a
healer's most important job. But to just stand there helplessly, doing
nothing. It was different when Penny---died. At least there were
things I could do."

"And then, as it turna out, she didn't die. I couldn't believe
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the look on your face when she and Buckaroo came downstalirs Just before
we got home."

"Yeah. My first days on the Team were just full of surprises."

"So, how ya doing?" I asked, more than just partly to change the
subject. "You ready for the gig tonight?n

"About as ready as I can be, since I've never done this before."

"You've already proved to yourself that you can come through in
the clinches. You'll be terrific-~have half a dozen groupies waiting
backstage for you by the end of our last set. I guarrantees it." We
both laughed at that, and felt better for it, I'm sure.

None of us sats much before 3 performancae, but poor New Jersay was
unable to get down the light repast that Buckaroe recommended. As the
emcee introduced us, I could see him wiping his hands nervously on his
trouser legs. The audience was completely still as we walked on stage,
No one coughed or moved or even seemed to move as we took our places,
All eyes seemed to be on New Jersey, who drew a deep breath and played
the first chords of our opsning number. After much Adebate, we had
decided on a rousing rock and roll number that quicklyathe house up and
moving. The thunderous ovation +that followed seemed to be For New
Jerzey alone. '

As I predicted, our new keyboard player had quite a crowd waiting
for him after the show. And word must have gotten around, because st
the rest of the gigs, he was graested warmly, and by name. By the time
we got home, he was as comfFortable performing in front of a crowd as
any of us.

Stk

Life at the Institute returned to blessed normality. We were all
called upon, of course, ta testify at the Joint House-~Senate
committee's hearing on the Yoyodyne Affair, and then the matter was
filed away in our minds as we all went back to our work.

But something kept nagging at the back of my mind., I kept trying
to tell myself that it was only the increasing tension between Penny
and Pecos, the Llatter rebuffing the Fformer's overtures of friendship
until the long-expected eruption finally occurred. Hearing a string of
Spanish and Korean expletives, I burst into the library to find the two
women literally at each ather's throats, Penny showing once again the
hardness we had not seen since she was released From Jail. With help
From Billy, I broke up the cat Fight, and got Penny's promise that she
would lie low for awhile to give Pecos a little more time to adjust to
her presence.

But there was something else. While the obthers seemed +to be
lulled into a sense of security, I found myself hyperacute to sudden
noises and movements, seeing shadows out of the correr of my aye,
turning towards them only to have them disappear. I sought out
Buckaroo and learned that he was having similar experience.

"Have you found," he asked me, "that the Feeling ssems to be
strongest down in the labs?!

"And strongest of all where Rawhide died," I agreed with him.

He looked at me strangely. Could it be that this significant fact
had eluded my sage friend? Any way, we both found ourselves disquieted
by the auras that seemed to hang over the sites in question.

Gradually, this sense of unease invaded other members of the
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Institute, try as we did to keep our vague feelings of anxiety from
them. One morning I found Pecos in the living room, dark circles under
her eyes, and once again I was struck by how bird-like she is as she
Flitted restlessly about +the room. She literally nearly hit the
celling when I came up behind her.

"Hey, take it easy." I was alarmed to she her trembling. "What's
your problem? You're as nervous as a cat in a room full of rocking
chairs!®

"Sorry. I haven't been sleeping well. Reno,'" she hesitated, ''you
don't think I'm unstable, do you? Mentally, I mean."

"Unstable? You're one of the sanest people I know. What makes
you think you're not?!"

"Sometimes, just before I Fall asleep, I have--hallucinations.
Rats gnawing through the walls, spiders hanging from the ceiling,! her
voice dropped. "Sometimes, I think someone's in my room. Rawhide. I
look st the foot of my bed, and I see him."

I summoned up the basic psychology I had learned from our late
fFriend. "You probably just fall into a light sleep without realizing
it and are having dreams. Rawhide has been in all our thoughts lately,
and your dreams arae just reflecting that.!

"But I always see my room just as it really is."

"Well, do you turn on the light?" She nodded. "YThen what do you
see?"

"My room. But no rats, no spiders, no--Rawhide."

"Thare you go. They are Jjust dreams." Pecos sssmed reassured,
but I couldn't help but make a connection betwsen her dreams and what
Buckaroo and I had been expariencing.

A short time later, while I was down in the physics lah checking
the progress of the watermellon experiment, Perfect Tommy came ta find
me. My mind being on my work, I did not hear him rcoming and was
gbartled, naturally enough,

"What's wrong with everyaone round here? Youlre as jumpy as the
rest of them.' Tommy sounded unusually annoyed, as if our jumpiness
irritated him. I, in turn, was also irritated.

"What do you expect, when you go around sneaking up on people?

"Hey, now, none of that! Remember, we're civilized people here."
Buckaroa came in with New Jersey.

"Sorry, boss. This place seems to be giving me the creeps,
latsly" ]

"I know, Tommy. It's been a hard summer for all of us.™

"But Buckaroo,” I broke in, "we aren’t the only ones having bad
Feelings about something." I told him about my conversation with
Pecos.,

"Yeah, & couple of the interns won't even come down here, ar go to
the garage after dusk,” Tommy added. "And even Mrs. Johnson seems to
have lost her cool.!

Buckaroo continued to maintain that we were still suffering from
the psychological shock of Rawhide's death, but I was beginning %o
think that even he did not believe it. But as Jumpy as everyone was,
no one wanted to talk about it. Only Penny Priddy seemed unaffected by
the pall that hung over the Institukte. She was determined to earn a
place in all our hearts, and was touchingly eager to please. The
Institute, she confided to me, was the first place she ever lived that
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truly felt like home, and she wanted more than Just about anything to
Fit in and be allowed to stay. Her loveliness and her cbvious joy in
being near Buckaroco did much to 1ift the darkness that seemed to settle
in my soul. And as for B. Banzai, himself, I had not seen such an aura
of peacea and contentment surrounding him since Peggy died.

"Tommy, Reno, I want you both to come down to engineering with me
after dinner tonight,!" the boss announced one afternoon. "We need to
go over some modifications I think are needsd on the Jet Car." I was
startled, for we all, by unspoken but mutual consent, had been avoiding
that section as much as possible. I hadn't been down there in weeks,
put there was no getting out of it now.

As I walked down the hallway at the appointed time, I thought I
caught a movement out of the corner of my eye--a shadow leaping
cat-like From a doorway on one side to a doorway on the other. But
when I turned to take a better look, there was nothing to be seen. 1
shook off the spooked feeling I had as best I could, and went to work
on the problems that Buckaroo presented to us.

Several hours later, Pecos and Penny, having come to an uneasy
truce, came looking for us. The others chatted easily, but as we left
engineering, I seemed ocut off from their friendly bantering, the
Feeling of dread I'd experlenced earlier having returned.

As Buckaroo turned to clase the door, I tensed, and was about to
say something when I was sbruck from behind. I reeled from the blow,
hut with a supreme effort of will managed to remain conscious. Death
Dwarves, two of them, were being dealt with handily by Pecos and Tommy,
but Buckaroo had a different problem on his hands.

This third attacker was also a Death Dwarf, as far as I could tell
by its bearing, but it was dressed in the hlack of the Ninja, and
though its face was hooded, there was something oddly, eerily familiar
about it. B. Banzal, seasoned warrior though he is, was hard pressed
to keep Penny safely behind him and still deal effectively with his
adversary. L struggled to my feet, determined to come to his aid, but
was bested by the waves of nausea that swept over me. Instead, it was
Tommy, his opponent dispatched, who came to the rescue. He shoved
Penny over to Pecos, barking orders that they both get upstairs and
send down help. His attention was momentarily diverted, and even as I
shauted a warning, one of the Death Dwarves revived, and over-powerad
him. I began to crawl towards them, khnowing my assistance was badly
needed, and as I rose %o throw my Ffull body weight against Xan's
minion, a shot rang out and the villain fell to the floor.

New Jersey, standing at the end of the hall, blew the smoke from
the barrel of his revolver, twirled it once, and reholstered it. "That
makes us even, bud,! he called over to Tommy.

Buckaroo, in the meantime, had managed to get the upper hand in
his own combat. He had an arm around the creature's neck, and as he
gave one last sgueeze, I could hear the cervical vertabras snap. The
hooded body went limp, and slumped to the floor.

I stared in sick Fascination and anticipation as Buckaroo knelt
and, after a moment's hesitation, removed the hood masking the Death
Dwarf's face. Rawhide! For oncs, even his composure was shaken, and
Buckaroo appeared close to collapse. I struggled to my feet and went
over to him.

"Come an, Boss," I said as gently as I could.

Ml can't leave him.™
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"It's not him, not anymore. You know that, Buckaroo.!

Buckaroo nodded. "But I can't allow what was him +to be further
cdishanored by . . . Xan." _

All through the night, Buckaroa kept vigil by the body of his
friend, allowing rno one--not even Penny or me--~to relieve him or keep
him company. The next day, the body was once again taken to the
mortuary for cremation, and this time Buckaroo did not permit it out of
his sight, not even to be placed in a coffin ar simple shroud. As it
went into the crematorium, there was no doubt in any of our minds, that
this was indeed the body of our friend and comrade, Rawhide. There was
a flash of pure, blinding white light, and then he was gone forever.

" seslestestok

How Xan, or more likely Lo Pep, managed to get his claws on
Rawhlde's body the first time, we would never know. Nor would we ever
learn the identity of the poor soul whose ashes were scattered over the
Grand Canyon that day. ‘

Buckarco was gone for a few days. Alone. Gane, we suspected, to
take his friend to a final resting place. And to make peace with
himself, and with Rawhide. When he returned, the hard, impassive look
had left his face. B. Banzal was back, and it was once agaln busimess
as wusual at the Institute. , _

The Boss and I had occasion to share reminiscences over beers late
one night, a week or so after things had calmed down.

"You know,! Buckaroo suddenly confided, "my first thought was that
I had killed him.'' I did not need ta ask who he was talking about.

"That's crazy! He was already dead.!

"I know that. And I knew it then. But the fact remains, that he
gave his 1ife for mine. And then, to see him lying there, lifeless by
my own hands . . ."

"Buckaroo!™ I was alarmed by this train of thought.

"I know," he reassured me. "And he 1is rnow at what ever peace
there is aon the other side.™ '

We toasted Rawhide one last time, drained our glasses, and parted
far the night to prepare ourselves for the next day and whatever
adventures it would bring us. 88
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A NEW TWIST IN THE PARADOX

by

Leni R. Sommer

We had just returned from Stockholm, where Buckaroo Banzai had
received the Nobel Peace Prize for the brilliant part he had played in
that little rumble we had with that gang from Planet 10. Typical of
the completely unassumed modesty of the man, the award came as a
complete surprise to B. Banzai himself. Myself and the other members
of Team Banzai who were in attendance at the ceremony were moved to
tears as our leader accepted the award in the memary of our fallen
comrade, Rawhide, and vowed to use the prize money +to establish a
scholarship fund Ffor promising young people who would follow in his
footsteps. ’

Immediately afterwards, we boarded our 727, and hours later landed
at Kennedy, really wired and ready to party. What we neseded, Buckaroo
decided, was a jam session to unwind, and we were soon on our way to
New Brunswick, New Jersey, and Artie's Artery. Man.y of our fans and
local Blue Blaze Irregulars, familiar with our habits, obviously
anticipated the move, and the place was packed. So it wasn't until
half-way through the first set that we noticed the young woman sitting
in the front of the house, her profile towards us, who seemed to be
drawing large pictures in the air with her hands For the benefit of a
little girl who sat staring at us, her huge blue eyes wide with awe.
It was New Jersey, on keyboards that night, who saw her first, and when
he failed to start the lead-in for the next number, the rest of us
followed his gaze to the object of his attention. Sensing our eyes
upon her, she turned and looked up at us half-fearfully from under her
bangs. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see New Jersey open his
mouth as if the speak to her, just as the still-enigmatic Penny
Priddy~-tambourine and back-up vocals--stopped him with a touch of her
hand and a shake of her head. At a nod fram Buckaroo, we fFinished the
set.

The last number over, we headed backstage to retune and refresh.
Buckaroo made 3 guick head-count.

"Wherae's Sidney?™!

"He spotted some chick in the house,” I informed him, '"and went
out o make his move.!

"She wasn't just 'some chick'," New Jersey burst into the dressing
room, a discouraged look clouding his face. "And she wasn't there!"”

Penny was immediately apologetic, "Geeze, Itm sorry, Jersey, She
prabably had to get the little girl home to bed. I'm sorry I didn't
think of it before. I just knew that it would have embarrassed her if



|8

you'd said anything to her during the show.M

"Don't worry, Sidney, she?ll be bhack,'" we all looked at the boss
in amazement. "She'll be back. I've seen her a few times before,
though not with the child and not here at Artiefs. Next time she shows
up, wa'll make sure she doesn't get away again. Well, gentlemen and
lady, let's go make some more music." :

As we finished out the night, I could tell that New Jersay was
still looking for his mysterious lady. But she never showed.

It was a fFew days later, as New Jersey and I were polishing off a
pot of coffee that Buckaroo came looking for him.

"gidney, have you finished reading the article I gave you?"

"Tha one on inter-species communication? Yes, it was fascinating.

Why?'"

"Itm going to offer the author an internship today. Want to come
along®™" :

"Sure, o.k." Did B. Banzal notice that the response was less than

enthusiastic? If he did, bhe didn't comment, but only favored his
morose colleague with one of his inscrutable smiles.

My heart is always warmed by the reaction of people who aren't
expecting us but recognize immediately the inimitable Buckaroo Barzali.
The secretary in the office of what turned out to be a school building
did not disappoint me as we entered with the ever-present Penny Priddy.
She was still staring at us speechlessly when the principal came out of
her office. She, too, was startled, but regained her composure
gquickly. '

"What can we do for you, Dr. Banzai?"

"Could we possibly see Miss Beren?!

"Yes, certainly. Just a moment.™ The woman stepped over to a
primitive communications center and flipped a switch. "Carly, can you
come to the office, please?

"Not until Angie comes back.!

"0k, the woman glanced at Buckaroo and smiled. "May I bring some
visiters to your classroom?!

"Sure."

"When we got the classroom, which was located in a small portable
building set some distance from the main school building, you could
have knocked me over with a feather. The medium-length curly hair of
the other night was pinned up and away from her face, and her eyes were
rimmed by big, owly glasses, but looking up at us from a table was the
girl from Artie's. New Jersey started to move past me, but Penny
caught his arm.

"Take it easy, Doc," she inclined her head towards Buckaroo. ‘'Let
him handle this."

"0o you think hs knew?"

"itd bet on it.!"

The girl, Carly, was sitting across from a boy about eleven years
of age. Betwsen them was that mainstay of the elementary school music
teach, an autoharp. As Carly started to strum a chord, the boy would
hesitate a moment, as is thinking, then touch his ear, When she
stopped, he would put his hands together, one perpendicular to the
other, then hold one hand out to her to kiss.

Buckaroao's scientific interest was instantly aroused. "Isn't that
Jake, the child who had his hearing restored by electronic surgery last
year? How is he doing?™

|
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"As you can see, he can let us know when he hears something and
when an on-going sound stops. He recognizes saveral different sounds
now, including my and his parents' voices.!" When Buckaroo spoke, Jake
got an alert, puzzled look on his face, grabbed Carly's hand, and with
his forefinger, drew a circle around his- mouth. Carly raised her
aysbrows in pleased surprise. "It seems he recognizes you voice as one
he hasn't heard before." She +took both his hands and began to
manipulate them as she spoke to him. "This is a new friend. His name
is Buckaroo Banzai.! Jake dropped her hands, and turned to find the
hands of his 'new friend®'.

"What should I do?"

"IFf you don't mind, just let him explore you like that, and smell
you. His two main ways of identifying people are their scent and what
they have around their necks. He's never 'sesn' a bow tie before.m

"Is he totally blind?"

Weah. Some people have all the luck, huh.'" She tock the child's
hands, passed one over the top of the other, then handed him a tongue
depresser. Jake took the object, found his way over to a bookcase, put
the tongue depresser in a plastic bucket, then went over to a play area
on the other side of the room.

"Well, I see that I'm leaving our guests in good hands," the
long-~forgotten principal cleared her throat. "Just don't steal her
away from us, Dr. Banzal.”" 'Dr. Banzai'! gave her one of his steady,
unreadable looks that did not apologize for the Fact that that was
exactly his intention.

"Thanks, Dr. 0'Connor." As Carly seemed a little panicted that
her boss was leaving, I tactfully drew the gawking Dr. Zweibel off to
examine the art work adorning - the classroom walls., I had tried to
include Perfect Tommy, but, electronic gadgets being his forte!, he
immediately insinuated himself into the conversation.

"How much could the kid hear before the surgery?!

""Nothing.*

""How much can hear now?! .

"It's hard to tell, since his communication skills are still

limited. But as I sald, he recognizes some volces and is beginning to

identify some environmental sounds. He can definitely hear medium to
loud noises--some sounds, like cymbals, are easier for him to hear--and
he seems like music.®

"So, how come you still sign to him??

"With this particular device, his hearing will never be good
enough for him to understand speech. There is a chance he might learn
to speak, though. Sighted children who have had the surgery have.!

"You got the specs on that thing?' Carly went to the desk,
removed a packet from a drawer, and handed it to him.

"This is all 1I've got. You can probably call the inventor, if
it's not enough.m™

Physically, Tommy was still with us, but I could almost see the
steam rising from his ears, the idea wheels were turning so Fast.

Just then an attractive young hispanic woman entered the room.
Carly introduced her classroom aide, Angie, and there was an awkward
pause in the conversation. Angie and I exchanged a look, but before I
could speak to her, Buckaroo suggested we all go somewhere to talk.

"D, Zweibel?' New Jersey had been staring at the picture of a
little blond boy being pulled throught the air by a flock of birds.’
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As the newest member of the Cavaliers, he was more than a little amazed
that Carly knew his real name. As he turned and Followed us out to the
faculty lounge, she dropped back to continue speaking with him. "Do
you like my Little Prince?  Since all my students are blind, I thought
that the lesson of the fox ia especially appropriate.™

"I'm sorry, I'm not . . ."
"What is essential is invisible to the eyes. It is only with the
heart that one can see clearly.'! Buckaroo Banzai quoted with his

accustomed accuracy. "I find the philosophy of the novel as a whole
translates quite fFaithfully into Japanese.™

"I wouldn't know. But the German and English translations are
faithful the French.!

"Perhaps you'll allow me to introduce you ta Japanese.!

She raised an eye-brow, then turned to a vending machine to buy =a
Coke. She motioned us over to an unoccupied table, popped the top of
her can, and took a sip. "I didn't think that the Banzal Institute was
interested in special education.'

"The Banzai Institute 1is interested in anyone doing interesting
and potentially important scilentific research."

"Such as™

"Such as the cochlear implant thing,"” Perfect Tommy looked up
fram his reading to reply, and noticed the stunningly beautiful woman
standing behind Carly. NOticing the look on his face, the ohject of
our guest half-turned and acknowledged her co-warker.

"Hi, Becca. What can I do for you?"

"Uh, do you have change for a dollar??

“"Allow ma!"™ Perfect Tommy was out of his seat and digging his his
trousers pockst before Carly could open her mouth to reply.

"Why, thank you . . ."

"Perfect Tommy.'" He gave her a dazzling smile,

"Yos, you arel™

Carly made haste to introduce the rest of the members of the Team,
but Becca was obviously lost to the charisma Perfect Tommy can
unconsclously project. We, his compadres, knew that once he joined the
lovaly Becoca, we probably would not see him again that day.

Carly alsc seemed to know this, for she reached across the table,
grabbed his tie and pulled until they were nearly nose to nose. "if
she disappears from the campus, she could lose her job. If she loses
her job, you're dead meat. Understand?

"Yes'm," he managed to choke out, and she released him.

"Well, he certainly makes his conquests easily,'" was Carly's only
comment.

"On occassion. Carly, I'd like you to come to the Institute for
dinner tonight." Buckaroa brought up the real reason for our visit.
"Do you sing?! '

"Not in public., Why?"

"I'm offering you an internship, of course."

"There are complications.”

"We have married interns.!

"I'm not married.”

"You can still bring your child."

"There's Jake, too. He and I have been together a very long
time."

"I know. When you decided to move up north, his parents followed
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Jjust so you could continue to work with him,."

She accepted without question that he would know such odd pieces
of information about her. "Yes, and I'm not ready to give him up yet,
especially after the surgery. And there is the matter of my contract
with the school district.!

"No problem is insurmountable. Come - tonight and bring your
daughter. We'll talk more then. Now, we'll let you get back to work.”
We all rose except one. "Cone on, Sidney!" Tommy was long gone, but
Buckarco and I were equal +to +the task of Forcibly removing +the
recalcitrant Dr. Zweibsl,

uh, Bumkaroo, do you have that book you and Ms. Beren were
talking about?!

"I even have it in English, Sid. And You should be able to finish
it before dinner this evening.m™

By B:3@, New Jersey was as nervous as a kid on his Ffirst date.
The man just couldn't sit still. We all knew what was on his mind, but
it was Penny who sought to reassure him,

""She said she'd be here. It's early yet--give it some time before
you go into cardiac arrast!t

At B6:55 p.m., Pinky Carruthers announced their arrival, and New
Jersey seemed to be even more nervous than before.

When Mrs. Johnson opened the door to admit them, I could almost
see what the good doctor was so excited about. The hair was once again
curling loosely on her shoulders, the glasses were gone, and the
dungarees were replaced by a becoming frock--a Jumper sort of thing
with a white blouse underneath and an apron covering the embroidered
skirt. The old maid school teacher had become an attractive young
woman with a foreign aura. The child &t her side had her mother's
curly dark hair, in her case nearly reaching her waist, and the
staﬁtling blue eyes mentioned earlier. Said child was laughing
raucously, her hands waving wildly in the air.

"I must apologize for Caity. She says she's never seen a guy
wearing a suit quite that shade of pink!m

"Many people react that way the First time they meet our Pinky."
Buckaroo replied smoothly, his main concern to put our guests at ease.
"I think Mrs. Johnson is ready to serve."

Carly had favored each of us with a sweet smile as she introduced
us to her daugher, taking no more notice of New Jersey than she did of,
say, Billy. But Penny had conspired with Mrs. Johnson, and Carly found
herself seated opposite the brilliant but shy neurosurgeon., It was then
she became aware of his ardent interest, and retreated mentally. She
ate silently, staring at her plate except to sign something to Caity.

I cleared my throat, trying to think of something to say to relax
the tension, when Carly looked up at me suddenly. "Pecos isn't here.”

"No, she's in the Amazon with Attenborough.m

"You two still have an understanding?" I nodded.

"I thought so. Angie wanted me to give you her phone number, so I
explained about you and Pecos. She would like you +to meet her kid
brother. I gather he needs some male guldancae, a positive role model.!

"Irll talk to her about the Blue Blazes, if you think Tommy and I
are acceptable." I took the neatly scribed phone number.

"You're good enough for my own daughter, so I guess you'll do."

"That's a very praetty dress," Mrs. Johnson ventured to 5aY . "It
makes your waist look so tiny."
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"Thank you. It's s dirndi."

MAustrian, isn't it?" We all looked at Penny with some amazement.
She continued in a stammer. "Well, you tied the apron in Ffront.
Aren't Austrian dirndls +tied in front?" It was hardly the sort of
information we expected a woman who had spent most of her life in
Laramie to have at her command. She guickly changed the subject. Do
you ride, Carly?"

My fork froze in mid-air as icy fingers worked their way up my
spine and caused the hair at the nape of my neck to stand on end. O0Only
twa people in the world who were present the day I was recruited by the
Institute are still alive, so it is not generally known that those were
the First words that Peggy, beloved then-fiancee of Buckaroo Banzai,
spoke to me.

Unaware of the +turmoil from which I, and no doubt Buckaroo
himself, now sufferad, Carly looked up and smiled. "Yes, I do. So
does Caity."

"Good. Perhaps we'll have time to show you the stables later.m

"There will be time for that,” Buckaroo interjected, "after Carly
and Cait join us here full-time."

"Ah-ha, serious talk is served with coffee and dessert.™

"This iz why I asked you to came tonight. Now, you've told me all
the problems, and I told you that there are always solutions.

"Normally, our interns receive room and board and a monthly
stipend of five hundred dollars. While you finish out your contract
with the school, you would be asked to walve the stipend. Furthermore,
just as with Institute members who receive royalties on patents and so
forth, you would be required to contribute a percentage of your salary
to our general gperating Ffund. In addition to your full-time teaching
job, you'll have to work evenings, holidays and week-ends on projects
that I assign you. But once you become a resident, you can direct your
research down any path of your own choosing, with the full resources of
the Institute to back you up.!

"Do you think I will? Make resident, I mean."

"You mustit .

MItl]l bet you say that to all your new interns,'" she replied with
an inscrutable smile of her own.

This exchange, so similar to the one I myself had recelved on my
recruitment day, failed to svoke eerie feelings of deja~-vu, for I had
since witnessed many such exchanges betwesn Buckarco and potential
recruits,

Car