The sirens outside don't seem to bother him. I sit, watching him breath oxygen from a big tank,
clasping the mask to his face, his stringy muscles knotting in effort. Two of Elliot's bully boys
stand, weapons in hand, watching me as | watch Elliot. " ", Elliot told
them, " ". They can't read my short
hand, I write in Finnish. At the moment, they think I am setting this notpad up, getting ready to
write the bible as told by the great profit of our age. It took every once of my will power not to title
this file "Mein Kampf".

Elliot hangs up the mask.

Yes Elliot. I was always your friend. You who were the shy genius. Friendship, even when you
became sick, your mind wandered. You pay that with a pistol to my back?

What happened to you Elliot? You were young, the youngest of us all. I remember you, shy with
Angela Price and Dominique LeFevre. You don't know it, but | saw you slipping those mysterious
notes to them. Those little love poems that are lost now in time. Your burning intelligence was a
comfort to us all, the boy genius.




You were harder when you came back from that test, but you were still the Elliot we loved. You
and Angela finally got together. Angela who went into the slots as you slept, expecting that you
would follow her. I was surprised that you would choose term slotting, twenty years in the tubes to
test the theories you help make. So was Angela, but she was the first of us to bet our bodies and
minds on Bruce's vision.
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Elliot, | also slept twenty years, but | didn't dream. | awoke with you, and struggled to fit back in to
asociety tilted and different than any | could imagine. | met awife, but we would have no children.
Morrow's plan made all that moot. L ots of people made the big sacrifices for the Project. Life went
on though. In ayear, my sleep of ages was over. It never left you.

Y ou awoke different. Friends tried to reach out, but you spurned them. When people called you
Elliot, you would simmer, or scream "My name is Krell". Your truthful wonder at the world was
replaced with quiet lies that only people close to you would catch. | knew that you played games
with the truth, but | never suspected that it was a plot.

| will never forget the look on your face when you heard about Angela. | should have run to the




Doctors when | found your last poem.

It was tucked under adoor, just like the others. Under Angela's old door, only now the room is

Dolph's and he thought it was ajoke. If only | had the courage then to tell someone about what was
going on, but you were still innocent Elliot to me.
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Elliot haslet me go, but | didn't get far. Even as he flees Omaha, the world is ending, for me at
least. Elizabeth asleep far from here will awaken. Elliot is mad. He has hundreds of followers, but |
can't tell how many more. With Elliot, now, its a matter of believing what you see.

The outer door isto heavy, but | got it open. This close toeven asmall city like this, and the bolt
holes have double entrance doors, with more than one way in or out. | wonder why we put ateam




so close to Olfutt? It has become my last bolt how now.

Warrior of Krell. They stand there, with their new minted standards, looking like arabblein ill
fitting gray. Not agreat army, pudgy, furtive, slack. Elliot intends to forge himself an army of
these? | company of older National Guard could over run the one | see without trying.

The bandage is seeping, and every breath islike aknife. | feel the ground rumble. Did Elliot get
out? How many of hiswarriors did he expend? They are not aworry. What worries me is what
Elliot hasin his head. How long has he been selling is out? He is right about never being told
anything. | know the location of six teams. Me, ajunior member of the council. One of them in
Omaha, in whose front door | crouch and die.

| don't know who to curse. Kathy told me that Elliot was off the deep end. The balloon is up, and
we all scurry for our places, except for Elliot. | find him in Omaha. He hugs mein the frenzied
airport, as military run for flights to take them to battle stations no one ever though the world would
need. In the car, his goons are there. Elliot looks at me, awild look in his eye, and he takes me to
the place for his declaration of war. | think that | will call this Apologia. Elliot's final bow to
wanting the world to understand him before he become KRELL. | don't think he will live through
the month. Its a month longer than | have.

The funny thing is, we all are responsible for Elliot. Morrow did lie to him. | never insisted he get
help. The person on the street didn't stop a demented follower of his on the street and say that
society still loved them. Morrow's philosophy of the hand, that Angela knew so well.

Recon J-7. | am saving thisto my only disk. Y our computer should be ableto read it. Wont you be
surprised to find a corpse on your doorstep in a couple of years? In case you wonder, | am not some
nameless person hiding in your porch from the end of the world. | am Leonard Siikma. | worked
and dlept for thirty years to put you in the ground. | was shot by alooter in front of a Piggly
Wiggly, trying to call Morrow, and tell him of Elliot's betrayal. My wife is Elizabeth, and she
slegps safe across the country expecting to wake and find aworld with meinit. Tell her | love her,
and tell Bruce that it was me that put the exploding Squibb in hiscigar.
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