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                           © 2004 - 2008 by Anthony Durrant
I was in my workshop trying to repair my trusty robot Oscar, who’d been with me ever since I was a little boy.  Now, he’d broken down and was unable to move at all.  Unable to repair him myself, I took Oscar to the nearest robot repair shop to have a professional look at him.

                                                ***

“I’m afraid I can do nothing for Oscar, young man!”  said the Mechanic.  “His drive units, which once allowed him to fly through the air, are worn out.  Furthermore, Oscar is an obsolete robot type, so I don’t think I can get the right parts for him anymore.”
“Damn!”  I said, shaking my head sadly.
“I can give you my old cybernaut!”  he told me.

“Thank you!”  I cried.  “I’ll take the cybernaut home right away and implant Oscar into its chest.  Oscar’s fusion reactor will power it easily.”

I flung the cybernaut over my shoulder, and was able to bring it here to my flat near New Westminster Abbey, where I laid it and Oscar on the table together.  It – she – was a female model whose armour paint was peeling off, so I decided to call her “Mrs. Peel” as a little joke.
“Now,” I said, “to implant her new heart!”
Picking up Oscar, I placed him in the empty cavity where her heart should have been, then welded two connectors on either side of Oscar’s

red barrel-shaped body onto his two input units.  That way, he could never be separated from her again.

I welded the last few of their circuits together, closed the hatch over her heart area, then bolted it shut by putting four new bolts in each of the four corners of the hatch, and turned the cybernaut on.  Her eyes opened, and she awoke and looked straight at me.

“Do you know who I am?”  I asked her.
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“You are Ambrose Phonus-Equus, my new master!” she said in a mechanical, tinny voice.
“That’s right!”  I said proudly.

“My name is Cybernaut Protocol-Bodyguard Unit #5414, Master Phonus-Equus!”  she said, extending her right hand, which I shook firmly.

“That’s a very nice name!” I said.  “But, as I assume you may have noticed by now, your paint is peeling off, so I intend to rename you ‘Mrs. Peel.’  Welcome to my humble household, Mrs. Peel!”
“Thank you, Master!”  she said coldly.

“I think I’ll go upstairs and celebrate by going upstairs to my room and playing a few rounds of Superspy!”  I said.  “Take care of thing while I’m gone, will you?  I’ll be downstairs again in about an hour.”

“Yes, master!”  she said coldly as I walked upstairs.
As soon as I was in my room, I went directly to my Superspy game and sat down in the booth and pushed the START button, at which point a helmet descended onto my head, and a list of options then appeared on the screen in my goggles:

[image: image1]
Anthony Durrant                                  3.                           April 27, 2008

“Well,” I said to myself, “I live in London, so that’s out, and I’ve been to Mars and to Rome in the game before.  Therefore, I choose Venus.”

I pushed the “4” button on the keypad, and the AI accepted my decision.
Straps slid over my arms and legs, and I once again prepared myself mentally for the game to begin.  This time, however, instead of the expected holographic environment, I found myself contorting in pain as a rapid series of pictures surged through my head.  Pulling off my helmet, I staggered out of my room and managed to climb downstairs, then stumbled into the kitchen, where Mrs. Peel was cooking my dinner.
“Master, are you all right?”  she asked.  “When you came through the door, you were mumbling in a British accent.  Is there anything wrong?”

“Somebody’s put data in my head!”  I shouted.  “Information not meant for prying eyes to see.  We must get out of here before the enemy agents break in and find us, because my life is in great danger!”
We ran for the garage, and I used the wall console to open the door.  We ran out onto the street just as two people broke down my front door.  Heading down another street, we soon came to a big city park, where I rested under a large elm tree, with Mrs. Peel standing quietly by my side, as vacant and unemotional as she’d been when she’d reawakened a few hours ago.  As I stretched and laid back against the tree, I felt a twinge of pain in my shoulder, and sat up once again.

“There’s something sticking out of the grass!”  I cried.  “Would you please help me to dig it up out of the ground?”

“Yes, Master Ambrose!”  Mrs. Peel said.

Using our hands, we dug around the object, and discovered that it was the corner of an old metal box!  We dug up the soil around that box with our bare hands till we were able to pull it out of the ground.  It seemed like it had been buried there for centuries.  Probably all of the records concerning the box had surely been destroyed by now.  Somebody had carefully buried the box deliberately a very long, long time ago.  Turning it over, I found an inscription on top:
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Using a nearby rock, I broke open the rusted lock on the box.  Inside was a veritable grab-bag of goodies: I lifted out papers, books, and a CD labeled Memoirs of Mrs. Emma Peel.  Under that was a bowler hat and an old-fashioned brolly from the twentieth century, along with an old black leather coverall.  Did women really once wear these?  I handed Mrs. Peel the CD, and asked:
“Mrs. Peel, will you please scan this?”
“Yes, Master!”  she said coldly.

Taking the old CD, she put it in her mouth, where her scanner slot was.  Her eyes glowed as she scanned the disk.  All of a sudden, she toppled to the ground.  I rushed over to her and lifted her to a sitting position, then banged on her chest to force her to expel the ancient disk from her system.  She looked at me strangely.

“My name is Peel, Mizz Emma Peelllllllll . . .”  she said, then her head fell back in my arms.

I opened up her skull by removing the screws with a sonic screwdriver and lifted off the braincase.  Inside, I saw the delicate responsometer that controlled her mighty cybernaut body.  The input from the ancient disk had burned out several of the circuits in the delicate crystalline DNA matrix; I had to remove them and replace them with circuits intended for Oscar, then closed her skull and replaced the screws.  Once it was back on her head, I turned her on again; she sat up and looked at me.

“Are you okay?”  I asked her nervously.

“I . . . bzzt . . . crackle . . . I . . . don’t think . . . I mean . . . crackle . . . bzzt . . . something’s wrong with my . . . bzzt . . . I feel . . . I feel . . . I feel . . . what’s . . . bzzt . . . happening to me?  All  . . . of a sudden . . . I feel . . . I feel unfettered and alive!”
Now, suddenly, her voice was that of a throaty young woman – strong and soulful – a drastic change from her persona of only minutes before!
She threw back her head and laughed as loudly as she could.  Then she danced around the tree for the sheer joy of being alive.  The data from the CD!  She had assimilated it into her personality matrix, and the jolt had burned out her basic programme structure, rendering it inoperable.
Her personality had realigned around the data from the CD, as amazing as it seemed, and she had taken on the real Emma Peel’s personality.
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“What have you learned from Mrs. Peel’s memoirs?”  I asked my Mrs. Peel as gently as I could.
“Mrs. Peel worked together with a gentleman named John Steed!”  she told me.  “They formed an ace crimebusting team for the British Ministry of Defence called “the Avengers” – she says they were ‘fighting crime with a wink’ in the first paragraph of her memoirs.”

“If only John Steed and Emma Peel were still alive,” I sighed, “they could effectively combat some of the Thirtieth Century’s worst evils.”

“Yes, but they’re not alive, Ambrose,” my Mrs. Peel said, “and that is the problem.  I can’t just wave my magic wand and bring them back to life.”

I lifted John Steed’s suit – complete with the dried red carnation on the lapel – out of the ancient time capsule, and pressed it against my chest so I could check its size, then smiled at her.  Grabbing John Steed’s bowler, I put it on my own head.

“I think it’s about time for the rebirth of the Avengers, don’t you, Mrs. Peel?”  I asked.

“I think you might just be right!”  she said.

                                                  ***

When we arrived at New Heathrow Airport, I used the Autolawyer there to change my name legally, then had it make up a new identity for Mrs. Peel, using the picture on the cover of the CD containing Emma Peel’s memoirs.  It then issued us new IDS with the names John Steed and Mrs. Emma Peel on them.  With our new IDs on hand, we walked calmly over to the AirVenus booth hand in hand.

“Excuse me, sir,” I said, “but we should like to purchase tickets for your four P.M. flight.”

“Names?”  the man asked us calmly.

“My name is John Steed!”  I told him.  

“Show me some I.D., please!”  he said.
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I handed my I.D. over to him willingly.  He scanned it into the computer, handed it back to me, and then gave me a ticket.  Mrs. Peel then came up to the man with her head wrapped in a white blanket.

She handed him her new I.D., and he also scanned it into the computer.  An alarm went off, however, when the computer analyzed her I.D.!
“What is your real name?”  the computer asked.
“My name is Peel,” she said, “Mrs. Emma Peel.”

“How do we know you’re the person on the I.D.?”  the computer asked Mrs. Peel suspiciously.

Mrs. Peel slowly unwound the white blanket around her head.  Underneath it, she was wearing a full head mask in the likeness of the real Mrs. Emma Peel.  Once the computer had scanned Mrs. Peel’s mask for inclusion in her files, it had the man give back her I.D. and issue her a ticket.  We then reported to the boarding area along with the other passengers, where we sat down.  Suddenly, the two agents who’d been chasing us arrived and came into the lounge.  Seeing me leaning back in my chair with my bowler hat over my face, one of them came up to me, showed me a picture of myself.
“Have you seen this gentleman about?”  he asked.
“Yes, I’ve seen him!”  I told the fellow.  “He was heading for the area where people who are traveling to Mars board their flight.”
“Thank you, sir!”  the other agent said.  

They hurried off to get their tickets for the flight to Mars as I lifted my bowler and said:

“And I hope you enjoy your vacation on Mars!”

“The four o’clock Venus flight is boarding at Gate Seven!”  shouted a voice from the intercom.  “It’s leaving in ten minutes!”
“That’s us, Mrs. Peel!”  I said.  “We’d better go.”
Mrs. Peel and I went through the Customs portal, where we were scanned again by the A.I., which passed us through.  Once through 
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customs, we inserted our tickets into the gate A.I., that then presented us with our boarding passes.  Now that we had our boarding passes, we could enter the ship.  Arriving at Gate Seven, we handed the man our boarding passes, and he broke off the DNA chips at the end, then handed the passes back to us and said simply:

“Welcome aboard!”

“Thank you, sir!”  I said as we went into the passenger section and took our seats for the flight.

Fastening my seatbelt, I put the newsplug in my ear: the left one to be more precise – then sat back and relaxed.

“This just in!” the newscaster said.  “The Venusian titanium miners have risen in open rebellion against the Centre City President who rules their colony.  Already, they have been responsible for the destruction of many of Centre City’s android soldiers!”
Annoyed, I removed the newsplug from my ear.

“Why can’t there be better news these days?”  I asked Mrs. Peel.

“I don’t know, Ambrose!”  she told me.
“I know this is a strange question, but . . . how do you feel, Mrs. Peel?”

“I feel good -  I feel so strong and alive, I can’t believe I’m the same robot I was only hours ago, when you first reawakened me!”  she said.
A few minutes later, glass canopies slid down over us and the other passengers as the seats converted into cryopods.  Soon, everyone was asleep, and the ship’s A.I. caused it to rise up off the shuttlepad, and then, when it had achieved Earth orbit, activated the ion engines at the ship’s stern.  When the transport finally arrived on Venus six months later, it gentled itself down onto the Centre City shuttlepad, and then began the process of draining the suspended animation fluid from the cryopods, and finally released us from our own seats.  Mrs. Peel and I then left the transport, passed through the gate, and walked into the Venus City terminal just as a new group of passengers boarded the ship for the return journey.  As soon as we made it into the Incoming Passengers lounge, a small man drove up on a cart and said:
“You’re the ones who’ve brought the data – come with me!”
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We climbed onto his cart, and he drove us out of the terminal and took us to a disused and little-known section of the city, where he stopped in front of an old warehouse.  We climbed off the cart, and the three of us walked into the warehouse – the headquarters of the rebel uprising.  In the warehouse was Dr. Wentworth, the rebellion’s leader, a tall woman with curly dark brown hair and piercing blue eyes set in a lean bony face that was very beautiful.

“I am John Steed, and this is my partner, Mrs. Emma Peel!”  I told her.  “But I thought you were an old man with a bent back and kindly face.”

“I thought it prudent to change bodies before I joined the rebellion, young man!”  said the leader.  “I believe the secret you carry in your mind could help us succeed with our mission to stop the President!”

She put her hands on my head, and I suddenly found myself in a trance, floating down a tunnel through a jagged hole, where I found myself looking at a huge machine shaped roughly like a cylinder lying horizontally on its side.  On the top of the cylinder was a control console, a slab of stone with the imprint of a man’s hand on it, and two other graphic impressions on the side: one of an exploding planet and the other of a black hole!  Suddenly, I awoke and was back in the room with the rebels and Dr. Wentworth, who promptly withdrew her hands.

“Now that I’ve seen it, I know what it is,” I told her, “a Technopilgrim terraforming device, abandoned by its builders.”

“What are Technopilgrims?” asked Mrs. Peel.

“They were the first people ever to conquer the Solar System!”  I told her.  “They terraformed Mars and several other planetary bodies in the Solar System – Japetus, a moon of Saturn, for example – then all disappeared.  No one knows where they went!”

Dr. Wentworth pulled off the blanket which was around Mrs. Peel’s face.  Under it, she saw the metallic features of a cybernaut, gleaming in the dull light of the rebels’ hideout where her mask had disintegrated during the cryosleep on our long journey to Venus and Centre City.

“How did you two come to be together?” she asked.

“My droid mechanic gave her to me,” I said, “after he’d bought a new Delta Cybernaut.”
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“That’s too bad!”  she said.  “He mustn’t have realized he could upgrade her appearance.  Come and lie down on the table, will you, Mrs. Peel?”

Mrs. Peel nodded and went over to the table in the middle of the floor and lay down on it.  Wentworth then put her to sleep and wrenched open the hatch on her chest, then she looked inside and spotted Oscar.

“You powered her with another robot?”  she asked me.

“Her former owner had wrenched out her heart, and Oscar’s reactor is a permanent part of him so, yes, I used Oscar and Mrs. Peel’s heart.  Why do you ask, Dr. Wentworth?”

 “Simple!”  she said.  “I’ve seen this done before.  It’s called hosting, and the last time I saw this, the larger robot was old and the owner couldn’t get him the right kind of heart anymore.  You have done well, my fine young A.I.!”

“I’m not an A.I.!”  I cried.  “I’m a human being with a childhood, a past, and feelings of my own!”

“No human could have survived the memory download process, Mr. Steed!”  she told me.  “You’re a very good sim – the best I’ve ever seen, bar none – but you are an A.I..  You have shown an amazing ability to think and plan ahead, so your creator must’ve given you very excellent brains when he built you!”

I thought back to my childhood in Canada and then to my young manhood there.  Suddenly, I remembered a bout with Honshuu’s disease when I was twenty years old, fourteen years earlier.

“I came down with Honshuu’s disease once,” I said, “and spent days in a coma before waking up.  That must’ve been when Dad built the A.I. body out of spare parts in his workshop, then fitted it with a high quality responsometer before transferring my consciousness into the A.I.!  It’s been done before, with a girl called Bobbi Deen – in 2804, just before the Great Disaster that befell Chicago that year.”

“Yes, that is probably what happened!”  said Dr. Wentworth.  “And he probably made sure you would look and feel human so you wouldn’t realize the truth – but I’m afraid the cat is now out of the bag.”
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With those words, she bent to her work.  Soon she was finished with Mrs. Peel, and a magnificent redhead arose from the table – Mrs. Peel now had a new face and figure.

“I look just like the Emma Peel of old!”  she cried.

“Only you’re different!”  I shouted.

At that moment, the door was blown apart and Venus Security troops rushed into the room shooting at everyone they could find.  Mrs. Peel jumped off the table and lighted into our opponents as I helped the rebels fight with my brolly.  Unfortunately, the rebels were all terminated, and the last to fall was Dr. Wentworth herself.  She fell at their feet, and for the first time, I saw that she was also a robot – circuits were visible under her damaged skin.  We were spared, however, and the troops led us into a secure lift, which took us directly up to the Presidential office.  There, at the desk, sat an extraordinarily beautiful raven-haired woman with dark brown eyes set in an oval-shaped face with Karloffian eyebrows above them – an interesting mix of features.  This had to be the president of Centre City herself.

“Congratulations, you two!”  she said coldly but proudly.  “Thanks to you, we’ve terminated the rebels – the tracking programme in your data led us right to them: you’ve done us a great service, Mr. Steed.”

“You know who we are, then?”  Mrs. Peel asked.

“Oh, yes – ever since the data was implanted into Steed’s responsometer, in fact.  The rebels deflected the data he’s carried from the intended recipient on Earth – a loyal A.I. – and into Steed’s Superspy game.  Now that you’ve completed your mission and your task is finished, I intend to drain every drop of knowledge from both of your responsometers, leaving you both quite helpless.  Guards!  Take Mrs. Peel and Mr. Steed to the Superspy games in the corner of this office, and make sure they don’t escape.  I want to know everything they know!”

Two guards grabbed us and dragged us to the back of the office, where a pair of Superspy games sat in the corner.  They strapped us into the games and turned them on.  We writhed in pain when the helmets clamped down on our heads as the download process began.  Then suddenly, Mrs. Peel burst free of her bonds and tackled one of the guards, then knocked out the other one, and broke me free of my own straps.  She lifted off my helmet and helped me to my feet.

Anthony Durrant                             11.                             April 27, 2008

“Are you all right, Steed?”  she asked.
“I’m fine!”  I told her.  “We have to hurry to the titanium mines down below here.  The Technopilgrims were very specific about how they designed their machines.  One of the symbols on the control console of the Terraforming Generator is that of an exploding planet!”

“A nova?”  Mrs. Peel asked, surprised.

“Yes, and when the Technopilgrims said ‘nova,’ they meant nova!  If the President touches that symbol, the planet Venus will explode!”
We headed into the executive lift, and I pushed the DOWN button once we were both safely inside, then chose MINES as our destination.  The door closed, and a few minutes later, it brought us down into the mines.  Stepping out of the lift, we ran through the tunnel into the area where the miners had been blowing their way toward a new titanium vein, and had ended up blowing apart a very large section of the wall of the generator room.  We went into the room through the hole in the wall, and then I saw it: the Terraforming Generator.  It was just like I’d seen it in my vision.  I climbed up to the top of the generator and tried to put my hand into the hand imprint at the top of the control console – but just as I reached out, a blaster beam hit my shoulder, causing me to fall partway to the ground.  The blaster wound had burnt through my shoulder, and I could see the gleam of metal underneath.  It was true – I was an A. I.  Saddened, I climbed back up to the top of the generator, where I found the President waiting for me, holding a blaster in her hand.  She cried:
“This artifact’s creators left it unused because the strontium that powers it is unstable.  If you put your hand on the top symbol of that control console, the planet could blow up in all of our faces . . . Circuitry Man!”

“It could also terraform this planet, Circuitry Girl!”  I snapped back.

“Yes, I am an A.I., too,” said the President, “but how did you know?”

“I saw the face of the A.I. who caused the pollution crisis that forced Centre City to move to Venus on a newscast as a little boy, before I became an A.I.!”  I said.  “When I saw you again, I recognized you as that A.I. – an A.I. who turned against her human creators!”

“Not that you’ll live to tell about it,” the President replied, “because you won’t!  I’ll blow you off the side of this artifact myself!”
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I saw Mrs. Peel come up the catwalk behind the President; she’d leaped to the gantry from which the catwalk extended.  Now she attacked the President as I climbed up to  the console and laid my hand on the hand symbol and pushed down.  The console immediately lit up and the generator started working, converting the planet’s surface into an ideal environment for the humans of Venus to live on.
“NO!”  the President cried.  “WE’LL ALL DIE!”
At that point, a bubble on the side of the room where the gantry was blew open, and a tall black woman with long golden wings stepped out onto the gantry and walked toward Mrs. Peel and the president.
“I am Arthur Aubert!”  she cried.  “I am the rightful leader of Venus.  My people left my symbiont and I here in suspended animation so that I could assume my station automatically when the generator was started, knowing my subject would allow me to survive the long stasis period.  I hereby assume my position as leader of the people of Venus!”

The President then broke out of Mrs. Peel’s grip and attacked Aubert.  But the older woman’s black bodysuit suddenly sprouted spikes, and spikes appeared on her face and head.  Suddenly a black skin appeared to form around Aubert’s left hand, and she drew her arm back and hit the president on the cheek, sending her flying over the edge of the gantry.  The President’s body struck the control console’s edge, and she landed on the floor.  Sparks erupted from her body as her power pack exploded, blowing her apart after impact.  I climbed up onto the catwalk, and Mrs. Peel and I ran toward the other end of the gantry, with Aubert jumping into the air and flying after us, retracting her spikes even as she started flying.  Aubert pushed a button at the end of the gantry, and a secret door opened in the wall.  We leaped through the door into a chute and climbed up through the chute onto the planet’s surface.  By this time, the atmosphere was enriched with algae, so the surface temperature had gone down considerably.  The three of us sat on the ground gulping in the oxygen-rich air from the Technopilgrim artifact.

                                              ***

“Good work, you two!”  Aubert said as we sat in a bar drinking tall glasses of local beer.

“That’s her, boys!”  cried my mechanic as he pointed at Mrs. Peel.  “That’s my missing cybernaut.  Mr. Phonus-Equus, here, stole her from me on Earth six ruddy months ago!”
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Mrs. Peel rose to her full height and grabbed my mechanic by the collar, lifting him with just one hand.  Looking into his eyes, she said calmly:

“I am no longer just a cybernaut, I am a person – and I have my own life and my own name.  That name is Peel – Mrs. Emma Peel!”

“You tore out your heart, and you gave her to me,” I snapped, “so you have no right to take her back.  Mrs. Peel is my partner now.”

“Is this true, Mr. Rudolphus?”  one of the two android police officers who’d come with him asked my mechanic asked.

Mr. Rudolphus’s shoulders slumped, and he winced.

“She is a person, I can see that now!”  he told them.  “Yes, I did give her to Mr. Smartypants Steed, there.  I hope they have a long, happy life together, and I wish them the very best of luck!”

With that, Mrs. Peel put Mr. Rudolphus down, and he left very quietly, although I could see the anger in his dark blue eyes.

“There goes an angry person!”  I said.

Aubert shook her head sadly.

“People like him never learn!”  she said.

“As you can see, we’re back on Venus again!”  the female android said.  “We were the agents who were chasing you in London.”

“Oh, you’ve returned from your vacation?”  I asked.

“You mean the one you sent us on?”  she asked.  “Yeah, we did – and it took us another three month to get back to Venus from Mars!”

The two androids bid us goodbye and headed for the entrance to the bar, then suddenly fell downstairs as they went into the Centre City streets!

“I’d like to tell you something, Steed!”  said Emma.

“What do you want to tell me?”  I asked.

“That I’ve loved you ever since I first reawakened in your house, because I have Oscar for a heart!”

Anthony Durrant                            14.                               April 27, 2008

“And I – I love you too, Mrs. Peel!”  I told her.

“Come on, Steed!”  Mrs. Peel cried.  “Tonight, we dance!”

“Then it shall be as you wish, darling!”  I cried.

“What did you just call me, Steed?”  Mrs. Peel asked.

“Darling!”  I said.  “You’re fire and spirit, you’re all I could have ever wanted in a woman, and then some.”
I got up, rushed over to the autoband, and asked it:
“Could you please play the song ‘Moonlight Lady?’” 
All at once, the song ‘Moonlight Lady’ poured out of the bar’s speakers, and Mrs. Peel and I drifted toward each other.  I sang the song as I took hold of Mrs. Peel’s hand, and we started in to dance the night away.
                      THE END
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