K-PAX

Gene Brewer

When we successfully treat a patient ... we experience a burst of joy because we have helped a
uffering person who is happy to have known us. But we also fed a secret joy, because we have come to
know him, and in knowing him we know more of ourselves.

SYLVANO ARIETI



Prologue

IN April, 1990, | received a cdl from Dr. William Segd at the Long Idand Psychiatric Hospitd. Bill
is an old friend of ming, and a didinguished colleague. On this particular occason the cdl was a
professond one.

Bill was treating a patient who had been at the hospita for severa months. The patient, a white mae
inhis early thirties, had been picked up by the New York City; police after being found bending over a
mugging viciim in the Port Authority Bus Termind in midtown Manhattan. According to ther report his
answers to routine questions were "daffy" and, after they booked him, he was taken to Bdlevue Hospita
for evauation.

Although he was somewhat emaciated, medica examinaion reveded no organic abnormdity, nor
was there evidence of formd thought disorder, aphasia, or auditory hdlucingion, and he presented a
near-norma affect. However, he did harbor arather bizarre dduson: He believed he came from another
planet. After afew days observation he was trandferred to Long Idand, where he remained for the next
four months.

Bill was unable to do much for him. Although he remained dert and cooperative throughout the
various courses of treatment, the patient was completely unresponsive to the most powerful antipsychotic
drugs. At the end of it dl he remained firmly convinced that he was a vigtor from "K-PAX." What was
worse, he was able to enlis many of his fdlow patients to this fantasy. Even some of the daff were
beginning to ligen to him! Knowing that the phenomenology of delusion has long been an interest of mine,
Bill asked me to take a crack a him.

It couldn't have come at a worse time. As acting director of the Manhattan Psychiatric Inditute | was
dready swamped with more work than | could handle and, indeed, had been phasng out patient
interaction snce January of that year. However, the case sounded both interesting and unusud, and |
owed Bill a couple of favors. | asked him to send me a copy of the man'sfile

When it arrived | was dill bogged down by adminidretive duties, and a few more days went by
before | found it lying on my desk under a pile of personnel and budget folders. With renewed dismay
over the prospect of another patient | quickly read through the chart. It summarized a puzzing higtory
indeed. Although our "spaceman” was quite lucid and articulate, and demonstrated a strong awareness
of time and place, he was undble to provide any rdigble information as to his actud origin and
background. In short, he was not only ddusiond, but atotd amnesiac aswel! | caled Bill and asked him
to make arrangements for the transfer of this nameess man, who caled himsdf "prot” not capitdized-to
my own inditution.

He arrived the fird week in May, and a prdiminary sesson with him was scheduled for the ninth, a
Wednesday, at thetime | usudly set aside to prepare for my regular "Principles of Psychiatry” lecture at
Columbia University. We met at weekly intervas for severd months theresfter. During that period |
developed an extraordinary fondness and regard for this patient, as the falowing narrative, | trust, will
show.

Although the results of these sessons have been reported in the scientific literature, | am writing this
persona account not only because | think it might be of interest to the generd public but aso, to
paraphrase Dr. Arieti, because of what he taught me about mysdf.



Sesson One

MY Firg impresson, when he was brought into my examining room, was tha he was an athlete-a
footbd| player or wrestler. He was a little below average in height, stocky, dark, perhaps even swarthy.
Hishair was thick and coal-black. He was wearing sky-blue corduroy pants, a denim shirt, and canvas
shoes. | didn't see hiseyes for the firg few encounters; despite the rdatively soft lighting, he dways wore
dark glasses.

| asked him to be seated. Without a word he proceeded to the black vinyl char and plopped down.
His demeanor was cdm and his step agile and wel coordinated. He seemed relaxed. | dismissed the
orderlies.

| opened hisfolder and jotted the date on a clean ydlow pad. He watched me quite intently, evindng
ahint of a amile | asked hm whether he was comfortable or needed anything. To my surprise he
requested an apple. His voice was soft but clear, with no detectable regiond or foreign accent. | buzzed
our head nurse, Betty McAlliger, and asked her to see if there were any avalable in the hospitd
kitchens

While we waited | reviewed his medicd record: Temperature, pulse, blood pressure, EKG, and
blood vaues were dl within the normd range, according to our chief dinic physician, Dr. Chakraborty.
No denta problems. Neurologicd exam (muscle strength, coordination, reflexes, tone) normd. Left/right
discrimination norma. No problem with visud acuity, hearing, sensng hot or cold or a light touch,
handling platonic solids, describing pictures, copying figures. No difficulty in solving complex problems
and puzzles. The patient was quick-witted, observant, and logica. Except for his peculiar dduson and
totd amnesia, he was as hedthy as a horse.

Betty came in with two large apples. She glanced a me for gpprova and, when | nodded, offered
them to the patient. He took them from the little tray. "Red Ddicioud™ he exclaimed. "My favorited” After
offering us a taste, which we declined, he took a large, noisy bite. | dismissed my assstant and watched
as "prot" devoured the fruit. | had never seen anyone enjoy anything more. He ate every bit of both
apples, induding the seeds. When he had finished, he said, "Thanks and thanks,” and waited for me to
begin, his hands on his knees like alittle boy's.

Although psychiairic interviews are not normaly recorded, we do so routindy a MP! for research
and teaching purposes. What follows is a transcript of that fird sesson, interspersed with occasond
observations on my part. As usud during initid interviews | planned Smply to chat with the man, get to
know him, gain histrugt.

"Will you tdl me your name, please?’

"Yes" Evidence for a sense of humor?

"What is your name?"

"My nameis prot." He pronounced it to rhyme with "goat," not "hot.”

"Isthat your firs name or your lagt?'

"That isdl of my name. | am prot.”

"Do you know where you are, Mr. prot?'

"Jud prot. Yes, of course. | amin the Manhattan psychiaric inditute.

| discovered in due course that prot tended to capitdize the names of planets, stars, etc., but not
those of persons, inditutions, even countries. For the sake of condstency, and to better depict the
character of my patient, | have adopted that convention throughout this report.

"Good. Do you know who | am?'

"You look like a psychiatrig.”

"That'sright. I'm Doctor Brewer. What day isit?"

"Ah. Y ou're the acting director. Wednesday."

"Uh-huh. What year?'

"1990."

"How many fingersam | holding up?'



"Vay good. Now, Mr.-excuse me-prot: Do you know why you are here?"

"Of course. You think I'm crazy."

"| prefer to use the term “ill." Do you think you areill?"

"A little homesick, perhaps.”

"And where is "home?'

"K-PAX."

"K aypacks?

"Kay-hyphen-pee-ay-ex. K-PAX."

"With a capitd kay?"

"ltisdl capitds”

"Oh. K-PAX. Isthat anidand?'

He amiled at this, gpparently redizing | dready knew he believed himsdf to be from another world.
But he said, amply, "K-PAX isa PLANET." Then: "But don't worry I’'m not going to legp out of your

| amiled back. "I wasn't worried. Whereis K-PAX?' He sighed, tolerantly it seemed, and shook his
head.

"About seven thousand light-years from here. It's in what you would cdl the CONSTELLATION
LYRA

"How did you get to Eath?"

"That's somewhat difficult to explain...."

At this point | noted on my pad the surprisng observation that, even though we had only been
together a few minutes, and despite dl my years of experience, | was becoming a little annoyed by the
patient's obvious condescension. | said, "Try me."

"It's Imply a matter of harnessng the energy of light. Y ou may find thisalittle hard to believe, but it's
done with mirrors.”

| couldn't help feding he was putting me on, but it was a good joke, and | suppressed a chuckle,
"You travel a the speed of light?'

"Oh, no. We can travel many times that speed, various multiples of ¢. Otherwise, 1'd have to be at
least seven thousand years old, wouldn't 7'

| forced mysdf to return hisamile "That isvery interesting,” | said, "but according to Eingen nothing
can travel fagter than the speed of light, or one hundred eighty-six thousand miles per second, if |
remember correctly.”

"You misunderstand Eingein. What he said was that nothing can accelerate to the speed of light
because its mass would become infinite. Eingein said nothing about entities dready traveling at the speed
of lignt, or faster.”

"But if your mass becomes infinite when you-"

His feet plopped onto my desk. "In the firg place, dr. brewer - may | cdl you gene? - if that were
true, then photons themsdlves would have infinite mass, wouldn't they? And beyond that, at tachyon
Speeds-"

"Tachyon?'

"Entities traveling faster than the speed of light are caled tachyons. You can look it up.”

"Thank you. | will." My reply sounds a hit peevish on rehearing the tape. "If | understand you
correctly, then, you did not come to Earth in a spaceship. Y ou sort of “hitched aride' on a beam of light."

"You could cdl it thet;"

"How long did it take you to get to Earth from your planet?’

"No time at dl. Tachyons, you see, trave faster than light and, therefore, backward in time. Time
passes for the traveler, of course, and he becomes older than he was when he l€ft.”

"And how long have you been here on Earth”?’

"Four years and nine months. Your years, that is”

"And that makes you how old now? In Earth terms, of course.”

"Three hundred and thirty-seven.”



"You are three hundred and thirty-seven years old?"

"y es"

"All right. Please tdl me allittle. more about yoursdlf." Although | recognized the unredlity of the man's
dory, it is standard psychiatric practice to draw out an amnesacd patient in hopes of obtaning
information about his true background.

"You mean before | came to EARTH? Or-"

"Le's gart with this How did you happen to be chosen to make the journey from your planet to
ours?'

Now the patient was actudly grinning a2 me. Though it seemed innocent enough, perhaps even
ingenuous, | found mysdf poring through hisfile rather than gaze at his Cheshire-cat face in dark glasses.
He said, "'Chosen.’ That's a peculiarly human concept.” | looked up to find him scratching his chin and
searching the calling in an apparent attempt to locate the appropriate words to explain his lofty thoughts
to someone as lowly as mysdf. What he . came up with was. "'l wanted to come and | am here.”

"Anyone who wants to come to Earth may do s0?"

"Anyone on K-PAX. And a number of other PLANETS, of course.”

"Did anyone come with you?'

"No."

"Why did you want to come to Earth?'

"Severd reasons. For one, EARTH isa particularly livdy place as seen and heard from space. And it
isaClass11-B PLANET."

"Meaning ... 7'

"Meaning early stage of evolution, future uncertain.”

"I see. And isthis your fird trip to our planet?"

"Oh, no. I've been here many times."

"When was the firg time?"

"In 1963, your cdendar."

"And has anyone dse from K-PAX vigted us?'

"No. | am the firg."

"I'm relieved to hear that."

"Why?"

"Let'sjust say it would cause alot of people a certain amount of congternation.”

"Why?' .

“If you don't mind, 1'd rather we talk about you today. Would that be dl right?"

"If you wigh."

"Good. Now-where dse have you been? Around the universe, | mean.”

"I have been to sixty-four PLANETS within our GALAXY ."

"And on how many of those have you encountered life?'

"Why, on dl of them. The ones that are barren don't interest me. Of course there are those who are
fascinated by rocks and westher patterns and-"

"Sixty-four planets with intdligent life?"

"All lifeisintdligent.”"

"Wdl, how many have human beings such as oursaves?

"EARTH isthe only one with the species homo sapiens that | have visted so far. But we know there
are afew others here and there”

"With intdligent life?"

"No, with human life The PLANETS that support life number into the millions, possibly the billions
Of course we haven't visited them dl. Thet isonly a rough estimate.”

"We' meaning inhabitants of K-PAX."

"K-PAXians, NOLLians, FLORians..."

"Those are other races on your home planet?"

"No. They are inhabitants of other worlds." Most ddusonds are confused to the point that they



dutter or sumble consderably when trying to answer complex questions in a condstent manner. This
patient was not only knowledgeable about a variety of arcane topics, but dso confident enough of his
knowledge to weave a cogent story. | scribbled on my pad the speculation that he might have been a
scientis, perhaps aphysicist or astronomer, and made a further note to determine how far his knowledge
extended into those fidlds. For now, | wanted to learn something about his early life

"Let's back up just abit, if you don't mind. I'd like you to tdl me something about K-PAX itsdf.”

"Certainly. K-PAX is somewhat bigger than your PLANET, about the Sze of NEPTUNE. It is a
beautiful world, as is EARTH, of course, with its color and variety. But K-PAX is dso very lovdy,
epecidly when K-MON and K-RIL are in conjunction.”

"What are K-MON and K-RIL.?'

"Those are our two SUNS. What you cal AGAPE and SATORI. One ismuch larger than yours, the
other samdler, but both are farther from our PLANET than your SUN is from yours. K-MON s red and
K-RIL blue.

But owing to our larger and more complex orbital pattern, we have much longer periods of light and
darkness than you do, and not so much variaion. That is, mog of the time on K-PAX it's something like
your twilight. One of the things a vistor to your WORLD firg noticesis how bright it is here.”

"Isthat why you are wearing dark glasses?"

‘Naturdly.

"I'd like to darify something you said earlier.”

"Certainly.”

"I believe you stated that you have been on Earth for four years and-uh-some odd months.”

"Nine"

"Yes, nine. What 1'd like very much to know is Where were you living for those four or five years?'

"Everywhere."

"Everywhere?"

"I have traveled dl over your WORLD."

"I see. And where did you begin your travels?'

"In Zaire"

"Why Zaire? That'sin Africa, isnt it?"

"It happened to be pointing toward K-PAX at thetime”

"Ah. And how long were you there?'

"A couple of your weeks atogether. Long enough to become familiar with the land. Meet the beings
there. All beautiful, especidly the birds™"

"Mm. Uh-what languages do they speak in Zaire?'

"Y ou mean the humans, | presume.”

"Yes"

"Besdes the four offidid languages and french, there are an anazing number of native didects”

"Can you sy something in Zairese? Any diadect will do.”

"Certainly. Ma-ma kona rampoon.”

"What does that mean?'

"It means Y our mother isagorilla™

"Thank you."

"No problem.”

"And then where did you go? After Zaire"

"All over africa Then to europe, ada, audraia, antarctica, and findly to the americas"

"And how many countries have you vigted?'

"All of them except eastern canada, greenland, and icdand. Those are my lagt stops.”

"All-what-hundred of them?'

"More like two hundred at present, but it seems to change by the minute”

"And you speak dl the languages.

"Only enough to get by."



"How did you travel? Weren't you stopped at various borders?’

"I told you: It's difficult to explain.... Y ou mean you did it with mirrors.”

"Exadtly."

"How long does it take to go from country to country at the speed of light or whatever multiples of it
you use?"

"Notimeat dl."

"Does your father like to travel?' | detected a brief hesitation, but no strong reaction to the sudden
mention of prot's father.

"l imagine. Most K-PAXians do."

"Wl, does he travel? What kind of work does he do?'

"He does no work."

"What about your mother?"

"What about her?'

"Does she work?'

"Why should she?'

"They are both retired, then?"

"Retired from what?

"From whatever they did for aliving. How old are they?'

"Probably in ther late Sx hundreds.”

"Obvioudy they no longer work.”

"Neither of them has ever worked." Appaently the patient consdered his parents to be
neer-do-wells, and the way he phrased his answer led me to bdieve that he harbored a deep-seated
resentment or even hatred not only of his father (not uncommon) but of his mother (rdaively rare for a
mean) as well. He continued: "No one "works on KPAX. That is a human concept."

"No one does anything?"

"Of course not. But when you do something you want to do, it's not work, isit?" His grin widened.
"You don't consder what you do to be work, do you?'

| ignored this smug comment. "WEell talk more about your parents later, dl right?"

"If you like"

"Hne There are a couple of other things I'd like to clear up before we go on.”

"Anything you say."

"Good. First, how do you account for the fact thet, as a vistor from space, you look so much like an
Earth person?’

"Why is a soap bubble round?’

"I don't know-why?"

"For an educated person, you don't know much, do you, gene? A soap bubbleis round because that
is the most energy-efficient configuration. Smilarly, many beings around the UNIVERSE look pretty
much like we do."

"| see. Okay-you mentioned earlier that-mm'EARTH is a particularly lively place as seen and heard
from space. What did you mean by that?"

"Your tdevison and radio waves go out from EARTH in dl directions. The whole GALAXY is
watching and ligening to everything you say and do."

"But these waves travel only at the speed of light, don't they? They couldn't possibly have reached
K-PAX asyet."

He sghed again, more loudly thistime. "But some of the energy goes into higher overtones, don'tcha
know? It's this principle, in fact, that makes light travel possible. Have you studied physics?

| suddenly remembered my long-suffering high school physics teacher, who had tried to drum this
kind of information into my head. | aso fdt a need for a cigarette, though | hadn't smoked one in years.
"Il take your word for that, Mist-uh-prot. One more thing: Why do you travel around the universe dl by
yoursdf?'

"Wouldn't you, if you could?



"Maybe. | don't know. But what | meant was. Why do you do it done?'

"Istha why you think I'm crazy?'

"Not at dl. But doesn't it get kind of londly, dl those years-four years and eight months, wasn't itin
Space?'

"No. And | wasn't in space that long. I've been here for four years and nine months.”

"How long were you in spacer’

"I aged about seven of your months, if that's what you mean.”

"You didn't fed aneed to have someone to talk to for dl that time?'

"No." | jotted down: Patient didikes everyone?

"What did you do to keep yoursdf occupied?!

He wagged his head. "You don't understand, gene. Although | became seven EARTH months older
during the trip, it redly seemed like an ingant to me. You see, time is warped at super light speeds. In
other words-"

Unforgivably, | was too annoyed to let him go on. "And spesking of time, ours is up for today. Shdl
we continue the discussion next week?'

"Asyou wish."

"Good. I'l cdl Mr. Kowaski and Mr. Jensen to escort you back to your ward.”

"I know the way."

"Wl if you don't mind, I'd rather cdl them. Just routine hospital procedure. I'm sure you

understand.”

"Perfectly.”

"Good." The orderlies arrived in a moment and the patient left with them, nodding complacently to
me as he went out. | was surprised to find that | was dripping with perspiration, and | remember getting
up to check the thermodtat after switching off the recorder.

While the tape was rewinding | copied my scribbled observations for his permanent file, making
mention of my distaste for what seemed to me his arrogant manner, after which | filed the rough notes
into a separate cabinet, aready suffed with Smilar records. Then | listened to part of the tape, adding a
comment about the patient's lack of any trace of didect or accent. Surprisingly, hearing his soft voice,
which was rather pleasant, was not a dl anoying to me. It had been his demeanor.... Suddenly |
redized: That cocky, lopsided, derisve grin reminded me of my father.

DAD was an overworked smdl-town doctor. The only time he ever relaxed-except for Saturday
afternoons, when he lay on the sofa with his eyes closed ligening to the Metropolitan Opera
broadcasts-was at dinnertime, when he would have exactly one glass of wine and relate to my mother
and me, in his offhand way, more than we wanted to know about the ringworms and infarctions of his
day. Afterwards he would head back to the hospital or make afew house cals. Unless| could think up a
good excuse he would take me with him, assuming, erroneoudy, that | enjoyed the noxious sounds and
andls, the bleeding and vomiting as much as he did. It was that insengtivity and arrogance, which | hated
in my father, that had annoyed me so much during my firg encounter with this man who caled himsdf
"prot.”

| resolved, as dways when something like this happens, to keep my persond life out of the examining
room.

ON thetrain home that evening | got to thinking, as | often do after beginning a difficult or unusud

case, about the human mind and redity. My new patient, for example, and Russl, our resdent
Chrigt, and thousands -like them livein worlds of their own, realms just as red to them as yours and mine
are to us. That seems difficult to understand, but is it redly? Surdy the reader of this account has
become, a one time or another, thoroughly involved in a film or absorbed in a nove, utterly "log” in the
experience. Dreams, even daydreams, often seem very red a the time, as do events recaled during
hypnoss. On such occasions, who isto say whét redlity is?

It is quite remarkable what some of those with severe mentd disorders are able to do within the



boundaries of ther illusory worlds. The "idiot" savants are a case in point. Unable to function in our
society, they withdraw into recesses of the mind which mogt of us can never enter. They are capable of
feats-with numbers, for example, or music-that others cannot begin to duplicate. We are dill in the Dark
Ages as far as understanding the human mind is concerned-how it learns, how it remembers, how it
thinks. If Eingein's brain were transplanted into Wagner's skull, would this individud Hill be Eingein?
Better: Switch hdf of Eingein's brain with haf of Wagner'swhich person would be Eingein and which
Wagner? Or would each be someone in between? Smilarly, in the case of multiple personality syndrome,
which of the diginct "identities’ isredly the person in question, or is he/she a different person at different
times? Are we dl different people a different times? Could this explain our changing "moods'? When we
see someone taking to himsdf-to whom is he spesking? Have you ever heard someone say, "l haven't
been mysdf lately."? Or ™Y ou're not the man | married!"? And how do we account for the fundamentaist
preacher and his clandegtine sex life? Are we dl Drs. Jekyll and Messrs. Hyde?

| made a note to dwdl for a while on prot's imaginary life on his imeginary planet, hoping of course
thet this would reved something about his background on Earth-his geographica origin, perhaps, -his
occupation, his name!-so that we might be able to track down hisfamily and friends and thus, in addition
to dlaying ther fears about his hedth and whereabouts, get to the undelying cause for his bizarre
confabulation. | was beginning to fed the little tingle | dways get at the beginning of a chalenging case,
when dl the posshilities are dill open. Who was this man? What sorts of dien thoughts filled his head?
Would we be able to bring him down to Earth?

Sesson Two

| have dways tried to give my examining room as pleasant an atmosphere as possble, with cheerful
pastel wals, afew sylvan watercolors, and soft, indirect lighting. There is no couch: My patient and | St
fadng each other in comfortable chairs. There is a clock placed discreetly on the back wal where the
patient cannot seeit.

Before my second interview with prot | went over Joyce Trexler's transcript of the fird week's
sesson with him. Mrs. Trexler has been here dmost forever and it is common knowledge that it is she
who redly runsthe place. "Crazy as a loon" was her uninvited comment as she dropped the typed copy
onto my desk.

| had looked up "tachyons' and found that they were, as he had indicated, entities traveing faster
then light. They are purely theoretical, however, and there is no evidence suggesting their actua existence.
| had ds0 tried to check out the "Zarese," but couldn't find anyone who spoke any of its more than two
hundred didects. However, athough his story seemed perfectly consistent, it was no less problematic.

In psychoandysis, one tries to become the patient's peer. Gain his confidence. Build on what grasp
he dill has of redlity, his resdue of normd thoughts. But this man had no grasp of redity. His dleged
travels around the world offered some sort of earthbound experience to pursue, but even that was
suspect-he could have spent time in the library, or watched travelogues, for example. | was dill
pondering how to gain some kind of toehold on prot's psyche when he was escorted into my examining
room.

He was wearing the same blue corduroys, dark glasses, and familiar amile. But this time the latter did
not annoy me so muchit had been my problem, not his. He requested a few bananas before we began,
and offered one to me. | declined, and waited until he had devoured them,, skins and dl. "Your produce
adone" he said, "has made the trip worthwhile.

We chatted for a few minutes about fruit. He reminded me, for example, that ther characteritic
odors and flavors are due to the presence of specific chemica compounds known as esters. Then we
reviewed briefly our previous interview. He maintained that he had arrived on Earth some four years and
nine months ago, traveled on a beam of light, etc. Now | learned that "K-PAX" was circled by seven
purple moons. "Your planet mus be a very romantic place” | prodded. At this point he did a surprisng
thing, something that no other patient of mine has ever done in the nearly thirty years | have been



practicing psychoanalyss He pulled a pencil and a little red notebook from his shirt pocket and began
taking notes of hisown! Rather amused by this, | asked him what he was jotting down. He replied that he
hed thought of something to include in his report. | inquired as to the nature of this "report.” He sad it
was his cugom to compile a description of the various places he visted and beings he encountered
throughout the galaxy. It appeared that the patient was examining the doctor! It was my turn to amile

Not wanting to inhibit his activities in any way, | did not press him to show me what he had written,
though | was more than a little curious. Instead, | asked him to tel me something about his boyhood on
"K-PAX" (i.e, Earth).

He said, "The region | was born in - incidentaly, we are born on K-PAX, judt like you, and the
process is much the same, only-well, well get into thet later, | suppose...."

"Why don't we go into it now?'

He paused briefly, as if taken aback, but quickly recovered. The little grin, however, was gone. "If
you wish. Our anatomy is much like yours, as you know from the physcd examination. The physology is
aso gmilar, but, unlike on EARTH, the reproduction process is quite unplessant.”

"Wha makes it unplessant?'

"ltisavery panful procedure.”

Ah, | thought, a breskthrough: Mr. "prot" very possbly suffers some sort of sexud terror or
dysfunction. | quickly pursued this lead. "Isthis pain associated with intercourse itsdf, with gaculation, or
merdy with obtaining an erection?’

"It is associated with the entire process. Where these activities result in pleasurable sensations for
beings such as yoursdf, for us the effect is quite the opposite. This gpplies both to the mades and femades
of our species and, incidentaly, to most other beings around the GALAXY as well.""Can you compare
the sensation to anything ese | might be able to understand or identify with? Isiit, like a toothache, or-"

"It's more like having your gonads caught in a vise, except that we fed it dl over. You see, on
K-PAX pan is more generd, and to make matters worse it is associated with something like your
nausea, accompanied by a very bad amel. The moment of dimax is like being kicked in the ssomach and
fdling into a pool of mat shit.”

"Did you say mat shit? What isa "mot'?"

"An anima something like your skunk, only far more potent.”

"l see Unforgivably | began to laugh. Thisimeage coupled with the dark glasses and suddenly serious
demeanor -- well, as they say, you had to be there. He grinned broadly then, gpparently understanding
how it must have sounded to me. | managed to regain my composure and carry on. "And you say it is the
same for awoman?'

"Exactly the same. As you can imagine, women on KPAX do not grive very hard to reach orgasm.”

"If the experience is so terrible, how do you reproduce?”

"Like your porcupines. as carefully as possible. Needless to say, overpopulation is not a problem for

"What about something like surgicd implantation”?*

"You are digorting the importance of the phenomenon. Y ou have to bear in mind that since the life
gpan for our speciesis athousand of your years, there islittle need to produce children.”

"I see... All right. I'd like to get back to your own childhood. Can you tdl me a little about your

upbringing? What were your parents like?"

"That's alittle difficult to explain. Life on K-PAX is quite different from that on EARTH. In order for
you to understand my background, | will have to tdl you something about our evolution.” He paused at
that point, asif wondering whether | would be interested in hearing what he had to say. | encouraged him
to proceed. "Wl | suppose the best place to Sart is at the beginning. Life on KPAX is much older then
life on EARTH, which began about two-point-five hillion years ago. Homo sapiens has existed on your
PLANET for only a few tens of thousands of years, give or take a millennium or two. On K-PAX, life
began nearly nine billion of your years ago, when your WORLD was 4ill a diffuse bdl of gas. Our own
gpecies has been around for five hillion of those years, condgderably longer than your bacteria
Furthermore, evolution took a quite different course. You see, we have very litle water on our



PLANET, compared to EARTH-no oceans a dl, no rivers, no lakes-so life began on land or, more
precisely, underground. Your species evolved from the fishes, our forefathers were something like your
worms.”

"And yet you evolved into something very much like us"

"I thought | explained that in our previous discussion. You could check your notes'

"Thisisdl very interesting-uh-prot, but what does paeontology have to do with your upbringing?'

"Bverything just as it does on EARTH."

"Why don't we proceed with your childhood, and we can come back to this relationship later if |
have any questions about it. Would that be dl right?*

He bent over the notebook again. "Certanly.”

"Vey wdl. Firg, let's tak about some of the fundamentd items, shall we? For example, how often
do you see your parents? Are your grandparents dill dive? Do you have any brothers or sgers?”

"Gene, gene, gene. You haven't been ligening. Things are not the same on K-PAX as they are on
EARTH. We don't have “families as you know the term. The whole idea of a “family’ would be a non
sequitur on our PLANET, and on most others. Children are not raised by ther biologicd parents, but by
everyone. They circulate among us, learning from one, then another.”

"Would it be farr to say, then, that as a child you had no hometo go to?'

"Exactly. Now you've got it."

"In other words you never knew your parents.”

"I had thousands of parents.”

| made a note that prot's denying his father and mother confirmed my earlier suspicion of a
deep-seated hatred of one or both, possbly due to abuse, or perhaps he had been orphaned, or
neglected, or even abandoned by them. "Would you say you had a happy childhood?!

"Vay."

"Can you think of any unpleasant experiences you had as a child?'

prot's eyes closed tightly, as they often did when he tried to concentrate or to recollect something.

"Not redly. Nothing unusud. | was knocked down by an ap a couple of times, and squirted by a mot
once or twice. And | had something like your meades and mumps. Little thingslike that.”

"An'ap?'

"Like agmdl dephant.”

"Where was this?'

"OnK-PAX."

"Yes, but where on K-PAX? Your own country?'

"We don't have countries on K-PAX."

"Wdl, do eephants run around loose there?"

"Everything runs around loose there. We don't have zoos."

"Are any of the animds dangerous?'

"Only if you get in ther way."

"Do you have awife waiting for you back on K-PAX?' This was another toss from left fidd, again to
determine the effect of akey word on the patient's state of mind. Except for a barely perceptible shift in
his chair, he remained cam.

"We don't have marriage on K-PAX-no husbands, no wives, no families-get it? Or, to put it more
correctly, the entire population is one big family.”

"Do you have any biologica children of your own?"

"No."

There are many reasons why a person decides not to have children. One of these has to do with
abuse by or hatred of his parents. "Let's get back to your mother and father. Do you see them very
often?'

He sghed in apparent frudtration. "No."

"Do you like them?'

"Areyou dill beating your wife?'



"l don't undersand.”

"Your questions are phrased from the point of view of an EARTH person. On K-PAX they would
be nonsense™

"Mr prot —'
"Jud prot.”

"Let's establish some sort of ground rules for these sessions, shdl we? I'm sure you will forgive meif |
phrase my questions from the point of view of an Earth person since, in fact, that iswhat | am. |

could not phrase them in K-PAXian terms even if | wanted to because | am not familiar with your
way of life | am going to ask you to humor me, to bear with me in this. Please try to answer the
guestions in the best way you can, usng Earth expressions, which you seem to be quite familiar with,
whenever possible. Would that be afar request under the circumstances?”

"I am happy you have said that. Perhaps we can learn from each other.”

"If you are happy, | am happy too. Now, if you are ready, maybe you could tdl me alittle about your
parents. For example, do you know who your mother and fether are? Have you ever met them?'

"I have met my mother. | have not yet run across my father.”

It's his father the petient hates! "Run across?"

"K-PAX isabig place"

"But surely-"

"Or if I have met him, no one has pointed out our biologica relationship.”

"Are there many people on your planet who don't know who their fathers are?

He grinned a this, quickly picking up on the double meaning. "Most do not. It is not an important
thing."

"But you know your maother.”

"Purdy a coincidence. A mutud acquaintance happened to mention our biologica connection.”

"Thet is difficult for an Earth person to understand. Perhaps you could explain why your “biologica
connections are not important to you.”

"Why should they be?'

"Because-uh, for now, let me ask the questions, and you give the answers, dl right?'

"Sometimes a question is the best answer.”

"I suppose you don't know how many brothers and ssters you have."

"On K-PAX we are dl shlings”

"I meant biologicd sblings”

"l would be surprised if there were any. Almost no one has more than one child, for reasons | have
dready explained."

"lant there peer pressure or government incentives to make sure your species doesn't die out?'

"Thereis no government on K-PAX."

"What do you mearit's an anarchy?'

"That's as good aword as any.”

"But who builds the roads? The hospitals? Who runs the schools?!

"Redly, gene, it's not that difficult to understand. On K-PAX, one does what needs to be done.”

"What if no one notices that something needs to be done? What if someone knows something needs
to be done but refuses to do it? What if a person decides to do nothing?*

"Thet doesn't happen on K-PAX."

"Never?'

"What would be the point?'

"W, to express dissatisfaction over the wages being paid, for one thing.”



"We don't have "wages on K-PAX. Or money of any kind."

| jotted this down. "No money? What do you barter with?'

"We don't “barter.' You redly should learn to ligen to your patients, doctor. | told you before - if
something needs to be done, you do it. If someone needs something you have, you give it to him. This
avoids amultitude of problems and has worked pretty wel on our PLANET for severd hillion years."

"All right. How big is your planet?’

"About the sze of your NEPTUNE. Youll find this dso on the transcript of last week's
conversaion.”

"Thank you. And what is the population?*

"There are about fifteen million of my species, if that is what you mean. But there are many other
beings besides oursaves.”

"What kinds of beings?'

"A vaiety of creatures, some of whom resemble the animds of EARTH, some not.”

"Are these wild or domesticated animas?"

"We don't 'domesticate’ any of our beings”

"You don't raise any animds for food?"

"No one 'raises another being for any purpose on K-PAX, and certainly not for food. We are not
cannibas™ | detected a sudden and unexpected note of anger in this response-why?

"Let mejudt fill in one or two blanksin your childhood. As | understand it, you were brought up by a
number of surrogate parents, isthat right?'

"Not exactly."

"W, who took care of you? Tucked you into bed at night?"

Utterly exasperated: "No one 'tucks you into bed' on KPAX. When you are degpy, you deep. When
you are hungry, you edt."

"Who feeds you?'

"No one. Food is dways around.”

"At what age did you begin school ?*

"There are no schools on K-PAX."

"I'm not surprised. But you are obvioudy an educated person.”

"l am not a'person.’ | am abeing. All K-PAXians are educated. But education does not come from
schools. Educetion stems from the desire to learn. With that, you don't need schools. Without it, dl the
schoolsin the UNIVERSE are usdess.”

"But how did you learn? Are there teachers?’

"On K-PAX, everyoneisateacher. If you have a question, you just ask whoever is around. And of
course there are the libraries.”

"Libraries? Who runs the libraries?"

"Gene, gene, gene. No one does. Everyone does.”

"Are these libraries structures we Earth people would recognize?

"Probably. There are books there. But many other things as well. Things you would not recognize or
understand.”

"Where are these libraries? Does each city have one?'

"Yes, but our “cities are more like what you would cdl “villages. We have no vast metropolises such
as the one in which we are presently located.”

"Does K-PAX have a capitd ?'

"No"

"How do you get from one village to another? Are there trains? Cars? Airplanes?’

A deep dgh was followed by some incoherent mumhbling in a language | couldn't understand (later
identified as "pax-0"). He made another entry in his notebook: "I've dready explained this, gino. We get
from place to place on the energy of light. Why do you find this concept so hard to understand? Is it too
ample for you?

We had been over this before and, with time running out, | did not intend to be sdetracked again.



"Onefind question. Y ou have said that your childhood was a happy one. Did you have other children to
play with?'

"Hardly any. There are very few children anywhere on K-PAX, as | have indicated. Besdes thd,
there is no digtinction between 'work' and 'play’ on our PLANET. On EARTH, children are encouraged
to play dl the time This is because you believe they should reman innocent of their approaching
adulthood, for as long as possble, gpparently because the latter is so distagteful. On K-PAX, children
and adults are dl part of the same thing. On our PLANET lifeisfun, and interesting. There is no need for
mindless games, ather for children or adults. No need for escape into soap operas, footbdl, acohol, or
other drugs. Did | have a happy childhood on K-PAX? Of course. And a happy adulthood as well.”

| didn't know whether to fed gladdened or saddened by this cheerful answer. On the one hand, the
men seemed genuindy content with his imaginary lot. On the other, it was obvious he was denying not
only hisfamily, but his school experiences, his childhood itsdf. Even his country. Everything. Every aspect
of his entire life, which must have been quite abominable, indeed. | fdt a great ded of pity for this young
man.

| ended the interview with a question about his "home town,” but this dso led nowhere. K-PAXians
seemed to drift from place to place like nomads.

| dismissed the patient and he returned to his ward. | had been so astonished by his utter denid of
everything humen that | forgot to cdl the orderlies to go with him.

After he had gone | returned to my adjacent office and went through his entire file again. | had never
experienced a case like this, one for which | couldn't seem to find any kind of handle. Only one other in
thirty years was even close, and it aso involved an amnesiac. A student of mine was eventudly able to
trace the man's roots through an andyss of his reawakened interest in sports-but it took a couple of
years.

| jotted down what | had on prot so far:

1. Phateshis parents-had he been abused?

2. P hates his job, the government, perhaps society as a whole-had there been a legd problem
resulting in a perceived injustice?

3. Did something happen 4-5 yrs ago that underlay dl these apparent hatreds?

4. On top of everything ese, the patient has a severe sex hang-up.

As| looked over these notes | remembered something that my colleague Klaus Villers has professed
on more than one occasion: Extraordinary cases require extraordinary measures. | was thinking of the
rare ingances in which a deusond of exceptiona inteligence has been convinced that his identity was
fdse. The most famous example of this treetment is the one in which a well-known comedian gracioudy
consented to confront a delusond look-alike, and a miraculous cure was quickly effected (but not before
they both put on quite a show, evidently). If | could prove to prot that he was, in fact, an ordinary humaen
baing and not some dien from another planet...

| decided to do a more thorough physica and menta workup on him. | was particularly interested in
learning whether he was, in fact, abnormaly sengtive to light, as he daimed to be. | dso wanted to have
the results of an gptitude test and to determine the extent of his generd knowledge, particulaly in the
areas of physcs and astronomy. The more we knew about his background, the easier it would be to find
out who he redly was.

WHEN | was a senior in high school our career counsdor advised me to take the one course in
physics our schoal offered. | quickly' learned that | had no aptitude for the subject, though the experience
did serve to increase my respect for anyone who could master that esoteric materid, among them my
wife-to-be.

We were next-door neighbors from the day she was born, Karen and |, and we played together dl
thetime. Every morning | would go outside and find her in the yard, smiling and ready for anything. One
of the fondest memories | haveis of our firs day in school, of Stting behind her where | could smdl her
hair, of waking home with her and leaves burning. Of course we werent redly sweethearts a thet



age-not urtil we were twelve, the year my father died.

It happened in the middle of the night. My mother came and got me up because she hoped, vanly as
it turned out, that | might be able to do something. When | ran into their bedroom | found him lying on his
back, naked, swesting, his pgamas on the floor beside the bed. He was dill breathing, but his face was
ashen. | had spent enough timein his office and on hospital rounds to suspect what had happened and to
recognize the seriousness of the gtuation. If he had taught me something about closed-chest massage |
might have been able to help him, but this was before CPR was generdly known and there was nothing |
could do except watch him gasp his lagt bresth and expire. Of course | ydled a my mother to cdl an
ambulance, but it was far too late by the timeit got there. In the meantime | studied his body with horrible
fascination, his graying hands and feet, his knobby knees, his large, dark genitdia Mother came running
back just as | was covering him with the sheet. There was no need to tdl her. She knew. Oh, she knew.

Afterwards, | found mysdf in a sate of profound shock and confusion. Not because | loved him, but
because | didn't-had amost wished him dead, in fact, so | wouldn't have to become a doctor like him.
Ironically, because of the tremendous "sense of guilt | felt, | vowed to go into medicine anyway.

At the funerd, Karen, without anyone saying anything, sat beside me and held my hand. It was as
though she understood perfectly what |1 was going through. | squeezed hers too, hard. It was unbdievably
soft and warm. | didn't fed any less guilty, but with her hand in mine it seemed as though | might be able
to get through life somehow. And I've been halding it ever since.

ON Friday of that week we received a vistor from the State Board of Hedth. His job is to check
our fadlities periodicaly, see that the patients are clean and properly fed, that the plumbing works, etc.
Although he had been here many times before, we gave him the usud grand tour: the kitchen, the dining
and laundry and furnace rooms, the shop, the grounds, the recreation/exercise room, the quiet room, the
medicd fadlities and, findly, the wards.

It was in the rec room that we found prot dtting a a card table with two of my other patients. |
thought thet a bit odd inasmuch as one of them, whom | shdl cdl Ernie, dmost dways keeps to himsdf,
or taks quietly with Russll, our unoffica cheplain. The other, Howie, is usudly too busy to tak to
anyone (the white rabbit syndrome). Both Ernie and Howie have been here for years, sharing the same
room, and both are very difficult cases.

Ernie, like, mogt people, is afraid of death. Unlike most of us, however, he is ungble to think about
anything else. He checks his pulse and temperature regularly. He ingsts on weearing a surgical mask and
rubber gloves at dl times. He is never without his stethoscope and thermometer and he showers severd
times a day, demanding fresh dothing after each one, rgecting anything that shows the dightest spot or
gan. We humor him in this because otherwise he would wear nothing.

Eaing is a serious problem for Ernie, for severa reasons. First, because of his fear of food poisoning
he will not consume anything that isn't thoroughly cooked and comes to him piping hot. Second, he will
only eat food that is broken or cut into tiny pieces so he won't choke to desth on something too large to
swdlow. Findly, there isthe problem of preservatives and additives. He will not eat meat or poultry, and
issuspicious even of fresh fruits and vegetables.

None of this is unusud, of course, and every psychiatric hospitd has an Ernie or two. What makes
our Ernie different is that he raises his defenses a notch or two higher than most necrophobes. He cannot
be induced to venture outside the building, for example, fearing bombardment by meteorites, cosmic rays
and the like, poisoning by chemicds in the air, attack by insects and birds, infection by dust-borne
organisms, and so on.

But that's not dl. Afraid hewill unconscioudy strangle himsdf at night he deeps with his hands tied to
his feet, and bites down on a wooden dowel so he won't swalow his tongue. For smilar reasons he will
not lie under sheets or blankets-he fears they might wrap themsalves around his throat-and he degps on
the floor so as not to fal out of bed and break his neck. As a sort of compensation, perhaps, he deeps
quite soundly once his ritud is complete, though he awakens early to fitfully check his parameters and
accouterments, and by the time he has breakfast is his usud nervous wreck.



How could a person get so screwed up? When Emie was a boy of nine he watched his mother
choke to death on a piece of meet. Unable to hdp, he was condemned to witness her last agonizing
moments while his older sster ran around the kitchen, screaming. Before he could get over tha horrible
experience, hisfather dug a bomb shelter in the back yard and practiced usng it. Here's how it worked:
At any moment of the day or night Erni€'s father would suddenly legp a him or emit a blood-curdling
screech or douse him with something. That would be the Sgnd to run for the bomb shelter. By the time
he was deven Ernie was unable to speak or to stop shaking. When he was brought to MP! it took
months just to get him not to jump and run whenever a door opened or someone sneezed. That was
nearly twenty years ago, and he has been here ever since. His father, incidentdly, is a patient a another
inditution; his sster committed suicide in 1980.

Fortunatdly, debilitating phobias like Erni€s are rare. Those who are afraid of snakes, for example,
need only stay away from forest and fidd. Agoraphobics and claustrophobics can usudly avoid crowds
and elevators and, in any case, are treatable with drugs or by dow acclimation to the offending Stuation.
But how does one acclimate the necrophobic? How to avoid the Grim Reaper?

Howie is forty-three, though he looks to be sixty. Born into a poor Brooklyn family, his musca
abilities became evident early on. His father gave him his unused vidin when he was four years old and, in
his early teens, he played that ingrument with a number of well-respected regiond orchestras. As time
went on, however, he peformed less and less frequently, preferring instead to study scores, other
ingruments, the history of musc. His father, a booksdller, was not particularly concerned with this turn of
events and went about his tiny shop bragging that Howie was going to become a famous conductor,
another Stokowski. But by the time Howie got to college his interests seemed to cover the entire
spectrum of human endeavor. He tried to master everything from agebra to Zen. He studied night and
day until he findly broke down and ended up with us.

As soon as his physcd hedth was restored, however, he was off and running again, and no
tranquilizing drug has proven powerful enough to dow down his endless quest for perfection.

The drain on Howie is terrible. The circles and bags under his eyes attest to his chronic battle with
fetigue, and he suffers congtantly from colds and other minor afflictions.

What happened to him? Why does one atis end up at Carnegie Hdl and another in a menta
hospitd? Howie's father was a very demanding man, intolerant of mistakes. When little Howie stood up
to play the vidin he was terrified of making the dightest fase note and offending his father, whom he
loved deeply. But the better he became the more he redlized how much he did not know, and how much
more room for error there was than he had imagined. In order to be certain of playing his instrument
perfectly he threw himsdf into musicin al its aspects, trying to learn everything about the subject. When
he redlized that even thiswould not be sufficient, he took up other fidds of sudy with the impossible god
of learning everything there was to know about everything.

But even that isn't enough for Howie, who spends each summer catdoging the birds and insects and
counting the blades of grass on the lawvn outside. In the winter he catches snowflakes, sysemdicaly
recording and comparing their structures. On clear nights he scans the skies looking for anomadies,
something that wasn't there before. Y et these are mere avocations for Howie. Most of the time he reads
dictionaries and encyclopedias while ligening to music or language tapes. Afrad he will forget something
important he is congtantly taking notes and meking lists, then organizing and reorganizing them. Until that
day in the recreation room | had never seen hm when he was not franticdly counting, recording, or
sudying. It was a druggle to get him to take time to edt.

| edged up to the table with my guest, trying to catch a bit of the conversation without scaring anyone
off. From what | could gather, they were querying prot about life on K-PAX. They dammed up when
they findly noticed us, however, and both Ernie and Howie scuttled away.

| introduced prot to our vigtor, and took the opportunity to ask him whether he would mind
submitting to a few additiond tests on Wednesday, our regular meeting day. He not only didn't mind, he
sad, but he looked forward to it. We left im amiling broadly, apparently in eager anticipation.



ALTHOUGH we would not receive the officd report from the State Board of Hedth for severd
months, the representative did point out two or three minor deficiencies that needed to be corrected, and
| brought these up at the regular Monday morning staff meeting. Among the other items discussed at that
medting was the news that the search committee had narrowed down their lig of possible candidates for
permanent director to four-three from outside the hospital, and mysdf. The char of that committee was
Dr. Klaus Villers

Villers is the kind of psychiatrist usudly portrayed in films sixtyish, pae, trim gray goatee, heavy
German accent, and a drict Freudian. It was clear that he had selected the other three names persondly.
| was familiar with their work and each, on paper, was a reasonable facamile of Villers himsdf. But dl
had outstanding credentids, and | was looking forward to meeting them. My own candidacy was not
unexpected, but | had mixed fedings about the directorship-it would have meant permanently giving up
mogt of my patients, anong other things.

When that business was taken care of | summarized for my colleagues what | had learned so far
about prot.

Villers and some of the others agreed that it would be a waste of time to proceed with ordinary
psychoandysis, but thought my attempt to "humanizeé' him would dso prove fruitless, suggesting instead
some of the newer experimentd drugs. Others argued that this approach was premature and, in any case,
without the consent of the patient's family, the legd ramifications could become complicated. Thus, it was
generdly agreed that a greater effort should be made, by the police as wel as mysdf, to determine his
true identity. | thought of Meyerbeer's opera L'Africaine, in which Inez awaits the return of her
long-departed lover, Vasco da Gama, and | wondered: Was there afamily somewhere in this wide world
fervently hoping and praying for amissing husband and father, brother or son to reappear?

Sesson Three

THE tedting took dl morning and hdlf the afternoon of May twenty-third. | had other pressng duties
much of that time, not the least of which was an emergency facilities committee meeting to approve the
purchase of a new linen dryer for the laundry room following the irreversble breakdown of one of the
two old ones. Betty McAlligter served very wdl inmy place, however.

At the time, Betty had been with us for deven years, the lagt two in the capacity of head nurse. She
was the only person | had ever met who had read dl of Taylor Cadwell's novels, and as long as | had
known her had been trying to get pregnant. Although she had resorted to dmost every known scientific
and falk remedy, she eschewed the so-cdlled fetility pills because, as she put it, "I only want the one, not
awhole menagerie” None of this affected her work, however, and she conagtently performed her duties
chearfully and well.

According to Betty's report, prot was extremdy cooperative throughout the examination period.
Indeed, the eagerness with which he attacked the tests and questionnaires supported my earlier
Speculation of an academic background. How far he had progressed with his education was dill a matter
of conjecture, but it seemed quite likely, based on his confident demeanor and articulateness, that he had
a least attended college and possibly even a graduate or professiond school.

It took afew days to process the data, and | must confess that my curiogty was such that | let [gpse
some things | had planned to do at home in order to come in on Saturday to finish what Betty had not
completed by Friday afternoon. The find results, though generdly unremarkable (as | had expected),
were nonetheless interesting. They are summarized as follows

IQ 154 (wdl above average, though not in genius category)

Psychologicd tests (Ieft/right, mazes, mirror tests, etc.-addnl. to std. admisson exam) norma
Neurologicd tests normd

EEG (performed by Dr Chakraborty) norma



Short-term memory excellent

Reading ill very good

Artigtic ability/eidetic imagery variable

Musicd ahility below average

Generd knowledge (history, geography, languages, the arts) broad and impressve
Math and science (particularly physics and astronomy) outstanding

Knowledge of sports minima

Generd physicd srength above average

Hearing, taste, amdl, tactile acuities highly senstive

"Specid senses’ (dbility to fed" colors, sense the presence of other people, etc.) questionable
Vigon

1. Senstivity to white light marked!

2. Range can detect light at 300-400 A (UV)!

Aptitude could do dmaogt anything; particular afinity for naturd history and physica sciences

As can be seen, the only unusud finding was the patient's ability to see light at wavedengths wel into
the ultraviolet range. His apparent sengtivity to visble light could have been due to a genetic defect; in
any case there was no obvious retind damage (nevertheless, | made a note to cdl Dr. Rappaport, our
ophthadmologig, fird thing on Tuesday, Monday beng Memorid Day). Otherwise there was no
suggedtion of any specid dien tdents.

The patient's knowledge of languages, incidentaly, was not as broad as he pretended. Although he
spoke and read a little of mogt of the common ones, his understanding was limited to everyday phrases
and idioms, the types found in books for travelers. Another thing that caught my eye was some
information the patient volunteered about the stars in the congdlation Lyrather distances from Earth,
types, etc. - nothing that required space travd to obtain, certainly, but | decided to check this out as wdll.

Driving home that afternoon to the accompaniment of Gounod's Faust, | marveled once again, as |
bellowed dong, a what the human mind can do. There are well-documented cases of superhuman
drength aridng from a desperate need or fit of madness, of astounding performances far beyond the
normd capabilities of ahletes or rescue workers, of people who can go into trancelike states or
"hibernation,” of extraordinary endurance exhibited by victims of naturd or man-made disasters, accounts
of pardyzed people who get up and walk, of cancer patients who amost seem to cure themsdves or, by
force of will aone, manage to hang on until a birthday or favorite holiday. No less griking, perhaps, is the
case of the unattractive woman who comes across as beautiful merdy because she thinks she is. An
individud with little tdlent who becomes a Broadway star on the basis of sdf-confidence and energy
done. | have persondly encountered many patients who have done amazing things they could not do
before they becameill. And here we have a man who beieves he comes from a planet where people are
alittle more light-sengtive than we are, and by God heis. At times like these one wonders what the limits
of the human mind redly are.

ON Memorid Day my oldest daughter and her husband and ther two little boys drove up from
Princeton for a cookout. Abigal is the reverse of the unaitractive woman | mentioned above-she was
adways a very pretty girl who never redized it. | don't think she has ever used makeup, doesn't do
anything with her hair, pays no atention to what she wears. From the beginning she has had amind of her
own. When | think of Abby | see akid of eight or nine marching with a bunch of others two or three
times her age, dl with long hair and flared pants, flashing her peace Sgn and ydling her dogans, serious as
a kiss Now, a a nonpracticing lawvyer, shes active in  aty. number of
women's'gay/environmenta/civil/animd rights groups. How did she turn out this way? Who knows? Al
of our children are as different from each other as the colors of the rainbow.

Fred, for ingance, isthe most sendtive of the four. As a boy he aways had his nose in a book, and



an ear for mudc as well. In fact, he dill has an enormous collection of recordings of Broadway shows.
We dways thought he would become an artist of some kind, and were quite amazed when he ended up
in aeronautics.

Jennifer is very different ill. Sim, beautiful, not as serious as Abigal or as quiet as Fred, she is the
only one of the four who has showed any interest in following her old man's footsteps. Asa girl she loved
biology (and dumber parties and chocolate-chip cookies), and she is now a thirdyear medicd student a
Stanford.

Will (Chip) is the youngest, eight years younger than Jenny. Probably the brightest of the bunch, heis
adar ahlete in schooal, active, popular. Like Abby before him, and unlike Fred and Jenny, he is hardly
ever home, preferring instead to spend his time with his friends rather than with his grizzled parents. He
haan't the foggiest idea what he wants to do with hislife

All of which leads to the question: Is the shape of the individud persondity due primarily to genetic or
to environmentd factors? After a great ded of experimentation and debate on this criticd issue, the
answer is far from clear. All | know is that, despite smilar backgrounds and genetic makeup, my four
kids are as different from each other asisnight from day, winter from summer.

Abby's husband Steve is a professor of astronomy, and while the steaks were szzing on the grill |
mentioned to him that there was a patient at the hospital who seemed to know something about hisfield. |
showed him prot's figures on the congtdlation Lyra and the double star sysem Agape and Satori, around
which traveled a putetive planet the patient called "K-PAX." Steve studied the information, scratched his
reddish beard, and grunted, as he often does when he is thinking. Suddenly he looked up with a_
ferocious grin and drawled, "Charlie put you up to this, didn't he?'

| assured him that he hadn't, thet | didn't even know who "Charlie" was.

He said, "Terrific joke. Ahloveit." My grandson Rain was banging him with a Frisbee now, trying to
get im to play, after failing to coax Shasta Daisy, our neurotic Damatian, out from under the porch.

| swore it was no joke and asked him why he thought so. | don't recdl his exact words, but they
went something like "This is somethin' Charlie Hynn and his students have been workin' on for quite a
while It involves a double star in the congtdlation Lyra This double shows certain perturbations in its
rotation pattern that indicate the posshbility of a large dark body, prob'ly a planet, as part of the system.
Like your dleged patient said, this planet appears to travel around them in an unusud pattern-Charlie
thinks it's afigure eight. Do you see what Ahm sayin? This is unpublished work! Except for one or two
colleagues, Charlie haan't told anybody about this yet; he was planmn' to report it at the Astrophysics
meding next month. Where does this “patient’ of yours come from? How long has he been at the
hospitd? His name idn "Charlie," isit?" He stuffed his mouth with a handful of potato chips.

We drank beer and chatted about astronomy and psychiatry mogt of the afternoon, Abby and her
moather nagging us not to talk shop and to pay some attention to our sons/grandsons, who kept throwing
food @ Shasta and each other. One thing | wanted to know was his opinion on the possbility of light
trave. "It'snot," he stated flaly, dill not convinced, | think, that | wasn't pulling hisleg. But when | asked
if he would be willing to help me prove to my new patient that "K-PAX" was afigment of his imagination,
he said, "Shore." Before they Ieft | gave hm alig of questions to ask Dr. Hynn about the double star
system-the types of stars they were, thelr actud Szes and brightnesses, their rotation period, the duration
of a"year" on the putative planet, even something about what the night sky would look like from such a
world. He promised to cdl me with whatever information he could dig up.

Session Four

THE Manhattan Psychiatric Indtitute is located on Amsterdam Avenue a 112th Street in New York
City. Itisa private teaching and research hospitd afiliated with the nearby Columbia Universty College
of Physdans and Surgeons. MPI is diginct from the Psychiatric Ingtitute at Columbia, which is a generd
trestment center that deals with far more patients. We refer to it as "the big inditute™ and ours, in turn, is



known as "the little inditute.” Our concept is unique: We take in only a limited number of adult petients
(one hundred to one hundred twenty in dl), either cases of unusud interest or those that have proven
unresponsve to standard sométic (drug), eectroconvulsive, surgicd, or psychotherapies.

MPI was congtructed in 1907 at a cost of just over amillion dollars. Today the physicd fadlity aone
isworth one hundred fifty million. The grounds, though amdl, are well kept, with a grassy lawn to the sde
and back, and shrubs and flower gardens dong the walls and fences. There is dso a fountain, "Adonisin
the Garden of Eden," situated in the, center of what we cal "the back forty." | love to sroll those pastoral
grounds, listen to the bubbly fountain, contemplate the old stone walls. Entire adult lives have been lived
here, both patient and staff. To some, thisisthe only world they will ever know.

There are five floors a MPI, numbered essentidly in order of increesing severity of patient illness
Ward One (ground floor) is for those who suffer only acute neuroses or mild paranoia, and those who
have responded to therapy and are nearly ready to be discharged. The other patients know this and often
try very hard to be "promoted” to Ward One. Ward Two is occupied by those more severdly afflicted:
delusonds such as Russl and prot, manic and deep depressives, obdurate misanthropes, and others
uncble to function in society. Ward Three is divided into 3A, which houses a variety of serioudy
psychotic individuds and 3B, the autitic/catatonic section. Fndly, Ward Four is reserved for
psychopathic patients who might cause harm to the daff and ther fdlow inmates. This indudes certain
autists who regulaly erupt into uncontrollable rages, as wdl as otherwise normd individuds who
sometimes become violent without warning. The fourth floor dso houses the dinic and |aboratory, a sl
research library, and a surgicd theater.

Wards One and Two are not redtricted in most cases, and the patients are free to mingle. In practice,
this takes place primarily in the exerciserecreation and dining rooms (Wards Three and Four mantain
separate fadilities). Within each ward, of course, there are segregated deeping and bathing areas for men
and women. The g&ff, incdentally, maintains offices and examining rooms on the fifth floor; it is a
common joke among the patients that we are the craziest inmates of dl. Findly, the kitchens are spread
over severd floors, the laundry, hedting, ar-conditioning, and maintenance fadlities are located in the
basement, and there is an amphitheater on (and between) the fird and second floors, for classes and
sminars.

Before becoming acting director of the hospitd | usudly spent an hour or two each week in the
wards just talking with my patients, on an informa basis, to get a sense of their rate of progress, if any.
Unfortunately, the press of adminigrative duties put an end to that custom, but | ill try to have lunch with
them occasionaly and hang around until my first interview or committee mesting or afternoon lecture. On
the day after the Memoria Day weekend | decided to eat in Ward Three before looking over my notes
for my three o'clock class.

Besdes the autists and catatonics, this ward is populated by patients with certain disorders which
would make it difficult for them to interact with those in Wards One and Two. For example, there are
severd compulsve eaters, who will devour anything they can get their hands on-rocks, paper, weeds,
slverware; a coprophagic whose only desire isto consume his own, and sometimes others, feces, and a
number of patients with severe sexud problems.

One of the latter,- dubbed "Whacky" by a comedic student some time ago, is a young man who
diddles with himsdf amogt congtantly. Virtudly anything sets him off: arms, legs, beds, bathrooms-you
nameit.

Whacky is the son of a prominent New Y ork attorney and his ex-wife, a well-known tdevison soap
opera actress. Asfar as we know he enjoyed afarly normd childhood, i.e., he wasn't sexudly repressed
or abused in any way, he owned a Liond train and Lincoln logs, played basebal and basketbdl, liked to
read, he had friends. In high school he was shy around girls, but in college he became engaged to a
beautiful coed. Although convivid and outgoing, she was nevertheless extremey coquettish, leading him
on and on but never quite going "dl the way." Crazed with desire, Whacky remained as virgind as
RusHl for two agonizing years-he was saving himsdf for the woman he loved.

But on thelr wedding day she ran off with an old boyfriend, recently released from the state prison,
leaving Whacky literdlly sanding at the dltar (and burdting at the seams). When he received the news that



his fiancee had jilted him, he took down his pants and began to masturbate right there in the church, and
he has been & it ever snce.

Prodiitution thergpy was completely ineffective in Whacky's case. However, drug trestments have
proven margindly successful, and he can usudly come to the table and get back to his room without
causng a disturbance.

When heis not caught up in his compulsion, Whacky is a very pleasant guy. Now in his mid-forties,
he is dill youthfully handsome, with closdly cropped brown hair, a srong deft chin, and a terible
meanchaly that shows in his sad blue eyes. He enjoys watching televised sporting events and talks about
the baseball or footbdl standings whenever | see him. On this particular occasion, however, he did not
discuss the Mets, his favorite team. Instead, he brought up the subject of prot.

Whacky had never seen my new patient as far as | knew, snce inhabitants of Ward Three are not
permitted to vigt the other floors. But somehow he had heard about a vistor in Ward Two who had
come from afaraway place where life was very different from ours, and he wanted to meet him. | tried to
discourage the idea by downplaying prot's imaginary travels, but his pathetic baby-blue eyes were so
inggent that | told him | would give the matter some thought. "But why do you want to meet him?"' |
inquired.

"Why, to seeif hewill take me back with him, of course!™

The sudden slence was eerie-the place is usudly one of noisy confuson and flying food. | glanced
around. No one was walling or giggling or spitting. Everyone was watching us and ligening. | mumbled
something about "seeing what | could do.” By the time | got up to leave, the whole of Ward Three had
made it clear that they wanted a chance to take thar cases to my "dien” patient, and it took me nearly
helf an hour to cam everyone down and make my exit.

TALKING with Whacky adways reminds me of the awesome power that sex has over dl of us, as
Freud percelved in a moment of tremendous inspiration a century ago. Indeed, most of us have sexud
problems a some timein, if not throughout, our lives.

It wasn't until my wife and | had been married for severa years that it suddenly occurred to me what
my father had been doing on the night he died. The redization was so intense that | leaped out of bed and
sared a mysdf in the closet-door mirror. What | saw was my father looking back a me same tired
eyes, same graying temples, same knobby knees. It was then that | understood with crystd darity that |
was a mortal human being.

My wife was wonderfully understanding throughout the ensuing ordeal-she is a psychiatric nurse
hersdf - though she findly inssted | seek professond hdp for my frugrating impotence. The only thing
thet came from this was the "revdation” that | harbored tremendous guilt fedings about my father's desth.
But it wasn't until | finaly passed the age he was when he died that the (midlife) criss mercfully ended
and | was able to resume my conjugd duties.

During that miserable sx-month period | think | hated my father more than ever. Not only had he
chosen my career for me and precipitated alifdong guilt complex, but, thirty years after his death, he had
nearly managed to ruin my sex life as well!

STEVE did even better than he promised. He faxed the astronomical data, induding a computerized
printout of a star chart of the night ky as seen from the hypothetica planet K-PAX, directly to my office.
Mrs. Trexler was quite amused by the latter, referring to it as my "connect-the-dots."

Armed with this information, which prot could not possibly have had in his possession, | met with him
agan a the usud time on Wednesday. Of course | knew he could not be a space traveler any more than
our resdent Jesus Christ could have stepped-out of the New Testament. But | was nonetheless curious
as to just what this man could pull from the recesses of his unpredictable, though certainly human, mind.

He came into my examining room preceded by his standard Cheshire-cat grin. | was ready for im
with awhole basket of fruit, which he dug into with reish. As he devoured three bananas, two oranges,



and an apple he asked me a few questions about Ernie and Howie. Mogt patients express some curiogty
about thar felow inmates and, without divulging anything confidentid, | did not hesitate to answer them.
When | thought he was relaxed and ready | turned on the recorder and we began.

To summarize, he knew everything about the newly discovered star system. There was some
discrepancy in his description of the way K-PAX revolved around the two stars it was associated
with-he cdlamed it was not a figure eght but something smpler-and the corresponding length of the
putetive planet's year was not what Steve or, rather, Dr. Hynn had calculated. But the rest of it fit quite
wdl: the sze and brightness of Agape and Satori (his K-MON and K-RIL), the periodicity of ther
rotation about each other, the next closest dtar, etc. Of course it could have been a series of lucky
guesses, or perhaps he was reading my mind, though the tests showed no specid gptitude for this ability.
It seemed to me more likely, however, that this patient could somehow divine arcane astronomica data
much like the savants mentioned earlier can make computer-like caculations and pull huge numbers from
their heads. But it would have been an astonishing feet indeed if he could have constructed a picture of
the night sky as seen from the planet K-PAX, which, incidentaly, Professor Hynn had now chosen to
cdl his previoudy unnamed planet. In anticipation of this result | think | was adready contemplating the
book the reader is now holding. So it was with some excitement thet | nervoudy watched as he sketched
his chart, ingging dl the while that he wasn't very good a freehand drawing. | cautioned him to
remember that the night sky as observed from K-PAX would look quite different from the way it does
on Earth.

"Tdl me about it," he replied.

It took him only a few minutes. While he was sketching | mentioned that an astronomer | knew had
informed me that light travel was theoreticdly impossible. He stopped what he was doing and smiled a
me tolerantly. "Have you ever sudied your EARTH history?' he asked. "Can you think of a sngle new
ideawhich dl the expertsin the fidd did not labd “impossible?"

He returned to his diagram. As he drew he seemed to focus on the caling, but perhaps his eyes were
closed. In any case he paid no atention to the map he was working on. It was as if he were smply
copying it from an interndl picture or screen. Thiswas the result:

There are severd notable features about his sketch: a "congelation” shaped like an N (upper right),
another like a question mark (lower left), a "smiling mouth” (lower right), and an enormous eye-shaped
clugter of stars (upper left). Note that he dso indicated the location of the invisble Earth on his chart
(center). The reason for the rdaivey few background starsin the diagram was, according to prot, thet it
never got completely dark on K-PAX, so there are fewer stars visble in the sky than one can ordinarily
see, inrurd areas, from the nighttime Earth.

However, it was clear that prot's and Steve's charts were completely different. Although not
surprised to find thet my "savant” had his limits | was, nonetheless, somewhat disappointed. | an aware
that thisis not a very scientific attitude, and | can only attribute it to the post-midlife-criss syndrome first
described by E. L. Brown in 1959, something that occurs mogt often in men who have entered their
fifties a curious desire for something interesting to happen to them.

Be that as it may, a least | would now be able to confront the patient with this contradictory
evidence, which would, | hoped, help to convince him of his Earthly origin. But that would have to wait
until the next sesson. Our time was up, and Mrs. Trexler was impatiently flashing me a telephone sgnd
to remind me of a safety committee mesting.

ACCORDING to my notes the place was a zoo the rest of the afternoon with meetings, a problem
with several of the photocopy machines, Mrs. Trexler at the dentist, and a seminar by one of the
candidates for the podtion of permanent director. But | did find time to fax prot's star map to Steve
before escorting the applicant to dinner.

The candidate, whom | shdl cdl Dr. Choate, exhibited a rather peculiar mannerism-he continudly
checked hisfly, presumably to make sure it was closed. Quite unconscioudy, it appeared, snce he did it
in the conference room, in the dining room, in the wards, with women present or not. And his specidty



was human sexudity! It has been said that dl psychiatrists are a little crazy. Dr. Choate did nothing to
disod that canard.

| took the candidate to Adli, a lower Manhattan restaurant where the proprietor and his waiters are
gpt to break into an aria at the drop of a fork and encourage ther patrons to do likewise. But Choate
hed no interest in music and finished his med in rather glum sllence. | had alovey time, however, catching
aflying doughbdl in my teeth and snging the part of Nadir in the lovely duet from The Pearl Fishers, and
dill made the 9:10 to Connecticut. When | got home, my wife told me Steve had cdled. | rang him back
immediately.

"Pretty amazin' Suff!" he exclaimed.

"Why?' | said. "His drawing didn't look athing like yours'

"Yes, Ali know. Ali thought your man had just concocted somethin' out of his head, at first. Then Al
saw where he had put in the arrow indicatin' the postion of the Earth.”

T

"The chart Ali gave you was for the sky as seen from Earth, except that it was transposed seven
thousand lightyears away to the planet he cdls K-PAX. Do you see wha Ah'm sayin? Lookin' back
here from there, the sky would appear entirdy different. So | went back to my computer, and voila
There was the N congdlation, the question mark, the smile, the eyebdl cluster-al where he said they'd
be. Thisisajoke, idn'it? Ali know Charlie put you up to thid"

That night | had a dream. | was floating around in space and utterly lost. No matter which direction |
turned, the stars looked exactly the same to me. There was no familiar sun, no -moon, not even a
recognizable congdlation. | wanted to go home but | had no idea which way it was. | was afrad,
terrified that | was dl done in the universe. Suddenly | saw prot. He was mationing that | should follow
him. Greatly relieved, | did so. Aswe proceeded he pointed out the eyebd| cluster and dl the rest, and at
last | knew where | was.

Then | woke up and couldn't go back to deep. | recadled an incident a few days earlier when | was
running across the hospitd lavn on my way to a consultation with the family of one of my patients. prot
was gitting in the grass dutching, it appeared, a batch of worms. | was late for the gppointment and didn't
dwel on it then. Later on | redized that | had never seen any of the patients playing with a handful of
worms before, and where did he get them? | puzzled over thisas | lay in bed awake, urtil | remembered
his saying, in sesson two, that on K-PAX everything had evolved from wormlike creatures. Was he
gtudying them as we might scrutinize our own cousins, the fishes, whose gills ill manifest themsdves for a
timein the human embryo?

| hadn't yet found an opportunity to cdl Dr. Rappaport, our ophthdmologi<t, about the results of the
vison test, but | did so the falowing moming. It is "highly unlikdy,” he told me, somewhat tedily, |
thought, that a human being would be gble to detect light at a wavelength of three hundred angstroms.

Such a person, he pointed out, would be able to see things only certain insects can see. Though he
seemed extremely dubious, asif | were trying to make him the vidim of a practical joke, he wouldn't go
%0 far as to deny our examination results.

Once again | reflected on how remarkably complex the human brain redly is How can a sck mind
like prot's possibly train itsdf to see UV light, and figure out how to diagram the sky from seven thousand
light-years away? The later was not completely outsde the redm of possihbility, but wha an astonishing
tdent! Furthermore, if he was a savant, he was an intdligent, annesiacd, delusond one. This was
absolutely extraordinary, an entirdy new phenomenon. And | suddenly redlized: 1've got my book!

SAVANT syndrome is one of the most amazing and least understood pathologies in the redm of
psychiatry. The afliction takes many forms. Some savants are "cdendar cdculators,” meaning that they
can tdl you immediady what day of the week July 4, 2990 fdls on, though -they are often unable to
learn to tie ther shoes. Others can perform incredible arithmeticd feats, such as to add long columns of
numbers, mentaly caculate large square roots, etc. Stll others are wonderfully musicaly gifted and can
ang or play back a song, or even the various parts of a symphony or opera, after asnglefirg hearing.

Most savants are autistic. Some have suffered dinicdly detectable bran damage, while others show



no such obvious abnormdity. But nearly dl have 1Qs wel below average, usudly in the fifty to
seventy-five range. Rardy has a savant been found to exhibit anormd or greater inteligence quotient.

| am privileged to have known one of these remarkable individuds She was a woman in her Sxties
who had been diagnosed with a dow-growing brain tumor centered in the left occipita 1obe. Because of
this mdignancy she was dmog totaly unable to speak, read, or write. She was further plagued by a
nearly constant chorea and barely able to feed hersdf. As if that weren't enough, she was one of the
mogt-unattractive women | have ever seen. The gaff cdled her, affectionatey, "Catherine Deneuve,”" after
the lovely French film star, who was very popular at thet time.

But what an artist! When provided with suitable materids, her head and hands stopped sheking and
she began to create, from memory, near-perfect reproductions of works by many of the greatest artists in
higory. Though they ordinaily took only a few hours to complete, her pantings are virtudly
indiginguishable from the originds. Amazingly, while she worked she even seemed to become beautiful!

Some of her canvases now reside in various museums and private collections dl over the country.
When she died, the family generoudy donated one of her pictures to the hospitd, where it graces the wall
of the faculty conference room. It is a perfect copy of van Gogh's "Sunflowers™ the origind of which
hangsin the Metropolitan Museum of Art, and one is just as awestruck by her taent as by the genius of
the master himsdf.

In the past, the emphasis has been on trying to "normdize’ such individuds, to mold them into
products more suitable to society's needs. Even "Catherine Deneuve' was encouraged to spend less time
panting and more time learning to dress and feed hersdf. If not cultivated and encouraged, however,
these remarkable abilities can be logt, and attempts are now being made, at various inditutions, to dlow
such people to develop ther giftsto the fullest.

However, most savants are very difficult to communicate with. Norma discourse with "Catherine,”
for example, was impossible. But prot was dert, rationd, able to function normaly. What might we learn
from such an individud? What dse did he know about the stars, for example? Might there be more ways
to arive at knowledge than we are willing to admit? There is, after dl, a fine line between insanity and
genius-condder, for example, Blake, Woolf, Schumann, Nijinsky, and, of course, van Gogh. Even Freud
was plagued by severe mentd problems. The poet John Dryden put it this way:

Great wits are sure to madness near dli'd
And thin partitions do ther bounds divide.

| brought this up at the Monday morning Staff meeting, where | proposed to let prot ramble on about
whatever he wanted and try to determine whether there was anything of vaue he might have to tdl us
about his (our) world, aswdl as his own condition and identity. Unfortunately, despite the subgtantiating
presence of "Caherine Deneuve's priceless panting, there was little enthusasm for this idea. Indeed,
Klaus Villers, without ever having seen the patient, pronounced him such a hopeless case tha more
aggressive measures should be indigated "a ze firg suitable opportunity,” though he's probably more
consarvative in his approach to his own patients than anyone ese on the gaff. The consensus, however,
was that little was to be logt by giving my patient a few more weeks to have his say before turning him
over to the pharmacologists and surgeons.

There was another facet to the case that | did not mention at that meeting: prot's presence seemed to
be having a positive effect on some of the other patients in his ward. For example, Ernie was teking his
temperature less frequently, and Howie seemed a hit less frenetic. He even sat down one night and
watched a New York Philharmonic concert on tdevison, | was told. Some of the other patients were
beginning to take a greater interest in their surroundings as well.

One of these was a twenty-seven-year-old woman whom | shdl call Bess. Homdess and emeciated
when she was brought to the hospitd, she had never -- not even once -- amiled, as far as | an aware.
From the time she was a child, Bess had been treated like a dave by her own family. She did dl the
deaning and cooking and laundering. Her Christmas presents, when she got anything & al, conssted of



utendls and appliances, anew ironing board. She fdt it should have been she who perished in the fire that
devastated the family's tenement apartment, rather than her brothers and sisters. It was shortly thereafter
that she was brought to us, nearly frozen because she wouldn't go to one of the shelters the city provides
for the homdess

From the beginning it was difficult to get her to eat. Not, like Ernie, because she was afraid to, or like
Howie, was too busy, but because she didn't think she deserved to: "Why do | get to eat when so many
are hungry?' She was certain it was raining on the sunniest days. Everything that happened seemed to
remind her of some tragedy, some terrible incident from her past. Neither eectroconvulsve therapy nor a
variety of neuroleptic drugs had proven effective. She was the saddest person | had ever met.

But on one of my decreasingly frequent travels through the wards | noticed that she was gtting with
her knees up and her arms wrapped around them, paying rapt attention to whatever prot might choose to
say. Not amiling, but not crying, ether.

And seventy-year-old Mrs. Archer, ex-wife of one of Americas foremost indudriaists, ceased her
constant muttering whenever prot was around. Known in Ward Two as "the Duchess,” Mrs. Archer
takes her medls on fine chinaiin the privacy of her own room. Trained since birth for a life of luxury, she
complains congtantly about the service she receives, and about everyone's deportment in generd.
Amazingly, the Duchess, who once ran naked for a mile down Ffth Avenue when her husband left her
for amuch younger woman, became a lamb in the presence of my new patient.

The only person who seemed to resent prot's proximity was Russdl, who decided that prot was
soouting the Earth for the devil. "Get thee behind me, Satan!™ he exclamed periodicaly, to no one in
particular. Although many of the patients continued to flock to him for sympathy and advice, his coterie
was ghrinking dmogt daly and gravitating toward prot instead.

But the point | was meking was that prot's presence seemed to be beneficid for many of our
long-term patients. This raised an interesting dilemma If we were successful in diagnosing and treating
prot's illness might not his recovery come at the expense of many of hisfdlow sufferers?

Session Five

BEFORE my next encounter with prot | had a couple of old floor lamps brought in from the storage
tunnd and equipped them with fifteen-watt "nightlight" bulbs, hoping the dimmer radiance would induce
him to remove his dark glasses so | could see his eyes. That is exactly what happened and, athough now
it was too dark in my examining room to see the rest of him with clarity, | could discern his obsidian irises
shining across the desk like those of some nocturnd animd as he plucked a papaya from the fruit basket
and offered me a bite.

While he ate | caaudly gave him the date of my birth and asked him to tdl me what day of the week
it fdl on. He shrugged and went on chomping. | asked him to give me the square root of 98,596. His
reply was "Mathematics is not my srong suit.” Then | asked him to do what | thought he had done
ealier, nandy to draw the night sky as seen from K-PAX, only in the other direction, awvay from the
Eath. When he had finished | compared it with the one Steve had faxed me the week before. It
contained fewer stars than the computer projection, but | could tdl that the genera pattern was the same.

| didn't waste time asking him how he knew what the night sky looked like from K-PAX. He would
undoubtedly have spouted something about "growing up there Instead, | turned on the tape recorder
and essentidly jugt let him ramble. | wanted to know exactly how wel developed his peculiar ddusion
was and what, if anything, we might be able to learn from it, both about prot's true background and,
perhaps, about the universein generd.

"Tdl me about K-PAX," | said.

Helit up when | asked him that. Munching a star fruit, the Sgnificance of which was not lost on him,
he said, "What would you like to know?

"Everything. Describe atypicd day inatypicd year."

"Ah" he nodded. "A typicd day." Apparently this was not an unpleasant prospect. He finished his



snack, and inthe dim light | could see his fingertips coming together and his eyes ralling up. It took a few
seconds for im to gather his thoughts, or project them onto his internd screen, or whatever he did with
them. "W, to begin with, we don't have "days in the sense you mean them. We experience rather
dusky light conditions mogt of the time, you see, much like it isin this room right now." The lagt phrase
was accompanied by a very familiar wry grin. "Also, KPAXians don't degp as much as y'dl do, nor do
we deep a regular times, but only as the need arises™ | had gotten gaff reports to this effect on prot's
degping habits. He stayed up most of the night reading or writing or, apparently, just thinking, and
napped a odd times during the day. "And findly, K-PAX doesn't rotate unidirectiondly as does
EARTH, but reverses itsdf as it reaches the end of its cycle every twenty-one of your years. Thus, the
length of a "day’ varies from about one of your weeks to severd months as K-PAX dows and reverses
itssoin."

At this point | noted down something | had forgotten to mention to Steve: prot's description of the
path of K-PAX around, or between, its suns didn't seem to match Dr. Hynn's "figure eight” pattern.

"Incidentaly,” he said, and his eyes opened for amoment, "we do have caendars and clocks, though
we rardy use them. On the other hand, they never need to be reset or replaced-they are the type you
would cdl “perpetual.’ But to get back to your question, let's say | have just awakened from a little
snooze. What would | do? If | were hungry | would eat something. Some soaked grains, perhaps, and
some fruit."

| asked him what he meant by a "soaked" grain, and to describe some K-PAXian fruits

His eyes popped open again and he sat up sraighter; he seemed to rdish the opportunity to explain
the details of his"world."

"A soaked grainisjugt what it sounds like" he said. "You soak a grain long enough and it gets soft,
like your rice or catmed. On EARTH you prefer to cook them. We judt let them soak, usudly in fruit
juices. There are twenty-one commonly eaten grains on our PLANET, but, like yours, none is a
complete food in itsdf. They have to be mixed to get the proper amino acid baance. My favorite
combination is drak and thon and adro. It has a nutty flavor much like your cashew.”

"Gesundhet.”

prot had ether a well-developed sense of humor or none a dl - | was never able to tel. "Thank
you," he said, without blinking an eye. "Now the fruits are a different story. We have severd wonderful
kinds — | especidly like the ones we cdl yorts, or sugar plums-but they can't compare with EARTH's
variety, which is due primarily to your great variaionsin dimate. To summarize: If we get hungry we grab
some soaked grains, usudly in fruit juice, and 9t down againgt a balnok tree and fal to."

"What about vegetables?'

"What about them?'

"Do you have them?"

"Oh, of course. After the next snooze we might munch a bunch of krees or likas™"

"Meat? Fish? Seafood?!

"No mest. No fish. No seafood. No sea”

"No animds of any kind?'

He tapped his glasses on the arm of his chair, "Now, gene, I've dready told you about the aps and
mots-remember?’

"What about pigs and cows and sheep?’

With a deep dgh: "As | pointed out in sesson two, we don't have any “domesticated’ beings on
K-PAX. But we have wild pigs, wild cows, wild sheep-"

"Wild cows??"

"Wadl, they're cdled rulis, but they're much like your cows-big, cumbersome, placid. Have you ever
noticed how gentle your large beings are? Y our dephants and giraffes and whales, even when they are
mistreated?'

"So bascdly you just eat and deep on your planet?!

"Perhgps | should back up a step. When | told you that we snooze when we fed the need, you
probably imagined a bed in a bedroom in a house much like the one you live in. Wroooong! It's different



on K-PAX. You see, our weether isvery dependable. Every day is about the same as the one before. It
isusudly quite warm, and it never rains. There are structures scattered around for storage of utendls and
the like, for the use of anyone who happens to pass by. Food is kept there, as wel as mats and musca
indruments-a variety of things-but no beds. For the most part-"

"Who owns these structures?'

"No one "owns anything on K-PAX."

"Goon."

"For the most-part we deep out of doors-except there are no doors-usudly for an hour or two, your
hour, at atime. Where we won't get stepped on by an ap, of course. By the way," he interrupted himsdf,
gtting up again, "snce sexud contact is not a desirable thing on our PLANET, or on most others, men
and women are free to share everything without fear or the need for guile. You might find yoursdf lying
down for a ngp near someone of the opposite gender, but you don't need to worry about what your wife
or husband-or whatever-might think if he or she hears about it, or suffer embarrassment or discomfort of
any kind, even though we usudly wear little or no dothing. Sexud apparati are Smply no big deal on
K-PAX, especidly since there are only two varieties and, as you know, when you've seen both, you've
seen them dl.”

He leaned back and closed his eyes again, obvioudy enjoying the expostion. "Okay, weve
awakened, weve eaten something, weve urinated, picked our teeth, what do we do now? Wadll,
whatever needs to be done. Soak some more grains for next time, wipe out our bowls, fix anything that's
broken. Otherwise, anything we want! Some prefer to search the skies, others observe the ledfing of the
trees or the antics of the aps or the behavior of the korms or horns, or play musc or pant or sculpt.
When I'm not traveling | usudly spend most of my timein one of the libraries, which are usudly filled with
beings a any given time of cyde"

"Tdl me more abouit the libraries”

"There are some books there, of course, but those are very old, and there is something much better.
Let me see if | can describe it for you." prot's eyes rolled up again, and his fingers began tapping
together, more rgpidly this time. "Imagine a computer with a monitor that projects three-dimensond
images complete with al-sense cgpability. Now suppose you are interested in balooning. Let's say you
want to know what it was like to pilot a baloon a hundred million, cycles ago, before we learned how to
travel with light. You just set up the computer, tap in the ingtructions, and there you are! Y ou would find
yoursdf in an ancient gondola, floaing at whatever location and dtitude you specified, at the authentic
wind speed and direction on the date you selected. Fed the ropes in your hands and the suns on your
facel Smdl the trees below! Hear the korms of that time who perch on top of the bladder or join you in
the gondolal Taste the fruit and nuts provided for the trip! The surface features you see below you are
perfectly accurate. It is exactly like being there!” By now prot was virtudly quivering with excitemen.

"What happensif you fdl off?'

His bright eyes opened once more and his fingers became 4ill. "That's a question only a human being
would ask! But the answer is nothing. You would find yoursdf back in the library, ready for another
adventure.”

"What other kinds of adventures might you have?'

"Use your imaginaion, doc. Anything that has happened on K-PAX in the last few million years is
yours to experience, in three dimensons and al senses. Y ou could recreate your own birth, if you wanted
to. Or rdive any part of your life. Or that of any other being.”

"These holograms-do you have any for other planets? Will you be taking something back from
Eath?'

"Planetary trave isgill somewhat new to us. Weve only been at it for a few hundreds of thousands
of your years, mosily just scouting expeditions, and our library is rather incomplete on that subject. Asfor
EARTH-wdl, | find it to be a very interesting place, and | will so state in my report. But whether anyone
will want to set up dl the parameters. .." He shrugged and reached for a mango, hit into it without peding
off the skin. "But that's only the beginning!" he exclaimed, with a noisy durp. "Suppose you are interested
in geology. Tap in the indructions, and samples of any and every rock, ore, gem, dag, or meteorite,



complete with name, origin, composition, chemidry, dengty, from whatever source you specify, will be a
your fingertips. You can pick them up, fed them, amdl them. Same with flora and fauna or any group or
gpecies thereof. Science. Medicine. Higtory. The arts. You like opera, nicht wahr? In a méatter of
seconds you could sdlect anything you wished to see and hear, from a lig of everything ever written or
performed on K-PAX or cetain other PLANETS, organized by title, subject, setting, types of voices,
composer, performers, et cetera, e cetera, dl crossreferenced. If you had this capability on EARTH
you could take part in a performance yoursdf dongsde Ponsdle or Caruso! Sound good?' | had to
admit that it did. "Or you could sall with Columbus, sgn the Magna Carta, drive the Indy Five Hundred,
pitch to Babe Ruth-you nameit.

"After atimein the library,” he continued, a little more placidly now, "I might go for a wak in the
woods or jugt St or lie down somewhere for awhile That's one of the nicest things of dl." He paused for
a moment, apparently deep in thought, then said: "A few months ago | sat beside a pond in dabama
There was nowind at dl and it was absolutely quiet, wonderfully ill except for the occasiond jumping of
afish or croaking of afrog or the sound of insects making tiny ripples on the surface. Have you ever
experienced that? It is beautiful. There are no ponds on KPAX, but the feding is the same."

"When was this?"

"Lagt october." He leaned back with that perpetua amile on his face as if he were, a that moment,
actudly dtting beside the pond he had just described. Then he sat up and sang, rather loudly and not on
key, "And that's atypicd dasayyyy" (tap, tap), "in dogpatch (tap), u.saaayyyy."” A reference, according
to my son Fred, to a popular Broadway musicd of the fifties called Li'l Abner.

And then he sad something totadly unexpected, something precipitated, apparently, by his
"reminisang” about life on his"world." He said, "No offense intended, gene, but my time isadmaost up here
and | can't wait to get back."

Thistook me completdy by surprise. | said, "What-to K-PAX?"

"Where e =7

Now it was my turn to St up straighter. "When are you planning to return?’

Without a moment's hesitation: "On august seventeenth.”

"Augus seventeenth. Why August seventeenth?”

He sad, "It's 'Beam me up, scotty' time”

"You're "beaming back to K-PAX on that date?'

"Yes" he replied. "And | shdl miss you. And dl the other patients. And,” he nodded toward the
nearly empty basket, "dl your ddicious fruits

| said, "Why does it have to be August seventeenth?!

"Safety reasons.”

"Sdfety reasons?”’

"You see, | can go anywhere on EARTH without fear of bumping into anyone traveling at superlight
speed. But beings are going to and coming from K-PAX dl thetime. It has to be coordinated, like your
arport control towers."

"Augus seventeenth.”

"At 3:31 A.M. Eagtern time"

| was disappointed to find that our own time was up for this sesson. "I'd like to take this up again
next week, if that's dl right with you. Oh, and could you draw up a KPAXian cdendar for me some
time? Jugt atypicd cycle or so would be fine"

"Anything you say. Until august seventeenth, I'm dl yours. Except for a little side trip up north, of
course. | havent been to afew places yet, remember?' He was dready out the door. "Ciao, " he cdled
on hisway down the corridor.

AFTER he had gone | returned to my office to recopy my notes. As | was trying to make some
sense of them | found mysdf gazing a Chip's picture dtting on my desk. "Ciao" is one of his favorite
expressons, dong with "Truly," and "You know?' Now on summer vacation, he had gotten a job as a



lifeguard a one of the public beaches. A good thing, too, snce he had dready weasded two years
advances on his dlowance. The last of my children, soon out of the nest.

| should wax philosophicd here and report that | pondered long and hard the implications of that
ineviteble fledging, both for Chip and for mysdf, but the truth is tha it brought me back to prot's
"departure date" Augus seventeenth was only two months away. What did it mean? It would be like
RussI's saying that on such-and-such a day he would be returning to heaven. But in dl the years he had
been with us Russdl has never announced a date for that journey and, to my knowledge, neither has any
other ddusond. It was totdly unprecedented in the annds of psychiatry. And since it was patently
impossible for prot to trave to K-PAX, or anywhere ese, what would happen to him on that day?
Would he withdraw completely into hisamnesacad armor? The only possible way | could see to prevent
that from happening would be to find out who this man redlly was and where he had come from before it
was too late.

But suddenly it occurred to me that August seventeenth would have been the gpproximate date that
prot daimed he had arrived on Earth nearly five years earlier. With thisin mind | asked Mrs. Trexler to
put in a cdl to the precinct where he had been brought in origindly, as indicated on his admisson
records, to request that they check whether anyone answering his description had disappeared on or
about that particular date. And to inform them of prot's possible vigt to Alabamain October. She came
in later with a batch of letters for me to 9gn, and mentioned that the police had promised to let us know if
anything turned up. "But don't hold your breath," she snorted.

WE find out a lot about our patients not only from the nurang saff but aso from the other inmates,
who love to tak about one another. Thus it was from his roommate Ernie thet | firg learned that Howie
hed become an entirdly different person-cheerful, even relaxed! | went to see for mysdf.

Ernie was right. On a cool Thursday afternoon | found him camly dtting in the wide sl of the
second-floor lounge gazing out the window toward the sky. No dictionaries, no encyclopedias, no
counting the threads in the big green carpet. His glasses, whose lenses were usudly fogged with grime,
hed been cleaned.

| requested parmisson to St down with him, and struck up a casud conversation pertaining to the
flowerslining the high wal on the other side of the lawn. He was happy to produce, as he had many times
in the pagt, the common and Lain names of each of them, something of their genetic history, nutritiond
vaue, medicd and indudtrid uses. But he never took his eyes from the dark gray sky. He seemed to be
looking for something-scanning was the word that came to mind. | asked him what it was.

"The bluebird,” he said.

"The bluebird?'

"The bluebird of happiness.”

Tha was an odd thing for Howie to say. He might wel have known everything about bluebirds, from
their eye color to their migratory habits to the total number worldwide. But the bluebird? Of happiness?
And where did he get that gleam in his eye? When | pressed him on this | learned that the idea had
originated with prot. Indeed, my problem patient had assigned Howie this "task," the firgt of three. | didn't
know at the time what the other two were, and neither did Howie. But the fird was assgned and
accepted: Find the bluebird of happiness.

Some of the temporaries in Ward One quickly dubbed Howie "the bluenerd of sappiness™ and in
Ward Four there was tak of a bluebeard gaking the grounds, but Howie was oblivious to dl this
Indeed, he was as sngleminded as ever toward his illusve god. Nevertheess, | was struck by the
placidity with which he had taken up his gint by the window. Gone were the fitful checking and
rechecking, the rushing from book to book, the feverish scratching of pen on reams and reams of paper.
In fact, his tablets and ledgers were dill spread out dl over his desk and the little table he shared with
Erie apparently he had dropped what he was doing and didn't even care enough about his lifetime of
records and notes to file them away. It was such arefreshing Sght to see him camly stting a the window
that | couldn't hep but breathe a dgh of rdief mysdf, as if the weight of the world had been lifted from



my own shoulders, as wdl as Howie's.

Jug before | left im the sun came out, illuminging the flowers and bathing the lawn in gold. Howie
amiled. "I never noticed how beautiful thet is™ he said.

Thinking that hell would freeze over before he spotted a bluebird in upper Manhattan | didn't bother
to change his ssemiannud interview, scheduled for September, to an earlier date. But it was only a few
days later, on a warm, drizzly morning that the wards were filled with the rare and ddightful sound of a
happy voice crying, "Bluebird! Bluebird!" Howie was running down the corridors (I didnt witness this
persondly, but Betty told me about it later), burding into the exercise room and the quiet room,
interrupting card games and meditation, findly grabbing a amiling prot by the hand and tugging him back
to the lounge, shouting, "Bluebird! Bluebird!" By this time, of course, dl the patients-and gaff, too-were
rushing to see the bluebird for themsdves, and the windows were full of faces peering out at the wet
lawn, shouting "Bluebird!" as they spotted it, until everyone was shouting "Bluebird! Bluebird! Bluebird!”
Ernie and Russdl and even the Duchess were caught up in the excitement. Betty said she could dmost
hear movie musc playing. Only Bess seemed unmoved by the event, recdling dl the dead and injured
birds she had encountered in her joyless lifetime.

Eventudly the bluebird flew away and everything settled back to norma, or dmogt so. Or was there
asubtle change? A gossamer thread of something-hope, maybe?had been left by the bird, and someone
rushed out to retrieve it. It was so fine that, after it had dried out, no one could actudly see it, except for
prot, perhaps. It remainsin Ward Two today, passed invishly from patient to patient as a sort of talisman
to dleviate depression and replace it with hope and good cheer. And, amazingly, it often works.

Session Six

MY next sesson with prot took place the falowing afternoon. Smiling profusely when he came into
my examining room, he handed me what he cdled a "cdendar.” It was in the form of a scroll, and so
complicated thet | could make little sense of it. But | thanked him and motioned to the basket of fruit on
the sde table by his chair.

| waited to seeif he would bring up the subject of Howie and the bluebird, but he never mentioned it.

When | findly asked him abouit it he bit into a cantaloupe and shrugged. "It had been there dl the time,
but nobody had looked for it." | didn't mention the larger issue of his assigning "tasks' to the patients. As
long as the results were positive, | decided to dlow it for the time being.

After he had finished the last kiwi, fuzz and all, | turned on the tape recorder. "1'd like to follow up on
something you told me erlier.”

"I believe you said there is no government on K-PA X, and no one works. Is thet right?!

"Quait roit, guvnuh."

"I mugt be dense. | dill don't understand how things get done. Who builds the libraries and makes dl
the equipment for them and inddls it and runs it? Who makes dl the holographic software, if that's the
proper terminology? Who makes your edting utensls and your clothes? Who plants the grans? What
about dl the other things that you surely need and use on K-PAX?"

prot smacked his forehead with the pdm of his hand and muttered, "Mamamia” Then, "All right. Let
me see if | can make it complicated enough for you to understand.” He leaned forward in his char and
fixed me with his penetrating black gaze, as he did whenever he wanted to make sure | was paying
atention. "In the firg place, we hardly ever wear any dothing on K-PAX. Except once each cycle-every
twenty-one of your years-when we have some cold weather. And nobody plants the grains. You leave
them done and they plant themselves. As for the libraries, if something needs to be done, someone does
it, capisci? This goes for everything you would call "goods and services. Now do you get it?'

"Surdy there are jobs no one wants to do. Hard labor, for example, or deaning public toilets. That's
only humen nature.”

"There are no humans on K-PAX."



| glared back a him. "Oh yes, | forgot."

"Besdes, thereis nothing that needs to be done that is redly unpleasant. Look. You defecate, don't
you?'
"Not as often as I'd like"

"Do you find it unpleasant?'

"Somewhat."

"Do you get someone to do it for you?"

"I would if I could.”

"But you don't, and you don't think twice about it. You just do it. And it does have its rewards,
right?'

The tape indicates that | chuckled here. "Okay. There are no undesirable jobs. But what about the
other sde of the coin? What about the specidty jobs that take a lot of training? Like medicine. Or law.
Who does those?"

"We have no laws, therefore no lawyers. As for the former, everyone practices medicing, so;, in
geneard, there is no need for doctors, ether. Of course there are some who are more interested in such
meatters than are others, and they are available whenever anybody needs them. For surgery, primarily-"

"Tdl me more about medicine on your planet.”

"I knew you'd get around to that sooner or laer." He settled back into his familiar pose. "As |
suggested a moment ago, there isnt much need for it on K-PAX. Since we eat only plants, we have
amaog no circulatory problems. And since ther€'s no pallution of our ar or our food, and no tobacco,
there isn't much cancer, ether. Theré's little stress, ergo no Gl problems. Also there are few serious
accidents, no suicide, no crime-voilal Not much need for doctors! But of course there are occasond
outbreaks of disease. Mogt of these run their course without permanent damage, but there are a few
nagty aflictions For these we again have the plants. There is an herb or two for every alment. You just
have to look it up in the library.”

"You have an herb for everything?'

"S0 do you. For ads, for dl the different kinds of cancer, for Parkinson's and dzheimer's, for
blocked arteries. Herbs for sdlective anesthesia. They're dl there, in your tropica forests. All you have to
doislook for them."

"Sdective anesthesa?'

"If you want to do abdomina surgery, there is something to anesthetize that part of the body. You
can watch someone take out your appendix. Or do it yoursdf, if you wish. And so on. Y our chinese have
the right ideawith their acupuncture.”

"Are there hospitals?'

"More like smdl dinics One for each village™

"What about psychiatry? | suppose you're going to tel me there's no need for it on K-PAX."

"Why should there be? We don't have rdigious or sexud or financid problems to tear us gpart.”

"All right. But aren't there those who become mentaly ill for organic reasons? What do you do with
them?'

"Agan, these are rare on our PLANET. But such beings are usudly not dangerous and are not
locked up for the convenience of others. On the contrary, they are wel taken care of by everyone dse”

"You mean your mentd patients aren't treated with any drugs-herbs-to make them wdl?'

"Mentd illnessis often in the eye of the beholder. Too often on this PLANET it refers to those who
think and act differently from the mgority."

"But surely there are those who are obvioudy unable to cope with redlity...."

"Redlity iswhat you make it."

"So no K-PAXians are ever treated for menta problems?”

"Only if they are unhappy, or request it themsdves”

"And how do you know whether they are happy or not?'

"If you don't know that, dr. b, you can't be much of a psychiaris.”

"All right. You said there are no countries and no governments on K-PAX. | deduce from this that



there are no armies or military wegpons anywhere on your world-is that right?"

"Heaven forbid."

"Tdl me-what happensif K-PAX is attacked by inhabitants of another planet?’

"A contradiction in terms. Any beings who would destroy another WORLD dways destroy
themsalves firg."

"Then what about your internd affairs? Who keeps order?!

"K-PAX isdready orderly."

"But you dso said there are no laws on your planet. Correct?”

"Kee-reck."

"Without laws, how does one know what isright and what is wrong?'

"The same way humaen beings do. Your children dont sudy law, do they? When they make
mistakes, these are pointed out to them.”

"Who decides what a “mistake' is?"

"Everyone knows."

"How? Who created the origind behavior codes?”

"No one. They just became obvious over a period of time"

"Would you say there is some mord basis for these codes?'

"Depends on your definition of “moral.’ | presume you are thinking about rdigion.”

"y es"

"As| sad before, we have no rdigions on K-PAX, thank god.”

"God?

"That was a joke." prot entered something into his notebook. "Have you no sense of humor on this
PLANET?

"Then you don't believe in God?"

"Theidea was kicked around for afew hundred cycles, but it was soon rejected.”

"Why?'

"Why kid ourselves?'

"Butif it gives comfort..."

"A fdse hope gives only fdse comfort.”

"Do dl K-PAXians share thisview?'

"l imagine. It's not something that's discussed very much.”

"How often do you discuss dragons and unicorns?'

"What sorts of things are discussed on your planet?’

"Informetion. Idess.”

"What sorts of ideas?"

"Can one travel forward in time? Is there a fourth spatid dimenson? Are there other UNIVERSES?
Swff like thet."

"One more thing before we move on to something else. What happens-| know this is rare-but what
happens when someone breaks one of your behavior codes? Refuses to conform?”

"Nothing."

"Nothing?'

"We reason with him or her.”

"That'sdl?

"Yes"

"What if he kills someone?’

Somewhat agitated: "Why would any being do athing like that?"

"But what if someone did?'

"We would try to avoid him or her."

"But is there no compassion for the person he has killed? Or for his next vicim?'

prot was daing a me, disgustedly it appeared, or perhaps in dishdief. ™Y ou're making a mountain



out of amoalehill. Beings don't kill other beings on K-PAX. Crime is less popular than sex, even. There's
amply no need for it."

| had a hunch | was on to something here. "But if someone did commit a crime, shouldnt such a
person-uh, being-be locked up for the good of everyone ese?*

prot was cearly becoming irate. "Let me tdl you something, doc," he dmos snarled. "Most humans
subscribe to the policy of “an eye for an eye, alife for alife' Many of your rdigions are famous for this
formula, which is wel known throughout the UNIVERSE for its stupidity. Your christ and your buddha
hed a different vison, but nobody paid any attention to them, not even the christians and buddhists. On
K-PAX thereisno crime, you dig? And if there were, there would be no punishment. Apparently thisis
impossble for EARTH beings to understand, but it's the secret of life, bdieve me" By now prot's eyes
were bugging and his breathing was hard. | sensed it was time to end the day's session, if somewhat
prematurely.

"I admit you have a point there. And by the way, I'm &fraid I'm going to have to cut our sesson a
litle short today. | hope you don't mind. | have an important meeting which couldn't be rescheduled.
Would it be dl right with you if we continue with this next week?"

Camer now, but not much: "Perfectly.” Without another word he got up and stalked ouit.

| sat in my examining room for a few minutes after he had gone, thinking. Until that moment | had
seen no evidence of anger, and rardly even a frown, in this patient. Now it appeared that just below the
surface lay a seething cauldron, a volcano that could erupt a any time Had it erupted in the past?
Hysgericd amnesia sometimes results from a vidlent and irreversble act. Had prot, in fact, killed
someone, possibly on August 17, 19857 As a precaution, should | have him transferred to Ward Four?

| decided againg the latter move, which might have driven him deeper into his ssemingly impenetrable
shdll. Besides, dl this was pure speculation at this point. And even if correct, he was unlikdy to become
vident unless we made subgtantia progress toward unraveing his past actions, the precipitants of his
amnesia, a development | welcomed. Nevertheess, | would notify the saff and security office of the
potentid problem, have hm watched more dosdy, and conduct subsequent interviews with greater
caution. | decided aso to natify the police department about a possible vidlent dtercation some five years
earlier, hoping it would help them to track him down, something our previous clues hed failed to do.

But August seventeenth was fagt gpproaching. | was frustrated and tired. Perhaps, | thought, | was
getting too old for dinicd work. Maybe | wasn't good enough any more. Maybe | never was.

| never wanted to be a psychiatrist. | wanted to be a snger.

As a pre-med student in college my only red interest was the annud "Follies Brassere," atdent show
for sudents and faculty, in which | shamdesdy belted out Broadway tunes and opera arias, to loud and
addictive gpplause. By the time | graduated, however, | was aready married and it made no sense to
pursue such afrivolous dream. | was no Don Quixote.

Thus it wasn't until | got into medica school itsdf that | began to have serious doubts about my
choice of professon. But just as | was about to confess to my new wife that | might rather try something
else, Mother was diagnosed with liver cancer. Although the doctors decided to operate, it turned out to
be far too late.

Mother was a courageous woman, though, and she put up a good front urtil the end. As she was
being wheded into surgery she taked about dl the places she wanted to vigt and dl the things she
wanted to take up: watercolors, French, the piano. But she must have known the truth. Her last words to
me were, "Be a good doctor, son." She passed away on the operating table, never to see her firg
grandchild, who was born three months | ater.

There was only one other moment when | dmost decided to chuck the whole thing. It was the
afternoon | saw my firg cadaver.

He was a forty-six-year-old white mae, overweight, bading and unshaven. As we started to work
on him his eyes popped open, and they seemed to be gppeding to me for help. It wasn't that it made me
fed fant or nauseated-1 had been on too many hospitd rounds as a boy-it was that the body looked
exactly like my father the night he died. | had to leave.



When | told Karen what had happened, that | couldn't cut into someone that looked like my own
father, she said, "Dont be dlly." So | went back and opened tha man's ams and legs and chest and
abdomen, dl the time hearing my father, who considered himsdf something of a comedian, whispering in
my ear, "Ouch, that hurts" But | was more certain than ever that | didnt want to be an internig or
surgeon. Instead, | followed the example set by my friend Bill Segel, and went into psychiatry. Not only
because it seemed less sanguinary, but dso because it appeared to be a great chdlenge-so very little
seemed to be known about the subject. Unfortunatdly, that sad State of afarsis as true today as it was
nearly thirty years ago.

THE afternoon that prot stalked out of my examining room | got a cal from a fredance reporter who
was planning to do a story on mentd illness for a nationd magazine. She wanted to know whether she
might be able to "sat up shop" a MPI for a few weeks to gather background materid and "pick our
brans” as she put it. That's a phrase I've never liked much, dong with "eat your heart out” and "chew
someone out” - | think of vultures. However, it was hardly a basis for rgecting her proposal, and | gave
her tentative gpprova to do the article, hoping that the notoriety might get us some additiond dollars. |
transferred her cal to Mrs. Trexler to arrange for an gppointment at a time convenient for both of us. |
laughed right into the phone when she said that "now™ was convenient for her.

A new patient of Dr. Goldfarb's arrived over the weekend. I'll cal him "Chuck” because, dthough
thet is not his name, that is what he wanted to be caled. Chuck was a sixty-three-year-old New Y ork
City doorman-or doorperson, as Abby would have it-and a chronic cynic, hopeless pessmigt, and
classc curmudgeon. He was brought in because he was beginning to inform everyone who walked into
hisbuilding that he or she "stunk." Everyone within fifty miles of him "stunk." Indeed, hisfirg words, when
he entered the hospital, were, "This place ginks" Bad as an eightbal and somewhat cross-eyed, he
might have made an amaost comic figure had not his presence in Ward Two brought terror to the heart of
Maria-he reminded her of her father.

Maria had been a MPI for three years and, indl that time, Russdl was the only mae who could get
near her. At fird she had numerous Sunday visitors, as befit her large family, induding cousins of dl ages.
But the vidtations soon dwindled to her mother and the odd aunt or uncle every month or two for the
smple reason that when they came to see Maria they often found someone else-Maria suffered from
multiple persondlity disorder.

MPD begins to manife itsdf in early childhood, as an atempt to ded with a terrible physcd or
mentd trauma from which there appears to be no escape. Maria wasn't beaten, Natdie was, Maria
wasn't molested, it was Julig Maria can't bear these attacks but Debra is strong. Many of the victims
harbor scores of diginct persondities, depending on the number and severity of the abuses, but the
average is about a dozen, each of whom is able to "take over" under certain circumstances. For reasons
that are unclear, indances of agngle dter ego are rdaively rare.

Persondity differences among the various dters are often astonishing. Some are much smarter then
others, express widdy discrepant taents, score uniquey on psychologicd tests, and even produce
disparate EEG patternsl They might dso visudize themsdves as being very dissmilar in appearance, or
even of a different sex, from that of the other identities. Whether these are true individuds is questionable,
but, until integration occurs, many of the dters, induding the "primary” persondity, are totaly unaware of
whet the others are doing when in control of the body.

Maria was known to harbor more than a hundred separate and diginct persondities, most of whom
rady made an appearance. Otherwise her case is typicd for this disorder. She had been raped
innumerable times by her father, darting when she was bardy three years old. Her devoutly rdigious
mother, who cleaned a dozen large offices a night, never knew about these violaions, and her older
brothers had been threatened into slence until they were old enough to demand some of the "action” for
themsdves. Under such circumstances life can become quite unbearable and the desire for escape
ovewhdming.

A pretty girl with long black har that shines like the stars, Maria came to us after she, as Carmen,



hed nearly scratched a boy's eyes out when he tried to make advances. Until that incident she was
thought of as "quie” and "disant.” No one has touched her since, with the possible exception of Rus=l,
who, of course, refers to her as "Mother.”

But Maria hersdf is sedom in evidence. Mogt of the time one of the others isin charge, one of her
"defenders’ or "protectors.” Sometimes, when one of her "persecutors' takes control, we see another
facet of Maria, a darker sde. One of these, who cdls hersdf Carlotta, has tried to kill Maria, and
therefore hersdf and dl the others, on at least two occasions. It isthis congtant struggle for control among
the various identities, often accompanied by anxiety, insomnia, and ceasdless headaches, that makes for
the angular horror of the multiple persondity sufferer.

Chuck thought dl of Marids dters stunk. Also Russdl, Mrs. Archer, Ernie and Howie, and even
harmlesslittle Bess. The entire g&ff, induding mysdlf, stunk to high heaven. To his credit he admitted that
he, himsdf, smdled worse than dl the rest of us put together-"like a gutwagon,” as he put it. The only
person in the entire hospita who did not tink, in his opinion, was prot.

Sesson Seven

BECAUSE of what had happened at the end of our previous encounter | asked Mr. Jensen and Mr.
Kowaski to stand by during sesson seven. However, prot seemed in unusudly good spirits as he
chomped on a pinegpple. "How was your meeting?' he said with his familiar grin.

It took me a moment to figure out what this meant, but | findly remembered the "important megting” |
hed dismissed him with at the end of sesson six. | told him it had gone well. He seemed pleased to hear
this Or was it a anirk? In any case the clock was moving and | turned on the tape recorder. | dso
switched on my backup machine, thisone to play back a Schubert song | had recorded earlier. When it
was finished, | asked him to sing it back to me. He couldn't even hum the firg phrase. Obvioudy musc
wasn't one of his taents. Nor was sculpture. | asked him to create a human head with a piece of dlay -
the result looked more like Mr. Peanut. He couldn't even draw a house or a tree. Everything came out
looking like the work of a third-grader.

All of this, however, took up hdf our sesson. "Okay," | said, somewhat disgppointedly, "lagt time we
talked about medicine on K-PAX, or the lack of it. Tdl me about your science in generd.”

"What would you like to know?"

"Who doesit and how isit is done? Are there, in fact, any scientists?’

"We are dl scientists on K-PAX."

"I knew you were going to say that."

"Mogt human beings I've met have a rather negative opinion of science. They think it is dull and
abstruse, possbly even dangerous. But everyone, even on EARTH, is a scientis, redly, whether he
redizes it or not. Anyone who has ever watched and wondered how a bird flies or a leef unfurls or
concluded anything on the basis of his own observations, isa scientist. Scienceis a part of life"

"Wdl, are there any formd laboratories on K-PAX?'

"They are part of the libraries. Of course the whole UNIVERSE is a laboratory. Anyone can
observe

"What sorts of scientific observations do K-PAXians usudly carry out?'

"Every species now living on our PLANET, or that ever lived there, or on severa other PLANETS,
is catalogued and thoroughly described. The same for the rocks, geologica formetions, for the STARS
and other ASTRONOMICAL OBJECTS. Every medicind herb and what it can do is indexed. All this
from millions and millions of years of observing and recording.”

"And what goes on in the laboratories?

"Oh, identifying the odd new compound that might turn up in a nove plant variant, for example.”

"You mean its chemigry?'

"y es"

"l assume your chemids can produce dl these naturd products syntheticaly. Why do you ill get



them from plants?’

"No one ever “synthesizes anything on K-PAX."

"What's the point?

"Wdl... you might find a useful new drug, for example. Or a better floor wax."

"We have a herbd preparation for every known disease. And we don't have floors to wax. Why
should we make red grass or blue trees?"

"You're saying that everything is dready known."

"Not everything. That's why I'm here.”

"Adde from the occasiond intergelar trip, though, it sounds pretty dull living on your planet.”

He snapped back with: "Isit any duller than on EARTH? Whose inhabitants spend most of their lives
trying to get laid, watching Stcoms on teevision, and grunting for money?"

| noted down this sudden outburst and remarked, casudly: "I mean it seems pretty dull with nothing
much left to discover.”

"Gene, gene, gene” It sounded like a bdl talling. "No single individud knows very much. No matter
how much one learns, there is dways more to know."

"But someone dready knowsiit."

"Have you ever ligened to a mozart symphony?'

"Once or twice"

“Isit dull the second time, or the third, or the twentieth?"

"No, if anything..."

"Bxadtly."

"What about physics?'

"What about it?"

"Aredl the laws of physics known?!

"Have you ever heard of heisenberg?’

"Yes, I've heard of him."

"He was wrong."

"With that in mind, what can you tel us about the fundamenta laws of the universe? Light travel, for
example" His cusomary smile became even broader than usud.

"Nathing."

"Nothing?'

"Nothing."

"I I told you, you'd blow yoursalves up. Or worse, someone ="

"Perhaps you could tdl me one thing, at least. What do you use for power on K-PAX?"

"That | can tdl you because you have it dready, or soon will. We use type one and type two solar
energies. Except for traveling, and certain other processes, when we use that of light. You'd be surprised
how much energy there isin a beam of light."

"What are type one and type two solar energies?'

"Type oneisthe energy of the dars. nuclear fuson. The other isthe type of radiaion that warms your
planet.”

"lant there enough of the fuson type? Why do you need the other?"

"Spoken like a true homo sgpiens.”

"Meaning?'

"You humans just can't seem to learn from your mistakes. You findly discover that burning al that
cod and ail and wood destroys your ar and your climate. Then what do you do but go hell-bent after
solar, wind, geothermd, and tidd energy without any thought whatsoever about the consequences.
People!” He sghed and wagged his head.

"You haven't answered my question.”

"lent it obvious? The use of one produces heet; the other consumes it. The net effect is that we



neither warm nor cool our planet. And there is no waste or pollution.”

"Have you dways been able to tap these energy sources?’

"Of course not. Only for the last few hillion years."

"What about before thet?'

"W, we fooled around with magnetic fidds for a while, and bacteria decay and the like. But we
soon redlized that no matter what we tried, there was some effect or other on our air, or our temperature,
or our dimate. Gravitation energy is even worse. So we made do with our muscles until someone figured
out how to fuse atoms safdly.”

"Who figured that out?'

"You mean his name?’

"Yes"

"I have no idea. We don't worship heroes on K-PAX."

"What about nuclear fisson?'

"Impossible. Our beings rejected it immediatey.”

"Why? Because of the danger, of an accident?"

"That isa amdl matter compared to the waste that's produced.”

"You never found anything to contain it?'

"Where would we find something that lasts forever?'

"Let'sturn to astronomy. Or better yet, cosmology.”

"One of my favorite subjects.”

"Tdl me What is the fate of the universs?'

"Fae?'

"Isit going to collapse back on itsdf, or will it go on expanding forever?"

"Youll love this both."

"Both?'

"It will collapse, then expand again, then repeat and repeat and repeat.”

"I don't know whether to take any comfort in that or not.”

"Before you decide-there's more.”

"More?

He guffawed, the firg time | had ever heard him laugh. "When the UNIVERSE expands again,
evarything will be asit was before!”

"You mean-"

"Exactly. Whatever mistakes you made thistime around you will live through again on the next pass,
over and over and over, forever and ever, amen!" His demeanor had suddenly changed. For a second |
thought he was going to break into tears. But he quickly became himsdf again, smiling and confident.

"How do you know that? It's not possible to know that, isit?"

"It's not possible to test that hypothess, no.”

"Then how can you be sure your hypothesisisright? Or any of your other theories?"

“I'm here, ant 17"

An idea suddenly occurred to me. "I'm glad you brought that up. Ther€'s one thing you could do for
methat would erase any doubts | might have about your story. Do you know what I'm suggesting?'

"I was wondering when that would occur to you." He scribbled something in his notebook.

"When could you give me a little demonstration?”

"How about right now?"

"That would be quite acceptable.”

"Shdom," he said. "Aloha" But of course he jugt sat there grinning a me like a Cheshire cat.

"Wdl?'

"Wdl what?'

"When are you going?'

"I'm dready back."

I'd been taken in by the old "fastest gun in the West" routine. "I was hoping you would stay away



long enough that | might notice your absence.”

"You will next week when | leave for canada, iceland, and greenland.”

"Next week? | see. And how long will you be gone?’

"A few days" While | was jotting down the suggestion that we increase the surveillance on him, he
exclamed, "Wdl, | see our timeis up, and gunnar and roman are waiting!"

| was ill writing, but | vegudly recaled that the clock was positioned in such away that prot couldn't
possbly have seen it. And who told him that Jensen and Kowaski were ganding by? | mumbled,
"Shouldn't | decide that?' But when | looked up he was aready gone.

| rewound the lagt part of the tape and switched it on. His assertion, in a thick, choked voice, that he
was going to have to repeat his mistakes over and over for dl time suddenly seemed very moving, and |
wondered again: What in God's name had he done? Unless | could find some way to break through his
amnesaarmor it was going to be very difficult to find out. In the absence of some clue to his background
| was literdly working in the dark. Given enough time | might have been able to come up with such a
lead, and | dearly wished | could increase the number of sessions to twice a week or even more, but |
amply had no extratime. There just wasn't enough time.

A couple of days later, after returning from my Friday morning radio talk show where | answer
generd questions about mental hedth caled in by the ligening audience, | discovered that prot had
assgned a second task to Howie. The assgnment: to cure Ernie of his fear of death.

| could see what he was getting at with his "program” for Howie, and perhaps |, as his g&ff doctor,
should have thought of it mysdf. By encouraging him to focus on a single project, his attention was drawn
away from the awesome multiplicity of lifé's posshilities. | dill had mixed fedings about prot's assgning
"tasks' to hisfdlow patients, but as long as no harm came from these endeavors, | continued to dlow it.

Howie approached the problem in atypicdly methodical manner. After scrutinizing his roommete for
hours on end, to the point that Ernie findly ran screaming from the room, he asked me for texts on human
anaiomy and physiology, specificaly on the subject of respiration. | assumed he was going to try to prove
to him how unusud it is for someone to choke to death, or perhaps construct some sort of breathing
apparatus for Ernie's use in case the worst happened. | could see no reason to refuse him on this and |
dlowed him access to the fourth-floor library. In retrospect | should have redized that these solutions
would have been too amplidtic for someone as brilliant as Howie. Perhaps my judgment was clouded by
the unconscious hope that he might somehow succeed where | had failed, and that both might find a little
peace at long last.

Ernie, in the meantime, was doing much the same thing for some of the other patients; that is, he was
beginning to take an interest in their problems as wel as hisown. For example, he was reading poetry to
blind old Mrs. Wesathers, who cocked her snowy head with every word like a rapt chicken. He had
aways spent quite a bit of time with Russdll, seeking solace primarily, but now he was chatting with the
latter about a variety of secular matters-suggesting he get some exercise, for example.

He was spending a lat of time with prot also, as were most of his fdlow patients, asking hm about
K-PAX and other supposedly inhabited regions of the gdaxy. These talks seemed to raise ther oirits
enormoudy, or so | was informed by severd of the nurses. | findly asked Ernie point-blank what it was
about his discussions with prot that seemed to cheer him up so dramaticdly. His eyebrows lifted a mile
high behind his surgica mask and he told me exactly what Whacky had said earlier, "I'm hoping hell take
me with him when he goes back!" | redized then what was drawing the others to our "dien” vigtor: the
promise of salvation. Not jugt in the hereafter, but in this life, and in the rddively near future. | made a
note to talk to prot about this as soon as possible. It was one thing to make a Sck person fed better. It
was quite another to prop him up temporarily with fase hopes, as he himsdf had asserted. But for the
next few days | was unable to ask him anything. He had disappeared!

A search of the building and grounds was initisted immediatdly upon learning that prot had not shown
up for lunch on Sunday, but no trace of him was found. No one had seen him leave the hospitd, and
none of the security tapes showed him passing through any locked doors or gates.

His room provided no dlue as to where he might have gone. As aways the bed was made and his



desk and dresser were uncluttered. There wasn't even a scrap of paper in his wastebasket.

None of the patients would admit to having any knowledge of prot's whereabouts, yet none was
particularly surprised that he was gone. When | asked Chuck about it he replied, "Don't worry-hell be
back."

"How do you know that?"

"Because he took his dark glasses with him."

"What has that got to do with it?'

"When he returns to K-PAX he won't need them.."

Some days later a maintenance worker reported that some of the itemsin the storage tunnd had been
shifted around. Whether prot had been hiding there, however, was never determined.

FOR his firg twenty-seven years Russll never saw another human being except for his mother and
father. His schooling conssted excdlusvely of Bible reading, four hours every morning and evening. There
was no radio, and no one ever came up the long driveway because of the mud and the Doberman
pinschers. In the afternoons he was expected to work in the garden or help with the chores. This isolated
exisience continued until a determined census worker, who aso bred Dobermans, sumbled upon him
accidentaly while his father was at the hardware store and his mother in the back yard hanging out the
wash. After he chased the astonished woman down the driveway shouting, "May Magdelene, | forgive
you!" she reported the matter to the authorities.

Psychotherapy was completely ineffective in Russdll's case, and Metrazole shock therapy bardly less
0. Nevertheless, he was returned to his parents. The young ddusond soon escaped from the fam,
however, only to be arrested as a "public nuisance." After that he wasin and out of jals and hospitals for
severd years until he was findly brought to MPI, where he has remained to this day.

Nether Howie, who is Jewish, nor Mrs. Archer ("I'm Episcopdian,” she would iff) have ever had
much use for Russdl. But with his retinue shrinking rapidly-only Maria, and afew of her dters, seemed to
be paying any attention to him-he began to preach the gospe to Howie and to the Duchess, who had
begun to emerge from her room on occasion to speak with prot.

Howie smply ignored him, but it was different for Mrs. Archer. It would be a bad joke to State that
he was driving her crazy, but that was the net effect. Converang with Russdll requires a certain amount of
forbearance under the best of circumstances. He tends to preach right into your face, rleasing prodigious
amounts of spittle with dmogt every word. And when she was able to escape his fervent hectoring she
found hersdlf being assaulted by Chuck's observations, expressed in no uncertain terms, that she stunk.

Mrs. Archer, who used nearly apint of expensive perfumes weekly, was both mortified and irate. "I
mogt certainly do not sink!" she screeched, impatiently lighting a cigarette.

"Those goddamn things reek,” Chuck would badger. She was findly reduced to tears. "Please” she
implored, when | happened by. "Let him come back.”

"He wouldn't take a stinker like you with him. He's going to take mel" Chuck proclaimed.

But RusHl warned, "For there shdl arise fdse Chrigts, and fase prophets, and they shdl show greet
sgns and wonders; insomuch that, if it were possible, they shdl deceive the very dect!”

"You gtink, too!l" Chuck reminded him.

DURING a quick lunch in the doctors dining room Dr. Goldfarb told me more about Chuck. He had
been a middle-level government employee at one time, she said, but blew the whidle on the waste and
corruption in his divison at the Pentagon. For his efforts he was fired and, for dl practical purposes,
blackballed, both from government and corporate employment. That alone might be cause enough for
disllusonment, but the straw that broke his back was his wifés divorcing him after thirty-five years of
marriage. "'l couldn't have been happier,” he muttered to Goldfarb. "I had to kiss that maodorous maw
evey day. P.U.! Stinkerooniel" But the truth was that he loved his wife passonately and it was more
than he could bear. Indeed, he had tried to commit suicide shortly after she left him by blowing his brains
out with a shotgun. It must seem incredible to the reader to learn that he missed, but the fact is that many



attempted suicides end in "falure’ for the Smple reason that they are actudly desperate attempts to draw
dtention to the sufferer's terrible, and often slent, unhappiness. Most victims don't actudly want to die;
they want to communicate.

Of course, not dl those who fed rootless or vaudess resort to this futle measure. A
manic-depressive once assured me that he would never try to kill hmsdlf. | asked him how he could be
S0 sure. "Because," hetold me, "l ill haven't read Moby Dick."

As good a reason for living as any, | suppose, and perhaps it explains why so few people have ever
finished that book.

IN the midgt of dl the furor surrounding prot's disappearance, the reporter who had cdled me the
previous week arived, hdf an hour early, for her gppointment. She was older than she appeared,
thirty-three, she said, though she looked more like sixteen. She wore faded jeans, an old checked shirt,
and running shoes with no socks. My firg impresson was that fredance writing must be a poorly pad
profession, but | eventudly came to redlize that she dressed thisway for effect-to induce people to fed a
ease. To that end she dso wore little makeup, and only a hint of perfume that somehow brought to mind
our summer place in the Adirondacks. "Fine woods," | would have caled it. She was short, about
five-two, and her teeth were tiny, like alittle girl's. Disarmingly, she curled up into the chair | offered. She
asked meto cdl her Gisdle.

She came from a little town in northern Ohio. After graduating with a degree in journdism from the
locd college she came directly to New Y ork, where she got a job on the now-defunct Weekly Gazette.
She stayed there nearly eght years before writing an article on drugs and AIDS in Harlem, which won
her the Cassady prize. | asked her about the dangers she mugt have faced researching that story. A friend
had accompanied her, she explained, an ex-footbal player whom everyone in the area knew. "He was
huge" she added with a coy smile

She later quit the Gazette to research and write pieces on a variety of subjects-abortion, ail soills,
and homdessnessfor various periodicas, induding severd mgor newspapers and natiiond magazines.
She had aso written scripts for anumber of TV documentaries. She had gotten the idea to do something
on mentd illness after trying to find background meateria on Alzhemer's disease and faling to find a good
generdized account of the subject "in layperson's language”" Her credentids were certainly impressve,
and | gave her the go-ahead to "cruise the corridors,” as she put it, provided that she was accompanied
by a gaff member at dl times, and that she enter the psycho-pathic ward for no more than three
one-hour vists and only in the presence of a security officer. She chearfully agreed to abide by these
conditions. Nevertheless | asked Betty to keep an eye on her.

Sesson Eight

| wasin avery bad mood when Wednesday afternoon came around, having spent the entire morning
waiting to tedify in a prdiminary hearing, only to have the case resolved out of court. | was glad it was
settled, but annoyed that half a day had been wasted, and | had missed lunch as well. Underlying dl this,
of course, was my concern about prot's whereabouts.

But he returned exactly intime for our next sesson. Still wearing his blue corduroys, he sauntered in
asif nothing had happened. | shouted at him: "Where the hdl have you been?’

"Newfoundland. Labrador. Greenland. lcdand.”

"How did you get out of the hospitd?"

"l just left."”

"Without anyone seeing you?"'

"That'sright.”

"How did you do that?'

"I told you-"

"With mirrors. Yes, | know." | dso knew there was no sense in arguing the matter, and the tape at



this point in the session is slent except for the distinct sound of my fingers tapping the am of my chair. |
findly said, "Next time tdl me when you're going to leave.”

"I did," he replied.

"And another thing: | don't think you should be tdling the other patients you're going to take them
back with you."

"I never said thet to any of the patients.”

"You didn't?"

"No. Infact | told them | can only take one person back with me"

"I don't think you should be making promises you can't keep."

"I' have promised nothing." He hit into a huge strawberry from a bowlful brought in from her garden in
Hoboken by Mrs. Trexler.

| was famished. My mouth was watering. Thistime | joined him. Chewing hungrily, we glared at each
other for severa minutes like prizefighters 9zing up an opponent. "Tdl me" | said. "If you can leave here
any time you want, why do you stay?"

He swalowed amouthful of berries, took a deep breath. "Wdl, it's as good a place as any to write
my report, you feed me every day, and the fruit is wonderful. Besides," he added impidhly, "I like you."

"Wdl enough to stay put for awhile?'

"Until august seventeenth.”

"Good. Now let's get started, shdl we?!

"Certainly.”
"All right. Can you draw a star map showing the night sky from anywhere in the gdaxy? From Sirius,
7"

"No."

"I have never been there"

"But you can do so for dl the places you've been?'

"Naturdly."

"Will you do afew of those for me before the next sesson?!

"No problem.”

"Good. Now-where have you redly been the past few days?'

"I told you: newfoundland, |abrador-"

"Uh-huh. And how are you feding after your long journey?'

"Vey wdl, thank you. And how have you been, nar?'

"Nar"

"Geng on K-PAX, is nary'." It rhymed with "hair."

"I see. Isthat from the French, meaning "to confess?"

"No, it isfrom the pax-0, meaning “one who doubts.™

"Oh. And what would “prot' be in English-one who is cocksure?*

"Nope. "prot' is derived from an ancient K-PA Xian word for “sojourner.’ Bdieveit or not by ripley.”

"If | asked you to trandate something from English to pax-o for me, something like Hamlet, for
example, could you do it?'

"Of course. When would you like to have it?"

"Whenever you can get to it.”

"Next week okay?'

"Hne. Now then. Welve talked quite a bit about the sciences on K-PAX. Tdl me about the arts on
your planet.”

"You mean painting and musc? Suff like that?"

"Panting, music, sculpture, dance, literature ..."

The usud amile broke out, and the fingers came together. "It is Smilar in some ways to the arts on
EARTH. But remember tha we have had severd hillion years longer to develop them than you have.
Our mugicis not based on anything as primitive as notes, nor any of our arts on subjective vison.”



"Not based on notes? How else-"

"It is continuous."

"Can you give me an example?' With that he tore a sheet of paper from hislittle notebook and began
to draw something on it.

While he did so | asked him why, with dl his taents and capabilities, he needed to keep a written
record of his observations. "Iant it obvious?' he replied. "What if something happens to me before | get
back to K-PAX?' He then showed me the fallowing:

(GRAPHIC)

"Thisis one of my favorites. | learned it as a boy." As | tried to make sense out of the score, or
whatever it was, he added, "Y ou can see why I'm rather partid to your john cage.”

"Can you hum afew bars of thisthing?'

"You know | can't ang. Besides, it doesn't break down into “tunes™

"May | keep this?'

"Condder it a souvenir of my vigt."

"Thank you. Now. You sad that your arts are not based on "subjective vison. What does that
mean?'

"It means. we don't have what you cdl “fiction."

"Why not?'

"What's the point?'

"W, through fiction, one often gains an understanding of truth.”

"Why beat around the bush? Why not go right for the truth in the firgt place?’

"Truth means different things to different people.”

"Truth is truth. What you are talking about is makebelieve. Dream worlds. Tdl me'-he bent over the
notebook-"why do human beings have the peculiar impresson that abdlief is the same as the truth?!

"Because sometimes the truth hurts. Sometimes we need to believe in a better truth.”

"What better truth can there be than truth?

"There may be more than one kind of truth."

prot continued to scribble in his notebook. "There is only one truth. Truth is absolute. You can't
escape it, no matter how far you run." He said this rather widfully, it seemed to me.

"There's another factor, too," | countered. "Our beliefs are based on incomplete and conflicting
experiences. We need hdp to sort things out. Maybe you can help us”

He looked up in surprise. "How?'

"Tdl me more about your life on K-PAX."

"What ese would you like to know?"

"Tdl me about your friends and acquai ntances there.”

"All K-PAXians are my friends. Except thereisno word for “friend' in pax-o. Or “enemy."

"Tdl me about some of them. Whoever comes to mind."

"W, thereis brot, and mano, and swon, and fled, and-"

"Whois brot?"

"Helivesin the woods RILLward of reldo. Mano is"

"Rddo?"

"A village near the purple mountains.”

"And brot lives there?'

"In the woods."

"Why?'

"Because orfs uudly livein the woods.”

"What's an orf?"

"Orfs are something between our species and trods. Trods are much like your chimpanzees, only

bigger.”



"You mean orfs are subhuman?'

"Ancther of your famous contradictions in terms. But if you mean is he a forebear, the answer is yes.
You see, we did not destroy our immediate progenitors as you did on EARTH."

"And you consder the orfs to be your friends?

"Of course.”

"What do you cdl your own species, by the way?'

"Dremers

"And how many progenitors are there between trods and dremers?'

"Seven."

"And they are dl dill in exigtence on K-PAX?"

"Maisoui!"

"Wha are they like?"

"They are beautiful.”

"Do you have to take care of them in some way?"

"Only dean up after them, sometimes. Otherwise they take care of themsdves, as dl beings do."

"Do they speak? Can you understand them?'

"Certainly. All beings "speak.’ You just have to know ther language.”

"Okay. Go on."

"Mano is quiet. She spends most of her time studying our insects. Swon is soft and green. Hed is™

"Green?'

"Of course. Swon is an em. Something like your tree frogs, only they are as big as dogs.”

"You cdl frogs by name?’

"How ese would you refer to them?!

"Are you tdling me you have names for dl the frogs on K-PAX?"

"Of course not. Only the ones | know."

"You know alot of lower animas?'

"They are not “lower.' Jugt different.”

"How do these species compare with those we have on Earth?"

"You have more variety, but, on the other hand, we have no carnivores. And," he beamed, "no flies,
NO mosguitoes, no cockroaches.”

"Sounds too good to be true”

"Oh, it'strue dl right, believe me"

"Let's get back to the people.”

"There are no "people on K-PAX."

"I meant the beings of your own species. The -- uh -- dremers.”

"Asyou wish."

"Tel me more about your friend mano.”

"l told you: Sheisfascinated by the behavior of the horns.”

"Tdl me more about her."

"She has soft brown hair and a smooth forehead and she likes to make things™

"Do you get dong wel with her?'

"Of course”

"Better than with other K-PAXians?"

"I get dong wel with everyone.”

"Arent there afew of your fdlow dremers that you get dong with-that you like-better than others?!

"I likedl of them."

"Name afew."

That was a mistake. He named thirty-odd K-PAXians before | stopped him with: "Do you get dong
wel with your father?"

"Redlly, gene, you've got to do something about that memory of yours. | can give you some tipsiif-"

"How about your mother?"



"Of course.”

"Would you say you love her?'

"Loveimplies hete"

"You didn't answer my question.”

"Love... like... it'sdl amaiter of semantics.”

"All right. Let me turn that around. Is there anyone you dont like? Is there anyone you actudly
didike?"

"Everyone on K-PAX isjus like me Why would | hate anyone? Should | hate mysdlf?’

"On Earth there are those who do hate themsdves. Those who havent lived up to ther own
sandards or expectations. Those who have faled to achieve ther gods. Those who have made
disastrous mistakes. Those who have caused harm to someone and regretted it later on...."

"I told you before-no one on K-PAX would cause harm to anyone ds2l”

"Not even unintentionally?'

"No!"

"Never?'

Ydling: "Are you deaf?'

"No. | hear you quite clearly. Please cdm down. I'm sorry if | upset you." He nodded brusquely.

| knew | was onto something here, but | wasn't certain as to the best way to proceed. While he was
composing himsdf we talked about some of the patients, induding Maria and her protective dter egos-he
seemed quite interested in her condition. Who knows where ingpiraion comes from? Or is it merdy a
momentary dearing in the fog of supidity? In any case | redized at that moment that | had been focusng,
perhaps for reasons of sdlf-interest, on his deluson. What | should have been attacking was the hysterica
amnesia

"prot?"

Hisfigs dowly unclenched. "Wha?'

"Something has occurred to me"

"Bully for you, doctor brewer."

"I was wondering whether you'd be willing to undergo hypnosis at our next sesson?”

"What for?'

"Let's cdl it an experiment. Sometimes hypnosis can cdl up recollections and fedings that are too
panful to recal otherwise"

"I remember everything | have ever done. Thereisno need.”

"Will you do it as a persona favor to me?' He eyed me suspicioudy. "Why do you hesitate-are you
arad to be hypnotized?'

It was a chegp trick, but it worked. "Of course not!"

"Next Wednesday dl right?'

"Next wednesday is the fourth of july. Do you work on your american holidays?'

"God, isit July aready? All right. Well test your susceptibility to the procedure next Tuesday, and
begin the week after that. Does that suit you?"

Suddenly cam: "Perfectly, my dear gr.”

"Y ou're not planning on leaving again, are you?"

"Il say it one more time: not until 3:31 A.M. on the seventeenth of Augud.”

And he returned to Ward Two, where he was welcomed back like the prodigal son.

THE next morming Gisdlle was waiting & my office door when | arrived at the hospitd. She was
wearing the same outfit as before, or perhaps one of its clones. She was dl tiny-tooth amiles. "Why didnt
you tdl me about prot?' she demanded.

| had stayed up until two o'clock to finish some editorid work, had come in ealy to prepare a
gpeech for a. Rotary Club luncheon, and was 4ill distraught over prot's temporary disappearance. My
office clock began to chime, further jangling my nerves and tdling me what | didn't want to know. "What
about hm?' | snapped.



"I decided to make him the focus of the piece. With your permisson, of course.”

| dropped my bulging briefcase onto my desk. "Why prot?

She literdly fdl into the brown lesther chair and curled into the areaedy familiar ball. 1 wondered
whether this was premeditated or whether she was unaware of the charming effect it had on middle-aged
men, especidly those auffering from Brown's syndrome. | began to understand why she was such a
successful reporter. "Because he fascinates me™ she said.

"Did you know that heismy patient?’

"Betty told me. That's why I'm here. To see if you would let me look at his records.” Her eydids
were fluttering like the wings. of some exatic butterfly.

| bused mysdf with trandferring the contents of my case to some logicd place on the dready
overcrowded desk. "prot isa specid patient,” | told her. "He requires very ddlicate treetment.”

"Il be careful. 1 wouldnt do anything that would jeopardize my own gory. Or divulge any
confidences" she added in a playful whisper. Then: "I know you're planning to write a book about him."

"Who told you that?' | practicaly shouted. "Why, he-prot-told me"

"prot? Who told him?*

" don't know. But | want to assure you that my piece won't affect your book in any way. If anything,
it should drum up some business for it. And I'll show it to you before | submit it for publication-how's
that?' | stared at her for a moment, trying to think of some way out of this unwanted complication. She
mus have sensed my doubt. "I'l tdl you what," she said. "If | can identify him for you, | get my Story.
Fair enough?' She had me and she knew it. "Plus any expenses | might incur,” she added immediatdly.

OVER the weekend | reviewed the transcripts of dl eight sessions with prot. Everything pointed to at
least one vidlent episode in his past which precipitated his hystericd "escgpe’ from the red world, which
he deeply hated, to a nonexigtent, idyllic place where there are no human interactions to cause dl the
problems, large and amdl, that the rest of us have to live with every day. Nor the joys that make it dl
worthwhile....

| decided to ask prot to spend the Fourth of July a my home in order to seeif a more or less norma
family environment would bring anything out of him | hadn't seen before. | had done this with a few other
patients, sometimes with beneficid results. My wife was in favor of the idea, even though | mentioned to
her that prot may have been involved in some sort of violent affair, and there was a possibility that--

"Dont be slly," she interrupted. "Bring him dong." How these things happen | haven't a clue, but by
Monday morning everyone in Wards One and Two knew that prot was coming to the house for a
barbecue. Almost every patient | ran into that day, induding three of Marias dters, who kept fagening
buttons unfastened by other persondities, and vice versa, complained, good-naturedly, "You never
invited me to your house, Dr. Brewer!" To every one of them | said, "You get well and get out of here,
and I'll do exactly that." To which most of them replied, "I won't be here, Dr. Brewer. prot is taking me
with him!"

All but Russl, who had no intention of going to K-PAX: His place was on Earth. Indeed, with
everyone in Wards One and Two enjoying a picnic on the hospitd lawn, except for Bess, who stayed
ingde out of an imaginary rainstorm, Russ spent dl of the Fourth in the catatonic ward, preaching the
gospes. Unfortunately, none of those pathetic creatures jumped up and followed him out.

That same Monday morning Gisdle was wating for me againin her usud outfit, same piney bouquet.
| asked her as politdy as possible to please cdl Mrs. Trexler for an gppointment whenever she wanted to
see me. | started to tdl her that | had patients to see, a lot of adminidtrative work, papers to referee,
letters to dictate and so on, but | had barely begun when she sad, "I think | know how to track down
your guy.”

| said, "Comein."

Her idea was this She wanted to have a linguig she knew ligen to one of the interview tapes. This
was one of those people who can pinpoint the area of the country where a person was born and/or grew
up, sometimes with uncanny accuracy. It is not based on didect so much as phrasng-whether you say
"water fountain” or "bubbler,” for example. It was a good suggestion, but impossible, of course, owing to



patient/client privilege. She was ready for this. "Then can | tape a conversation with him mysdf?' | saw
no compelling reason she should not, and told her | would ask Betty to arrange a time convenient for her
and prot. "Never mind." She grinned dyly. "I've dready done it" And she literdly skipped away like a
schoolgirl to get in touch with her expert. Her piney aura, however, stayed with me for the rest of the
day.

Sesson Nine

IT was a beautiful Fourth of July: partly cloudy skies (I wonder why it's dways in the plurd-how
many "skies' are there?), not too hot or humid, the ar redolent of charcod grills and freshly cut grass.

A holiday seems to generate a feding of timelessness, bringing, as it does, blended memories of dl
those that came before. Even my father took the Fourth off and we dways spent the day around the
brick barbecue pit and the evening & the river watching the fireworks. | ill live in my father's house, the
house | grew up in, but we don't have to go anywhere now; we can see the nearby country club display
right from our screened-in terrace. Even so, when the fird Roman candle lights up the sky | invariably
ardl the river and the gunpowder and my father's Independence Day cigar.

| love that house. It's a big white frame with a patio as wdl as the second-story terrace, and the
backyard is loaded with oaks and maples. The roots are deep. Right next door is the house my wife
grew up in, and my old basketball coach dill lives on the other side. | wondered, as | gathered up the
dicks and leaves lying around the yard, whether any of my own children would be living here after weve
gone, picking up loose twigs on the Fourth of July, thinking of me as | thought of my father. And |
wondered whether gmilar thoughts might not have been buzzing around Shasta Daisy's head as she
siiffed around her predecessor's litle wooden marker bardy vishble in the back corner behind the
ogrill-Dasy the Dog: 1967-1982.

By two o'clock the cods were heating up and the rest of my family began to arrive. First came Abby
with Steve and the two boys, then Jennifer, who had brought her roommeate, a dentd student, from Pao
Alto.

Not aman, as we had thought, but a tal African-American woman weering copper earrings the sze
of sdlad plates that hung down to and rested on her bare shoulders. And | do mean tal.

As soon as | saw Steve | told him about the variance between Charlie Hynn's description of the
figure-eght orbit of K-PAX around its twin suns, and prot's verson, which, if | understood it correctly,
was more of a retrograde pattern, like that of a pendulum. Later | showed him the cdendar and the
second gar chart prot had concocted-the one describing the sky as seen from K-PAX looking away
from Earth. Steve shook his head in wonder and drawled that Professor Hynn had just |eft for a vacation
in Canada, but said he would mention dl this to him when he got back. | asked him whether he knew of
any physicigs or astronomers who had disappeared in the lagt five years, paticulaly on August 17,
1985. To his knowledge there had been no such disappearances, though he joked that there were a few
colleagues who he wished might quietly do so.

Freddy arrived from Atlanta, dill wearing his arline uniform, done as usud. Now everyone was here
for the firg time since Christmas. Chip, however, had better things to do and soon went off somewhere
with his friends.

Jud after that Betty showed up with her husband, an English professor a NY U, who happens to
have a black belt in aikido. They had brought prot and one of our trainees, whom | had invited primarily
because he had been an outstanding amateur wrestler and he, too, would be hdpful in case prot showed
any indication of turbulence. Shasta Dalsy, extra nervous when so many people are present, barked a
everyone who arrived from the safety of the underside of the back porch, her usud refuge.

prot came bearing gifts three more star maps representing the heavens as seen from various places
he had "vidted," aswell as a copy of Hamlet, trandated into pax-0. He hadn't been out of the car for five
seconds, however, before an extraordinary thing happened. Shasta suddenly ran a him from the porch. |
ydled, afrad she was going to attack him. But she stopped short, wagged her tal from ear to ear as only
a Damdian can,” and flattened hersdf againg his leg. prot, for his part, -was down on the ground



immediatdly, ralling and fagning with the dog, barking, even, and then they were up running dl over the
yard, my grandsons chasing dong behind, Shakespeare and the charts blowing in the wind. Fortunately,
we managed to recover dl but the last page of the play.

After awhile prot sat down on the grass and Shasta lay down beside him, bathing hersdf, utterly
cam and content. Later, she played with Rain and Star for the very firg time. Not once did she retregt to
the porch the rest of that afternoon and evening, not even when the nearby country dub celebration
started off with a tremendous bang. She became a different dog that Fourth of July.

As, 50 to speak, did wedl.

Thet night, after the fireworks were over and our guests had gone, Fred came into the family room
downgtairs, where | was shooting some pool and ligening to The Hying Dutchman on our old hi-fi set.

For years I'd had the feding that Fred wanted to tdl me something. There had been times during
pauses in conversations when | was sure he was trying to get something off his chest but couldn't quite
bring himsdlf to do it. | never tried to push him, figuring that when he was ready he would tdl me or his
mother what was bothering him.

That's not entirely true. | didn't press him because | was afraid he was going to tdl us he was gay. It
is something a father doesn't ordinarily want to hear-most fathers are heterosexud-and I'm sure his
mother, who will not be satisfied with less than eght grandchildren, fdt the same way.

Apparently motivated by a conversation with prot, Fred decided to come out with it. But it wasn't to
tdl me about his sexud orientation. The thing he had tried to bring up dl those years, and couldn't, was
his deep-seated fear of flying!

| have known dentists who quake at the Sght of a drill and surgeons who are terrified to go under the
knife. Sometimes that's why people get into those fidds-it's a form of whidling in the dark. But | had
never encountered an airline pilot who was afraid to fly. | asked him why on Earth he had decided on that
professon, and he told methis | had mentioned at dinner years before that phobias could be treated by a
gradud acclimation to the conditions that triggered them, and had given some examples, such as fear of
snakes, of closets and, yes, of flying. | had taken hm with me to a conference near Disneyland when he
was a boy, having no idea he was apprehensive abouit the flight.

That was why he went to the airport the day after he graduated from high school and began to take
flying lessons-to work out the problem on his own. It didn't help, but he continued the training until he had
soloed and flown cross-country and passed hisflight test. Even after dl that he was dill afraid to fly. So
he figured the only thing to do was to enrall in an aeronautical school and become a professiond pilot. He
obtained his commercid license, became an ingructor, hauled canceled checks dl over the Eastern
seaboard, usudly in the middle of the night and often in bad weather, and after a couple of years of that
he was as horrified as ever a the prospect of leaving terra firma Then he got his air transport "ticket," as
he called it, and went to work for United Airlines Now, five years later, after a brief conversation with
prot, he had findly come to me for help.

We were a long time down in the family room, playing Ping-Pong and throwing darts and shooting
pool as we talked. Nine years a pilot and he dill had nightmares about plunging to Earth from awesome
heights, taking forever to fdl through empty space, fdling and faling and never reaching the ground.

| have had many patients, over a quarter century of practice, who were afraid of flying. For that
matter, it is quite common among the generd population, and for a very smple reason: Our ancestors
were tree-dwellers. As such, afear of fdling was of considerable evolutionary vaue -- those who did not
fdl survived to reproduce. Most people are able to overcome this fear, at least functiondly. On the other
hand there are some who never go anywhere they can't get to by car or tran or bus, no matter how
inconvenient.

| explained dl thisto Fred and suggested that he very likdly fdl into a Smilar category.

He wanted to know what he should do.

| suggested he try some other line of work.

"That's exactly whet prot said!" he cried, and for the first timein two decades, he hugged me. "But he
thought | should talk to you about it fird." | had never seen him so happy.

My dSgh of rdief turned out to be premature. Right after Freddy had gone, Jennifer came in, pink



from a shower. She grabbed his cue stick, took a shot, missed. We talked a while about medica schooal,
shoating dl the while, until | noticed that she hadn't pocketed a angle bal, which was unusud for her.

| said, "Is there something you wanted to talk to me about?’

"Yes, Daddy, thereis” | knew it was something | didnt want to hear. She hadn't caled me "Daddy”
inyears. And she had dso been taking to prot.

But it sometimes takes Jenny awhile to get to the point. "I saw you hugging Freddy,” she said. "That
was nice. | never saw you do that before.”

" wanted to lots of times™"

"Why didn't you?'

"I don't know."

"Abby thinks you weren't much interested in our problems. She figured it was because you listened to
other peopl€e's troubles dl day long and didn't want to hear any more at home."

"I know. She told me tonight before she Ieft. But it's not true. | care about dl of you. | just didn't
want you to think | was trying to interfere with your lives™

"Why not? Every other parent | know does.”

"It'salong sory."

She missed another easy shot. "Try me"

"W, it's because of my father, mosily. Your grandfather.”

"What did he do to you?'

"He wanted me to become a doctor."

"What's wrong with that?'

"I didn't want to be a doctor."

"Dad, how could he have made you go to med school? He died when you were deven or twelve,
didn't he?'

Her voice cracked charmingly on "deven” and "tweve."

"Yes, but he planted the seed and it kept growing. | couldn't seem to stop it. | fdt guilty. | guess |
wanted to finish the rest of hislife for im. And I did it for my mother-your grandmother-too."

"I don't think you can live someone else's lifefor them, Dad. But if it's any consolation, | think you're
avery good doctor."
"Thank you." | missed my next shot. "By the way, you didn't go to medicd school because of me, did
you?'

"Partly. But not because you wanted me to. If anything, | thought you didn't. You never took me to
see your office or the rest of the hospitd. Maybe that's why | became interested-it seemed O
mysterious”

"I just didn't want to do to you what my father did to me. If | haven' told you before, I'm very happy
you decided to become a doctor."

"Thank you, Dad." She studied the table for a long minute, then missed the next ball entirdy, snking
the cue bdl instead. "What else would you have done? If you hadn't gone into medicine, | mean?'

"I dways wanted to be an opera singer.”

At that she amiled the warm gmile she inherited from her mother-the one that says "How Sweet.”

That annoyed me atrifle. "What's the matter?' | said. "Don't you think | could have been a snger?'

"I think anyone should be anything he or she wants to be," she replied, not amiling anymore. "That's
whet | wanted to talk to you about.” With that she missed the twelvebal by amile

"Shoot," | said.

"It'syour turn."

"I mean, what's the problem?’

She threw hersdf into my arms and sobbed, "Oh, Daddy, I'm alesbian!"

That was about midnight. | remember because Chip came in right afterward. He was acting strangdly,
too, and | braced mysdf for another revelaion. Chip, however, had not spoken with prot.

Even my grandsons behaved differently after that momentous Fourth of July. They stopped fighting
and throwing things and began to bathe and to comb ther har without arguing about it-an amost



miraculous change.

But back to the cookout. prot wouldn't eat any of the chicken, but he consumed a huge Wadorf
sdad and a couple of gdlons of various fruit juices, shouting something about "going for the gusto." He
seemed quite relaxed, and played Frisbee and badminton with Rain and Star and Shasta dl afternoon.

Then something happened. When Karen turned on the sprinkler so that the kids could coal off, prot,
who appeared to be enjoying himsdf, suddenly became extremdy agitated. He didn't turn violent, thank
God, jugt stared for a moment in utter horror as Jennifer and the two boys splashed into and out of the
Soray. Suddenly he started screaming and running around the yard. | was thinking, "What the hdl have |
done?" when he stopped, dropped to his knees, and buried hisface in hishands.  Shasta was by his Sde
in a second. Betty's husband and our trainee looked a me for ingtructions, but the only one | had was,
"Turn off the goddamn sprinkler!”

| approached him cautioudy, but before | could put a hand on his shoulder he raised his head,
became as chearful as ever, and started to frolic with Shasta again.

There were no further incidents that afternoon.

Karen and | had alot to talk about that night and it was nearly dawn when we findly got to deep.
She wanted to know what Freddy would do after he left the arling, and she cried a little about Jenny-not
because of her choice, but because she knew it was going to be difficult for her. Her last words before
drifting off, however, were: "I hate opera.”

GISELLE was waiting for me the next morning, jumping up and down, nearly beside hersdf. "He's
from the Northwest!" she exdamed. "Probably western Montana, northern ldaho, or eastern
Waghington!"

"That what your man said?'

"She's not aman, but that's what she said!”

"Wouldn't the police know if someone, especidly a scientist, had disappeared from that part of the
country five years ago?'

"They should. | know someone down at the Sixth Precinct. Want me to check for you?"

For thefirg time in severd days | had to laugh. It appeared she knew someone in any line of work
one could name. | threw up my arms. "Sure, why not, go ahead." She was out the door like a shot.

That same morning, Betty, wearing an enormous pair of copper earringsin another desperate attempt
to get pregnant, | presumed, brought in a stray kitten. She had found it in the subway dation, and |
assumed she was going to take it home with her that evening. But instead she suggested that we let the
patients take care of it.

The presence of amdl animas in nurang and retirement homes has proven to be of great benefit to
the residents, providing badly needed affection and companionship and generdly bolstering their spirits to
such a degree that life spans are actudly increased sgnificantly. The same may be true for the population
a large. To my knowledge, however, such a program had not been introduced in mentd inditutions.

After due consderation-we are an experimenta hospita, after dl-I asked Betty to ingruct the kitchen
gt to see that the kitten was fed properly, and decided to let it roam Wards One and Two to see what
would happen.

It headed draight for prot.

A short time later, after he had nuzzled it for awhile and "spoken” to it, it went out to meet the other
inhabitants of its new world.

One or two of the patients, notably Ernie and severd of Marids dters, stayed away from it, for
reasons of their own. But mogt of the others were delighted with it. | was especidly surprised and
gratified to see that Chuck the curmudgeon took to it immediately. "Doesn't sink a bit," he averred. He
spent hours tempting it with bits of gring and a smdl rubber bal someone had found on the grounds.
Many of the other patients joined in. One of these, to my amazement, was Mrs. Archer, who, |
discovered, had owned numerous cats before coming to MPI.

But the mogt remarkable effect of the kitten was on Bess. Unable to sugtain a rdationship with
another human being, she became totaly devoted to "La Bdle Chaite" She assumed the responsbility



for feeding her and emptying her litter box and taking her for romps on the grounds. If anyone dse
wanted to play with the kitten, Bess immediaidy gave her up, of course, with awise, sad nod, as if to
say, "Youreright-l don't deserve to have her anyway." But when night came, La Bdle invariably sought
out Bess, and the staff would find them in the mornings sharing the same pillow.

After afew days of this| began to wonder whether another kitten or two might not have an even
greater sdutary effect on the patients. | decided to get atomcat later on and let nature take its course.

Sesson Ten

THERE are two probes available for penetrating the carapace of hystericd amnesia; each has its
proponents, each has its place. Thefird is sodium pentothd, aso cdled "truth serum.” A reasonably safe
trestment, it has met with some success in difficult cases, and is favored by many of our own daff,
induding Dr. Villers Hypnoss, in experienced hands, offers the same posshilities, but without the
potentid risk of sde effects. With ether method events long forgotten are often recaled with amazingly
vivid darity.

When | learned hypnosis as a resdent many years ago | was skeptica about its vaue in psychiatric
evaduaion and treatment. But it has begun to come into its own in recent years, and is the method of
choice in the management of many psychopathologies. Of course, as with other methods, success
depends not only on the <kill of the practitioner but aso, to a great degree, on the dispostion of the
patient. Thus, the hypnotizability of the subject is routindy determined before trestment is initiated.

The Stanford test is used most often for this assessment. It takes less than an hour and provides a
messure of the patient's ability to concentrate, his responsiveness, imagingion, and willingness to
cooperate. Subjects are rated on a scae of zero to twelve, the higher numbers indicating the greatest
hypnotic susceptibility. Psychiatric patients, as wel as the genera public, average about seven on this
test. | have known afew tens. prot obtained a score of twelve.

My purpose in usng hypnogisin prot's case was to uncover the traumatic event which had led to his
hygericd amnesia and delusion. When had this incident occurred? My best guess was August 17, 1985,
goproximately four years and eeven months earlier.

The plan was smple enough: to take prot back to his childhood and carefully bring him up to the time
of the putative traumatic event. In this way | hoped not only to determine the circumstances that led to
whatever catastrophe had apparently befdlen him, but also to get some information on the background
and character of my peatient.

PROT seemed to be in good spirits when he arrived in my examining room and, while he went to
work on a pomegranate, we chatted about Wadorf sdads and the infinite number of possble
combinations of fruit juices. When he had finished his snack | turned on the tape recorder and asked him
to reax.

"I am completdy rdaxed,” he replied.

"Good. All right. 1'd like you to focus your attention on that little white spot on the wal behind me”
He did this. "Just Say relaxed, breathe deeply, in and out, dowly, in and out, good. Now I'm going to
count from one to five. As the numbers increase you will find yoursdf becoming more and more drowsy,
your eydids becoming heavier and heavier. By thetime | get to five you will be in a deep deep, but you
will be able to hear everything | say. Understand?*

"Of course. My beings didn't raise no dummies™

"Okay, let's begin now. One..."

prot was a textbook subject, one of the best | ever had. By the count of three his eyes were tightly
closed. On four his breathing had dowed and hisfacid expresson had become completdy blank. On five
his pulse rate was forty bpm (I was beginning to be concerned-sixty-five was normd for him-though he
looked okay) and he made no response when | coughed loudly.

"Can you hear me?'



"Yes"

"Rase your arms over your head." He complied with this request. "Now lower them." His hands
dropped into his lap. "Good. Now I'm going to ask you to open your eyes. You will remain in a deep
deep, but you will be able to see me. Now-open your eyed” prot's eyes blinked open. "How do you
fed?"

"Like nothing."

"Good. That's exactly how you should fed. All right. We are going back in time now; it is no longer
the present. Y ou are becoming younger. Younger and younger. You are a young man, younger ill, now
an adolescent, and 4ill you are becoming younger. Now you are a child. | want you to recadl the earliest
experience you can remember. Think hard. What do you see?'

Without hestation: "I see a casket. A slver casket with a blue lining.”

My own heart began to beat fagter. "Whose casket isit?"

"A man's"

"Who is the man?' The patient hesitated for a moment.

"Dont be afraid. You can tdl me"

"Itisthe father of someone | know."

"A friend's father?'

"Yes" prot's words came out rather dowly and sing-songy, as though he were five or Sx years old.

"Isyour friend a boy or gif?"

prot squirmed around in his chair. "A boy."

"Whét is his name?'

No response. "How old is he?'

"Sx."

"How old are you?' No response.

"What is your name?" No response.

"Do you livein the same town as the other boy?'

prot rubbed his nose with the back of his hand. "No."

"You are vigting him?*

"Uh-huh."

"Areyou arelative?"

"No."

"Where do you live?' No response.

"Do you have any brothers or sgers?’

"No."

"Does your friend have any brothers or ssers?'

"Yes"

"How many?'

“Two."

"Brothers or Ssters?!

"Sges”

"Older or younger?'

"Older."

"What happened to their father?'

"Hedied."

"Weas he sick?"

"No."

"Did he have an accident?'

"y es"

"He was killed in an accident?"

"No."

"He was hurt and died later?!



"Yes"

"Wasit a car accident?'

"No."

"Woas he injured a work?'

"es"

"Where did he work?"

"At a place where they make meat.”

"A daughterhouse?’

"TA-huh."

"Do you know the name of the daughterhouse?"

"No."

"Do you know the name of the town your friend livesin?'

No response.

"What happened &fter the funerd?'

"We went home."

"What happened after that?"

"l don't remember.”

"Can you remember anything ese that happened that day?"

"No, except | got knocked over by abig, shaggy dog.”

"What is the next thing you remember?"

prot sat up a little draighter and stopped squirming. Otherwise there was little change in his
demeanor. "Itisnight. We are in the house. He is playing with his butterfly collection.”

"The other boy?"

"Yes"

"And what are you doing?'

"Watching him."

"Do you collect butterflies too?!

"No."

"Why are you watching him?"

"l want him to come outside.”

"Why do you want him to come outside?"

"Tolook at the stars”

"Doent he want to go?'

"No."

"It reminds him of his father. He'd rather mess with his stupid butterflies.”

"But you'd rather look at the stars.”

"y es"

"Why do you warnt to look at the stars?!

"I live there."

"Among the stars?'

"Uh-huh." | remember my initid discouragement at hearing this answer. It seemed to meen that prot's
deluson had begun extremey early in life so early, perhaps, as to preclude a determination of its
causative events. But suddenly | understood! prot was a secondary persondity, whose primary was the
boy whose father had died when he was six!

"Wont you tdl me your name?'

"prot."

"Where do you come from, prot?'

"From the planet K-PAX."

"Why are you here?'

"He wanted me to come.”



"Why did he want you to come?'

"He cdls me when something bad happens.”

"Like when hisfather died."

"Yes"

"Did something bad happen today?'

"Yes"

"What happened?’

"His dog was run over by atruck."

"And that's when he cdled you."

v

"How does he do that? How does he cdl you?'

"I don't know. | just sorta know it."

"How did you get to Earth?

| don't know. | just came." prot hadn't yet "developed” light trave in hismind!

"How old is your friend now?"

"Nine"

"What year isit?'

"Nineteen-uh-sxty-sx."

"Can you tdl me your friend's name now?' No response.

"He has a name, doesn't he?!

prot stared blankly & the spot on the wall behind me. | was about to go on when he sad, "It's a
secret.

He doesn't want meto tdl you-." But now | knew he was in there somewhere and prot, apparently,
could consult with him.

"Why doesn't he want you to tdl me?'

"If 1 tdl you, something bad will happen.”

"I promise you nothing bad will happen. Tdl hm | said that."

"All right." Pause. "He dill doesn't want meto tdl you."

"He doesn't have to tdl me right now if he doesn't want to. Let's go back to the stars. Do you know
where K-PAX isin the sky?'

"Up there" He pointed. "In the congdlation Lyra."

"Do you know the names of dl the congtdllations?!

"Mog of them."

"Does your friend know the congtelations too?"
"He used to."

"Has he forgotten them?'

"Yes"

"Is he no longer interested in them?”

"No."

"Hisfather died."

"His father taught im about the stars?’

"y es"

"He was an amateur astronomer?"

"A-huh."

"Woas hisfather dways interested in the stars?"
"No."

"When did he become interested in them?"
"After he was hurt at work.”

"Because he had nothing to do?!

"No. He couldn't deep.”



"Because of the pan?'

"y es"

"Did he deep during the day?'

"Only one or two hours™"

"I see. And one of the congtdlations your friend's father told him about was Lyra?"

"y es"

"When?'

"Jud before he died.”

"When he was 9x?'

"y es"

"Did he ever tdl him there were planets around any of the starsin Lyra?"

"He said there were probably planets around alot of the starsin the sky.”

"One more thing: Why don't you go out and watch the stars by yoursdf?'

"l can't."

"He wants me to stay with him." prot yawned. He was beginning to sound tired and | didn't want to
push him too far a this point. | brought him back to the present time.

"I think that's enough for one day. You may close your eyes. I'm going to start counting backwards
now, from five to one. As | count you will become more and more dert. On the count of one you will be
wide awake, refreshed, and feding fine. Five ... four ... three ... two ... one" | snapped my fingers.

prot looked a me and amiled brightly. "When do we begin?' he said.

"It's dready over."

"Ah. The old “fastest gunin the west' routine.

" know that feding!"

He had his notebook out; he wanted me to tdl him how hypnosis worked. | spent the rest of the hour
trying to explan something | didn't fully understand mysdf. He seemed allittle disappointed.

After Jensen and Kowalski had escorted him back to the wards | listened to the tape of the sesson
we had just completed and, with mounting excitement, jotted down my conclusions. It seemed clear to
methat prot was a dominant secondary persondity who had come into being as a result of the perhaps
unexpected desth of his dter ego's father, a trauma which was obvioudy too much for the primary
persondity to bear. It seemed evident dso why he (prot) had chosen an dien exisence: his (their) father
hed indigated in him an interest in the stars and in the possihility of extraterrestrid life occurring among
them, and this revelation had come immediatdy prior to his father's demise.

But this did not account for the extraordinary dominance of prot over the primary persondity. It isthe
secondary identity who ordinarily remains in the background, waiching, waiting to take over when the
host persondity runs into difficulty. My guess was that some far more traumatic event must have drawn
the primary -- let's cdl him Pete -- into a thick, protective shdl, from which he rarely, if ever, ventured.
And | was more certain then ever that this terrible incident, whatever it was, occurred on August 17,
1985, the date of prot's most recent "arivad" on Earth. Or perhaps a day or two earlier, if it had taken a
while for Pete to "cdl" prot, or for him to respond.

Why did | not suspect that prot was a secondary persondity earlier on? MPD is not an easy
diagnods under the best of circumstances, and prot never showed any of the symptoms usudly
associated with this disorder: headaches, mood changes, frequent memory lapses, depression. Except,
possibly, for his outbursts of anger in sessions sx and eight, and the episode of panic on the Fourth of
Jduly, the host persondity (Pete) had never made his presence fdt. Findly, | was completely thrown off by
his other aberrant traits-a dominant secondary persondity who is himsdf delusond, and a savant as
well-the odds againg such a phenomenon must be astronomical!

But who was Pete, the primary persondity? Apparently he was in there somewhere, living the life of
arecluse in his own body, refusng to divulge his name or much of his background, except tha he was
born in 1957, apparently, to a daughterhouse worker who died in 1963, perhaps somewhere in the
northwestern part of the United States, and he had a mother and two older ssters. Not much to go on,



but it might help the police trace his origin. Strictly speaking, it was Pete's identity, rather than prot's, that
we needed to ascertain. Any information we could get about him, any knowledge of things familiar to
him, might facilitate my persuading him to come ouit.

All this put prot's "departure date" into an entirdly new light. It is one thing for a patient to announce
an end to a dduson, but quite another for a dominant dter to disappear, leaving behind a hyseric, or
maybe worse. If prot were to leave before | could get to Pete, it might well preclude my ever being able
tohdphimat dl.

| wondered whether the unhypnotized prot knew anything about Pete. If not, the plan would remain
as before: to bring prot/Pete dowly and carefully, under hypnos's, up to the time of the traumetic event(s)
which precipitated Pete's dramatic withdrawa from conscious existence. Evenif he did know about Pete,
however, hypnoss might dill be necessary, both to fadilitate prot's recollection and to make possble
direct contact with the host persondity.

But there was a dilemma associated with this gpproach. On the one hand, | needed to talk to Pete as
soon as possble. On the other, fordng him to rdive tha terrible moment prematurdy could be
devadtating, and cause him to withdraw even further into his protective shell.

GISELLE seemed alittle less chearful than usud the fallowing Monday morning. "My friend down at
the Sixth Precinct couldn't find any report of a missng person who disappeared from the upper West in
Augus of 1985, she said, conaulting a little red notebook much like the one prot was fond of.
"Somebody killed a man and then himsdf in alittle town in Montana on the sixteenth of that month, and in
Boise on the eighteenth another guy ran off with his secretary and a hundred fifty thousand dollars of his
company's funds. But your guy isnt dead, and the one who ran off with his secretary is dill in the 1daho
State Penitentiary. My friend is expanding the search to cover January through July of 1985, and then dl
of the United States and Canada. It will be awhile before he gets the results.

"I dso know someone in the Research Library a New York Public; during her breaks she's doing
some searches for me for the week of August seventeenth. You know, newspaper reports of anything
unusud that might have happened during that period in Montana, 1daho, Washington, and Oregon.
Nothing there so far, @ther.” She closed the little book. "Of course” she added, "he might have been
raised in the Northwest and then moved somewhere d<e...."

| told her about prot's (Pete's) father and the daughterhouse. "Hal" she replied. "I wonder how many
of those things there are in the United, States?"

"I don't know."

"l find out," she said with awave.

"Wat aminute” | called after her. "He was bornin 1957."

"How did you find this Suff out?" she demanded to know.

"Ve haf arrrr vays, man Madchen.”

She ran back and kissed me on the mouth (almost) before dashing out. | fdt about thirteen years old

again.

KAREN and | were inseparable after my father's funerd. If we couldve lived together, we would
have. | especidly loved her fat, pink cheeks, which became red and shiny, like little apples, in the
wintertime. But it took me another year to get up the nerve to kiss her.

| studied the way they did it in the movies, practiced for months on the back of my hand. The
problem was, | wasn't sure she wanted meto. Not that she turned awvay whenever our faces were close
together, but she never indicated in any clear way that she was interested. Findly | decided to do it. With
dl those moviesit seemed abnorma not to.

We were stting on the sofa at her house reading Donald Duck comics, and | had been thinking about
it dl morning. | knew you were supposed to kiss sort of Sdeways so your noses wouldn't bang together,
and when she turned toward me to show me Dondd's nephews carrying picket sgns reading: "Unca
Dondd is stewped,” | made my move. | missed, of course, as firg kisses often do, as Gisdl€s did
before she ran out.



THAT afternoon | found Gisdle in the exercise room tdking animatedly with prot. La Bele was
adeep in his lap. Both were jotting things down in their respective notebooks, and prot seemed quite
comfortable with her. | didn't have time to join them, but she told me later some of the things they had
discussed. For ingtance, they had been comparing the Earth with K-PAX, and one of the questions she
hed asked him, in a brash atempt to track down my patient's origins, was where he would like to live if
he could live anywhere on Earth. She was hoping he would say "Olympia, Washington," or some such
town in the upper West. Instead, he answered, "sweden.”

"Why Sweden?' she wanted to know.

"Because it's the country most like K-PAX."

The subject then turned to those human beings who seemed most like K-PAXians to him. Here is
what he said: Henry Thoreau, Mohandas Gandhi, Albert Schweitzer, John Lennon, and Jane Goodall.

"Can you imegine aworld full of Schweltzers?' she hooted.

| said, "John Lennon??"

"Have you ever heard “Imaging?’

| told her | would look it up.

Then she said something | had been wondering mysdf: "You know what else? | think he can tak to
animdd” | sad | wasn't surprised.

| had no time for them that afternoon because | was on my way to Ward Four, where Russdl was
trying to get in. Apparently distraught with the loss of his followers to prot's counsel and advice, and his
falure to wake up the catatonic patients, he had decided to convert some of the psychopaths. When |
arived | found the nurses attempting to get him to go back to his own ward. He was up on his toes
shouting through the little barred window high in the sted door: "Take heed that no man deceiveth you!
For many shdl cometh in my name, saying, | am the Christ; and shal deceiveth many!" Apparently his
words were not faling on deaf ears, as | could hear laughter coming from indde. But he kept on ydling,
even after | pleaded with him to go back to Ward Two. | ordered a shot of Thorazine and had him taken
back to his room.

That same day two other things happened that | should have paid more atention to. First, | got a
report that Howie had asked one of the residents how to perform a tracheotomy. Dr. Chakraborty findly
told him, thinking Howie was going to show Ernie how easlly he could be saved even if he were to get
choked on something, despite the unfortunate example of his mother's demise.

The other event concerned Maria One of her dters, a aultry femde cdled Chiquita, somehow got
into Ward Three and, before anyone discovered her presence there, offered hersdf to Whacky. But the
results were the same as with the prostitute prescribed earlier. Facing this unexpected rgection, Chiquita
quickly exited and Maria appeared. Though finding hersdf with a naked man engaged in
sf-manipulation she didn't become hystericd, as you might expect. Rather, she immediatdy began to
pray for Whacky, whose despair she seemed to understand completely!

On the lighter side, Chuck presented prot with a drawing summearizing his assessment of the human
race, one of many attempts, | discovered, to impress prot so that he would take Chuck to K-PAX with
him. It is reproduced here:

Purdly by coincidence this diagram described dmost perfectly our second gpplicant for the posdtion
of permanent director. He obvioudy had not bathed in weeks or even months. A blizzard of dandruff
snowed from his head and drifted onto his shoulders. His teeth seemed to be covered with lichen. And,
like the previous candidate, Dr. Choate, who checked his fly every few minutes, the man came with
excellent references.

Sesson Eleven

| had been gazing out my office window at a croquet metch on the lawn below just before prot came



infor his next interview. | nodded toward the fruit basket and asked him what sorts of games he had
played as a boy. "We don't have games on K-PAX," he replied. "We don't need them. Nor what you
cdl “jokes,'" he added, scrutinizing a dried fig. "I've noticed that human beings laugh a lot, even at things
that aren't funny. | was puzzled by this at firg until 1 understood how sad your livesredly are.”

| was sorry | had asked.

"By the way, thisfig has a pesticide residue on it.”

"How do you know that?"

"l can seeit”

"Seeit? Oh." | had forgotten about his ultraviolet vison. With time at a premium, | nonetheless could
not resst the opportunity to ask him what our world looked like from his perspective. In response, he
spent nearly fifteen minutes trying to describe an incredibly beautiful visage of vibrantly colored flowers,
birds, and even ordinary rocks, which lit up like gems for him. The sky itsdf took on a shimmering,
bright, violet aura through his eyes. It appeared that prot's visa was tantamount to being permanently
high on one or another psycheddlic drug. | wondered whether van Gogh had not enjoyed a smilar
experience.

He had put down the offensve fig while he expounded on his exceptiond faculty, and found one
more to his liking. While he masticated | carefully proceeded: "Lagt time, under hypnoss, you told me
about afriend of yours, an Earth being, and his father's degth, and his butterfly collection, and some other
things. Do you remember any of that now?"

"No."

"Wdl, did you have such a friend?'

"y es"

"Ishedill afriend of yours?'

"Of course.”

"Why didn't you tdl me about him before?"

"You never asked."

"I see. Where is he now, do you know?'

"Heiswaiting. | am going to take him back to K-PAX with me. That is, if he dill wants to go. He
vadllaesalot."

"And where is your friend waiting?'

"Heisin a safe place.”

"Do you know where thet is?"

"Certainly.”

"Can you tdl me?'

"Nay, nay."

"Why not?'

"Because he asked me not to tdl anyone"

"Canyou at least tdl me his name?!

"Sorry."

Given the circumstances, | decided to take a chance. "prot, I'm going to tdl you something you may
find hard to believe”

"Nothing you humans come up with surprises me anymore.”

"You and your friend are the same person. That is, you and he are separate and digtinct identities of
the same person.”

He seemed genuindy shocked. "That is patently absurd.”

"It'strue”

Annoyed now, but under control: "Is that another of those "bedliefs that passes for truth with your
species?”

It had been along shot, and it had missed. There was no way to prove the contention and no point in
wadting any more time. When he had finished his snack | asked if he was ready to be hypnotized again.
He nodded suspicioudy, but by thetime | had counted to three he was dready "gone"



| began: "Ladt time you told me about your Earth friend, beginning with his father's death. Do you
remember?’

"Yes" prot was trance anamnedtic - he could remember previous hypnotic sessons, but only whilein
the hypnatic State.

"Good. Now | want you to think back once again, but not so far back as lagt time. You and your
friend are high school seniors. Twelfth-graders. What do you see?’

At this point prot douched down in his chair, fiddled with his nals, and began to chew on an
imaginary piece of gum. "l was never ahigh school senior,” he said. "I never went to school”

"We don't have schools on K-PAX."

"What about your friend? Does he go to school 7'

"Yes, he does, the dope. | couldn't talk him out of it."

"Why would you want to talk him out of it?"

"Are you kidding? Schools are atotad waste of time. They try to teach you a bunch of crap.”

"Like what?"

"Like how great america is, better than any other country, how you have to have wars to protect
your “freedoms;" dl kinds of junk like that."

"Does your friend fed the same way you do about that?'

"Nah. He believes dl that garbage. They dl do."

"Isyour friend there with you now?'

"Yes"

"Can he hear us?'

"Of course. He'sright here.”

"May | speak with him?'

Agan the momentary hesitation. "He doesn't want to.”

"If he changes his mind, will you let me know?"

"l guess™

"Will he tdl me his name, at leest?"

"No way."

"W, we have to cdl him something. How about Pete?’

"That's not his name, but okay."

"All right. Is he a senior now?"

Y ep.

"What year isit?'

"Nineteen saventy-four.”

"How old are you?"

"A hunnert and seventy-three."

"And how old is Pete?’

"Saventeen.”

"Does he know you come from K-PAX?"

"Yes"

"How does he know thet?"

"I told him."

"What was his reection to that?"

"Hethinksit's cool."

"Incidentally, how did you learn to speak English so well? Did he teach you?'

"Nah. It's not very difficult. Y ou should try speaking w:xljgzgk..mns'pt."

"Where did you land when you came to Earth?"

"You mean thistrip?"

"y es"

‘China"



"Not Zare?'

"Why should | land in zaire when china was pointing toward K-PAX?"

"Do you have any other Earth friends? Is there anyone ese there with you?'

"Nobody here but us chickens”

"How many chickens are you?'

"Jug me and him."

"Tdl me more about Pete. What's he like?'

"What's he like? He's dl right. Kinda quiet. Keeps to himsdf. He's not as smart as | am, but that
doesn't matter on EARTH."

"No? And what does meatter?"

"All that mattersisthat you're a “nice guy,' and not too bad looking."

"And is he?"

"l suppose.”

"Can you describe him?'
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"Please do."

"He's beginning to wear his hair long. He has brown eyes, medium complexion, and twenty-eight
pimples, which he puts dearasl on dl thetime"

"Are his eyes sengtive to bright light?'

"Not particularly. Why should they be?"

"What makes him anice guy?'

"He gamiles a lot, he helps the dumber kids with ther assgnments, he volunteers to set up the
bleachers for the home games, suff like that. HE's vice-president of the class. Everybody likeshim.”

"You sound as though you're not so sure they should.”

"I know him better than anybody dse.”

"And you think he's not as nice as everybody thinks."

"He's not as nice as he makes out."

"Inwha way?'

"He has atemper. It gets out of hand sometimes.

"What happens when it gets out of hand?'

"He gets mad. Throws things around, kicks inanimate objects.”

"What makes him mad?'

"Things that seem unfair, that he can't do anything about. Y ou know."

| was pretty sure | did know. It had something to do with the helplessness and anger he fdt a the
time of his father's death. "Can you give me an example?"

"Onetime he found a kid beating up on a smdler kid. The older guy was a big redheaded bully and
everybody hated him. He had broken the other kid's glasses, and his nose, too, | think. My friend beat
the shit out of him. | tried to stop him but he wouldnt ligen.”

"What happened then? Was the bully badly hurt? Did he try to get even later on?'

"Helog a couple teeth is dl. He was modly afraid my friend would tell everybody what happened.
When he didn't, and asked the little kid not to either, they became the best of buddies. All three of them.”

"What do these other guys think about you?'

"They don't know about me."

"Does anyone besides your friend know about you?'

"Nary asoul.”

"All right. Back to your friend. Does this anger of his show itsdf often?'

"Not very. Hardly ever a schoal.”

"Does he ever get mad at his mother and ssters?’

"Never. He doesn't see his Ssters much. They're dready married and gone. One of them moved
avay."
"Tdl me about his mother."



"She's nice. She works at the schoal. At the cafeteria. She doesn't make much money, but she does
alat of gardening and canning. They have enough to eat, but not much ese. And she's 4ill trying to pay
back dl of his dad's doctor hills"

"Where do they live? | mean isit a house? What kind of neighborhood isit in?'

"It'sagmd| three-bedroom house. It looks like dl the others on the street.”

"What sorts of things does your friend do for entertainment? Movies? Books? Tdevison?'

"Theres only one movie theater in town. They have an old tv set that doesn't work hdf the time. My
friend reads alot, and he aso likes to walk around in the woods."

"Why?"

"He wants to be abiologis.”

"What about his grades?’

"What about them?'

"Does he get good grades?

"A'sand b's. He should do better. He deeps too much.”

"What are his best subjects?’

"He's pretty good inlain and science. Not so hot in english and math.”

"Ishe agood athlete?!

"He's on the wredtling team.”

"Is he planning to go to college?'

"He was until afew days ago."

"What happened? Is there a problem?”

"Yes"

"Isthat why he cdled you?'

"y es"

"Does he cdl you often now?'

"Onceinawhile”

"And what is the problem? Money? There are scholarships available, or-"

"It's more complicated then that."

"How s0?'

"He has a girlfriend.”

"And she doesn't want im to go?"

"It's more complicated then that."

"Can you tdl me about it?'

After abrief pause, possbly for consultation with his"friend”: " She's pregnant.”

"Oh, | see"

"Happens dl the time

"And he feds he has to marry her?'

"Unfortunatdy.” He shrugged.

"“Unfortunately' because he won't be able to go to college?’

"That and the rligion problem.”

"What's the rigion problem?"

"She'sacahalic.

"You don't like Catholics?'

"It's not that | didike catholics, or any other group defined by its superdtitious beliefs. It's that | know
what's going to happen.”

"What's going to happen?’

"He's gaing to settle down in this company town that killed his father and he's going to have a bunch
of kids that nobody will associate with because their mother is a catholic.”

"Where is this town?"

"I told you-he doesn't want me to tdl you that."

"I thought he might have changed hismind."



"When he makes up his mind about something, nobody can changeit.”

"He sounds pretty strong-willed.”

"About some things”

"What, for example?’

"About her."

"Who-his girlfriend?'

"Yep.

"I may be dense, but | dill don't see why her being a Cathalic is such a serious problem.”

"That's because you don't live here. Her family lives on the wrong side of the tracks. Literdly.”

"Maybe they will be adle to overcome the problem.”

"How?"

"She could change her faith. They could move away.”

"Not a chance. She's too attached to her family.”

"Do you hate her?"

"Me?1 don't hate anyone. | hate the chains people shackle themsdves with.”

"Likerdigion."

"Rdigion, family respongibilities, having to make aliving, dl that Suff. It's so difling, don't you think?!

"Sometimes. But they're things we have to learn to live with, aren't they?"

"Not me!"

"Why not?'

"We don't have dl that crap on K-PAX."

"Will you be going back there soon?'

"Any time now."

"How long do you usudly stay on Earth?’

"Depends. A few days, usudly. Just long enough to help him over the rough spots.”

"All right. Now listen carefully. I'm going to ask you to come forward in time severd days. Let's say
two weeks. Where are you now?'

"OnK-PAX."

"Good. What do you see?'

"A forest with lots of soft places to lie down on, and fruit trees, and dl kinds of other beings

wandering around... .

"Much like the kind of forest your friend enjoys hiking in?'

"Something like that, but nobody is bulldozing it down to build a shopping center.”

"Tdl me about some of the plants and animals in the woods there on K-PAX." | was curious to find
out whether the young prot had afully developed concept of his home planet, or whether that came later.

While he was describing the flora and fauna | retrieved his file and pulled out the information that prot

hed divulged to me in sessions five through eght. | quizzed hm on the names of grains, fruits and
vegetables, the various animd "beings” even about light travel and the K-PAXian calendar. | wont
repeat the questions and answers here, but they confirmed my suspicion that the creation of his dien
world was devel oped over many years. For example, he could tel me the names of only Sx grains a this
dage.

Our time ran out just as prot decided to make atrip to one of the K-PAXian libraries. He asked me
whether | would liketo join him. | said | was sorry, | had some gppointments. "It's your loss” he said.

After | had awakened him, and before he left my examining room, | asked prot whether he could, in
fact, tak to animds, as Gisdle and | suspected.

"Of course" he replied.

"Can you communicate with dl our beings?*

"I have alittle difficulty with homo sgpiens.”

"Can you tak to dolphins and whales?'

"They're beings, aren't they?"

"How do you do that?"



He wagged his head in abject frudration. "You humans consder yoursdves the smartest of the
EARTH'sbangs Am | right?'

"y es"

"Then obvioudy the other beings speak much smpler languages than yours, right?"

"Wdl-"

Out came the notebook, pendl poised. "So if you're so smart, and their languages are so Smple, how
come you can't communicate with them?' He waited for an answer. Unfortunately, | didn't have one.

JUST before | Ift for the day Gisdle gave me another discouraging report from the police. Her
contact had come up with alig of dl disappearances of white maes born between 1950 and 1965 from
the entire United States and Canada. There had been thousands during this period, of course, but not a
sngle one even came close to matching prot's profile. Some were too tal, some were bad, some were
blue-eyed, some were dead, some had been found and were accounted for. Unless prot were afemdein
disguise, was much older or younger than he seemed, or someone whose disappearance had not been
noticed, our patient, for dl practical purposes, did not exi<.

She was dso waiting for the names and locations of dl the daughterhouses operating anywhere in
North America between 1974 and 1985.

"You can diminate the ones in or near large cities” | told her. "Therés only one movie thegter.”

She nodded her acknowledgment. She looked tired. "I'm going to go home and deep for about two
days" she said, yavning. How | wished | could have done the samel

| was lying awake that night trying to make some sense of the day's eventswhy, | wondered hexily,
was there no record of Pete's disappearance? And what good, | tried to reason, was a lig of
daughterhouses without further information as to where our abattoir might be located?when | got a cdl
from Dr. Chakraborty. Ernie wasin the dinic. Someone had tried to kill him!

"What? Who?" | barked.

"Howie" came the chilling reply.

All | could think of as | sped down the expressway was. Jesus Christ! What have | done? Whatever
happened to Ernie was my fault, my responghility, just as | was responsble for everything dse that
happened at the hospitd. It was one of the worst moments of my life. But even at that blackest of hours |
was heartened by the glow of the city, her throbbing lights bright againgt the stedl-gray background of the
dawning sky, asful of defiant life as the night, some forty years earlier, that we futildy rushed my father
to the hospital. Same glowing sky, same darkening guilt.

Ernie was 4ill in the emergency room when | got to MPI. Dr. Chakraborty met me in the corridor
with: "You are not to worry. He is very fine" And indeed he was stting up in bed, sans mask, amiling,
his hands behind his head.

"How are you feding, Ermie?"

"Wonderful. Absolutdy wonderful.” | had never seen asmile quite like his. It was positively bestific.

"What happened, for God's sake?"

"My good friend Howie just about strangled me to death.” When he threw his head back to laugh, |
could see ared abrasion where something had been wrapped around his neck. "That old son-of-a-hitch.
| lovehim."

"Love him? He tried to kill you!"

"No he didn't. He made me think he tried to kill me. Oh, it was fantagtic. | was adeep. You know,
with my hands tied and everything? He wrapped something around my neck-a handkerchief or
something-and tightened it up, and there wasn't adamn thing | could do about it."

"Goon."

"When | stopped bregthing and became unconscious, he somehow lifted me onto a gurney and ran
me up here to the infirmary. They got me going again in a hurry, and when | woke up | redized
immediatdy what he had done.”

"What do you think he did?' | remember saying to mysdf as | asked him this | mus be a



psychiatrigt! It was dl | could do not to laugh.

"He taught me alesson I'll never forget.”

"Which was?

"Mat dying is nathing to fear. In fact, it's quite pleasant.”

"How s0?'

"Wdl, you've heard that old adage-when you die your life passes before your eyes? Well, it does!
But only the good parts! In my case, | was a child again. It was wonderful! My mother was there, and
my dog, and | had dl my old toys and games and my catcher's mitt.... It was jugt like living my whole
childhood over again! But it was no dream. It was redly hgppening! All those memories-| never redized
what a wonderful thing childhood isuntil | got the chance to rdiveit like that. And then, when | was ning,
it started dl over agan! And again! Over and over again! It was the best thing that ever happened to
me" There he was, his skin pae as a scalop, laughing about the event whose prospect had terrified him
dl hislife "l can hardly wait for the red thing!"

They had taken Howie to Ward Four. | let hm stew there the rest of that day and most of the next
before | found time to talk to him. | was angry with him and et him know it, but he just sat there beaming
a me, hisgrin a perfect copy of prot's know-it-all smirk. As he was heading back to his room on Ward
Two he turned and proclaimed, "prot says one more task and I'll be cured, too."

"Il decide that, goddamnit!" | shouted after him.

ONE of the night nurses told me later that the Duchess had begun to take some of her medsin the
dning room with the other patients. She was shocked and offended by dl the beching and fating
(courtesy, primarily, of Chuck), but, to her great credit, she usudly stuck it out.

At her firg appearance Bess tried to get up and serve her. One glance from prot and she returned to
her place.

Asusud, however, she wouldn't eat anything until everyone ese had finished.

"How did he get her to come to the table?' | asked the nurse.

"She wants to be the one who gets to go with him," came the obvious reply. She sounded envious.

Sesson Tweve

WHILE prot was munching peaches and plums | brought up the 'subject of Howie and his tasks. |
explained that the firs one he had assgned to him (to find the "bluebird of happiness’) had produced a
postive effect not only on Howie, but on the rest of the ward as well. Though it had turned out
successfully aso, the second (to "cure’ Ernie) was more problematical. | asked him if he had anything
eseinmind for my patient.

"Only one find task."

"Do you mind tdling me whét it iS?'

"That would spail the surprise.”

"I think we've had enough surprises around here for a while. Can you guarantee this task will cause
no harm to anyone?'

"If he does it wdl, it will be a very happy day for everyone, induding yoursdf." | was not so certain
about that, but my doubts were swallowed up by his sdf-confidence.

My father once lay down on the living room floor and asked me to make arun a him. He wanted me
to push off on his knees, flip over him, and land on my feet above his head. It sounded like suicide. "Trust
me" he said. So | put my lifein his hands, made a run a him, and, with his help, miraculoudy landed on
my feet. |. never did it again. prot had the same "trus me' look in his eyes when he told me about
Howie's last task. And on that note we began our twelfth session.

Theminute | started to count, prot fell into a deep trance. | asked whether he could hear me,

"Of course”

"Good. Now | want you to think back to the year 1979; that is, 1979 on Earth. It's Chrigmas Day,



1979. Where are you and what do you see?"

"l an on the PLANET TERSIPION in what you would cdl the CONSTELLATION TAURUS. |
see orange and green everywhere. It's quite remarkable. The flora on this WORLD are not
chlorophyll-based as they are on EARTH and K-PAX. Ingtead, light is gathered by a pigment smilar to
that of your red algae. The sky is green because of the chlorine in the atmosphere. There are dl kinds of
interesting beings, most of whom you would characterize as insects. Some are bigger than your
dinosaurs. All of them are quite dow-moving, fortunately, but you have to-"

"Excuse me, prot. | would love to hear about this planet, and dl the other places you have visited, but
right now | would prefer to concentrate on your passages to Earth.”

"Anything you say. But you asked me where | was and what | was doing on chrismas of 1979."

"Yes| did, but only as apoint of reference. What 1'd like to ask you to do now isto come forward in
time to your next vigt to Earth. Can you do that?"

"Of course. Um, let's see. January? No, | was dill on TERSIPION. February? No. | was back on
K-PAX then, learning to play the patuse, though I'll never be any good at it. It must have been in march.
Yes, it was march, that ddightful timein your northern hemisphere when the ice on the streams is mdting
and the mayapples and crocuses are coming up.”

"Thisis March 19807

"Precisdy.”

"And he cdled you?'

"Wadl, not for anything in particular. He just wants someone to tak things over with now and then.”

"Tdl me about him. What's he like? Is he married?'

"Yes, he's married to agirl he knew in-oh, | told you about that aready, didn't 1?

"The Cathalic girl who was pregnant when they were seniorsin high school ?*

"What a memory! She's dill a catholic, but no longer pregnant. That was five and a hdf years ago.”

"I've forgotten her name."

"I never told you her name"

"Can you tdl me now?'

After alengthy hesitation, during which he seemed to study my haircut (or the need thereof) he said,
quietly, "sarah."

Bardy conceding my dation: "Did they have a son or a daughter?”

"y es"

"I mean which?'

"You should do something about that sense of humor, doctor brewer. A daughter.”

"So she's about five?'

"Her birthday is next week."

"Any other children?'

"No. Sarah developed endometriogs and they gave her a hysterectomy. Stupid.”

"Because she was o young?'

"No. Because thereisa smple trestment for it that your medica people should have figured out long
"Can you tdl me the daughter's name? Or isthat a secret?’

After only a moment's hesitation: "rebecca” When this was divulged so readily | wondered whether
Pete had relented and had decided to dlow prot to tdl me his rea name. Perhaps he was beginning to
trust mel But prot mugt have anticipated my question. "Forget it," he said.

"Forget what?'

"He's not going to tdl you that.”

"Why not? Will he at least tdl me why not?'

"No."

"Youll just use the answer to chip away a him."

"All right. Then tdl methis Do they livein the same town he was born in?'



"Yesand no."

"Can you be more specific?'

"They livein atrailer outsde of town."

"How far outsde of town isit?'

"Not far. It'sin atraler park. But they want to get a house farther out in the country.”

A shot in the dark: "Do they have a sprinkler?”

"A what?'

"A lawn sprinkler.”

"Inatraler park?'

"All right. Do they both work?'

His mouth puckered dightly, as if the fruit hadn't agreed with him. "He has a full-time job, as you
would cdl it. She earns some money meking children's dothing.”

"Where does your friend work?'

"The same place his father and his grandfather did. Just about the only place in town there is to work,
unless you're a grocer or a banker."

"The daughterhouse?"

"Yessr, the old butchery.”

"What does he do there?'

"He's a knocker."

"What's a "knocker'?'

"The knocker is the guy who knocks the cows in the head so they don't struggle so much when you
cut their throats.”

"Does he like hisjob?"

"Are you kidding?'

"Wha ese does he do? At home, for example?”

"Not much. He reads the newspaper in the evening, after his daughter has gone to bed. On
weekends he tinkers with his car and watches tv like everybody esein town.”

"Does he dill hikein the woods?"

"Sarah would like him to do that, but he doesn't."

"It depresses him."

"Does he dill collect butterflies?'

"He threw out his collection a long time ago. There was no room for it in the trailer.”

"Does he regret his decison to get married and raise afamily?'

"Oh, no. Heistruly devoted to hiswife and daughter, whatever that means.”

"Tdl me about hiswife"

"Chearful. Energetic. Dull. Like mogt of the housewives you see & the a&p."

"And the daughter?'

"A carbon copy of her mother.”

"Dothey dl get dong wel?"

"They iddlize one another."

"Do they have alot of friends?"

"None."

"None?'

"Sarah's a catholic. | told you-it's aamdl town...."

"They never see anyone ds=?'

"Only her family. And his mother."

"What about his Ssters?’

"Onelivesin daska. The other isjud like everyone dseintown.”

"Would you say he hates her?'

"He doesn't hate anyone."



"What about mae friends?'

"There an't none."

"What about the bully. and the kid he beat up?'

"Oneisin prison, the other was killed in lebanon.”

"And he never stops off a atavern after work for a beer with hisfdlow knockers?'

“Not any more"

"Hedid earlier?’

"He usad to joke around with the others, have a beer or two. But whenever he invited someone for
supper, they aways found some excuse not to come. And no one ever invited him and his family for a
barbecue or anything else. After awhile he began to get the idea. Now they gtick to thelr trailer most of
thetime

| tried to tdl him this would happen.”

"Sounds like a pretty londy exigence."

"Not redly. Sarah has amillion brothers and sgers.”

"And now they're going to buy a house?"

"Maybe. Or build one. They've got their eye on a few acres of land. It's a beautiful spot, a part of a
farm that someone split up. It has a stream and a couple of acres of trees. A lovely place. Reminds me of
home. Except for the stream.”

"Tdl im | hope he getsit.”

"Il do that, but he ill won't tdl you his name.”

At that point Mrs. Trexler barged in, out of breath, whispering franticdly about a disturbance in the
psychopathic ward: Someone had kidnapped Gisdle! | quickly hushed her up and rductantly brought
prot back from his hypnotic state, left him with Mrs. T, and took off for the fourth floor.

Gidle It ishard to express the fedings | had in the few seconds it took me to make it downgtairs. |
couldn't have been more distressed if it had been Abby or Jenny in the hands of whichever lunatic had
grabbed her. | saw her douched down in my office chair, heard her childish voice, smdled her swest,
piney scent. Gisdle All my fault. All my fault. Allowing a hdpless girl to "cruise the corridors' of the
psych ward. | tried not to imegine a pair of hairy arms wrapped around her neck, or worse....

| banged into Four. Everyone was milling around or chaiting amiably, some even beginning to return
to their regular routines. | couldn't believe how unconcerned they seemed to be. All I could think' of was
What kind of people are these?

The kidnapper's name was Ed. He was a handsome, white, fifty-year-old man who had gone berserk
gx years earlier and gunned down eight people with a semiautométic rifle in a shopping mal parking lot.
Until that time he had been a successful stockbroker, a mode husband and father, sports fan, church
elder, sx-handicap golfer, and dl the rest. Afterward, even with regular medication, he suffered periods
of episodic dyscontrol accompanied by sgnificant dectrica activity in his brain, which usudly ended with
utter exhaudtion and figts bloodied by pounding them againgt the wdls of his room.

But it wasn't Gisdle he had kidnapped. It was LaBdle.

| never did find out whether Mrs. Trexler's tongue had dipped or whether | misheard her - | had
been worried about Gisdles safety dl dong. In any case the kitten had gotten into the psychopathic
ward, and when the orderlies opened Ed's door to take away his dirty laundry, she dipped insde. It
wasn't long before he was banging on the bars of his window and threatening to wring La Bédl€s little
neck unless he could talk to "the guy from outer space.”

Villers was there to remind me that he had opposed the idea of having animds in the wards, and
perhaps he was right - this would never have happened without the kitten and, furthermore, if anything
happened to it, the effect on Bess and the others could be quite demordizing. | thought Ed was bluffing;
he was not in one of his violent phases. But | could see no compelling reason not to let him talk briefly
with prot, and | asked Betty to send for him. prot, however, was dready there. Apparently he had
followed me down the gtairs.

There was no need to explain the Stuation, only to tel him to assure Ed there would be no reprisal if
he let the kitten go. prot, requesting that no one accompany him, headed for Ed's room. | assumed they



would talk through the barred window, but suddenly the door opened and prot darted insde, damming it
behind him.

After a few minutes | cautioudy approached the window and peered into the room. They were
ganding over by the far wall, taking quietly. 1 couldn't hear what they were saying. Ed was holding La
Bele, stroking her gently. When he glanced toward me | backed off.

prot findly came out, but without the kitten. After meking sure the security guard had locked Ed's
door, | turned to him, puzzled. Anticipating my question, he said, "He won't harm her."

"How do you know that?"

"Hetold me"

"Uh-huh. What dse did he tdl you?'

"Hewantsto go to K-PAX."

"Wha did you tdl him?'

"I sad | couldn't take him with me"

"What did he say to that?'

"He was disgppointed until | told him | would come back for him later.”

"And that satisfied him?'

"He said he would wait if he could keep the kitten.”

"Bl - "

"Dont worry. He won't hurt her. And he won't cause you any more trouble, ether.”

"How can you be so sure of that?"

"Because he thinks that if he does, | won't come back for him. | would anyway, but he doesn't know
that." "You would? Why?'

"Because | told him | would. By the way, he said as we were waking out together, "youll need to
find afew more furry beings for the other wards."

HERE was Howi€'s find task: to be ready for anything. To respond a a moment's notice to whatever
prot, without warning, might challenge him with.

For a day or two he raced a tachyon speed from the library to his room and back to the
library-same old Howie. He didn't deep for forty-eight hours. He was reading Cervantes, Schopenhauer,
the Bible. But suddenly, as he was darting past the lounge window where he had spotted the bluebird, he
stopped and took his old seat on the ledge. He began to chuckle, then to roar. Pretty soon the whole
ward, except perhaps for Bess, was giggling, then the whole hospita, saff and dl. The absurdity of prot's
charge, that he be ready for anything that might possibly happen, had sunk in.

"It's Supid to try to prepare for life" Howie told me later, on the lawn. "It happens, and there it a
damn thing you can do about it." prot was over by the sde wall examining a sunflower. | wondered what
he saw init that we didn't.

"What about your task?' | asked him.

"Que sera, sera,” he whidled, leaning back to soak up the warm sunshine. "l think I'll take a nap.”

| suggested he think about the possibility of moving to Ward One. "Il wait until Emies ready," he
sad.

The problem was that Ernie didn't want to leave. | had dready proposed, at the last daff meeting,
that Ernie be transferred to One as wdl. He had shown no sgn of the debilitating phobia snce his
"cure’-no mask, no complaints about the food, no hog-tying himsdf a night or degping on the floor. He
was, in fact, spending most of his time with the other patients, particularly Bess and Maria. He had
dready become quite adept a recognizing the Tatter's various dters, leaning dl their names and
characterigtics, waiting petiently for the "red" Maria to make an appearance, then going out of his way to
keep her around, gently encouraging her interests in neediepoint and macrame. It was obvious that Ernie
hed a taent for heping others, and | encouraged him to consder going into one of the hedth or socid
professons. Hisreply was, "But there's so much that needs to be done here.”

It was about thistime that Chuck organized an essay contest to decide who would be the one to go
with prot on August seventeenth. The plan called for submisson of dl entries by the tenth, a week before



his "departure,” a date that was rapidly gpproaching. prot had apparently agreed to read dl the essays by
the seventeenth.

Severd daff members noted that Ward Two was unusudly quiet during that two-week period with
everyone stting off by him/hersdlf, thinking hard, bending over periodicdly to write something down. The
only patients who didn't seem to want to go to k-PAX were Ernie and Bess-Ernie because there was
work to be done here, and Bess because she fdt she didn't deserve a free trip. And, of course, Russl,
who cdled the contest "the work of the devil "

Sesson Thirteen

EVER snce she ran off to Texas with a guitar player a the age of fifteen, my daughter Abby has
been a vegetarian. She won't wear fur, ether, and has long opposed the use of animds in medicd
research. | have tried many times to explain to her the benefits to mankind of the latter endeavor, but her
mind is closed on the subject. "Explain that to dl the dead dogs,” is her standard reply. We havent
discussed the subject in years.

Abby once gave me a taped recording of whae songs. At the beginning of sesson thirteen, while
prot was digging into a watermelon, | played it for him. He stopped chewing and tilted his head to one
gde, much as Shasta had done when she had heard the same tape. By the time it was over he was
grinning even more broadly than usud. A piece of the rind was stuck in his teeth. | said, "Can you make
anything out of that?'

"Of course.”

"What isit? Isit some kind of communication?"

"What did you think it was-stomach gas?'

"Can you tdl me what they're saying?'

"Sure”

"Wdl?'

"They're passing on dl kinds of very complex navigationd data, temperature and solute and food
type and digribution charts, and lots of other things, induding some poetry and art. It isrich in imagery
and emotion, which you would probably dismiss as “sentimentd."

"Can you give me aliterd trandetion of dl that?'

"l could, but | won't."

"Because you would use it againg them.”

| felt a certain amount of resentment at being held persondly responsible for the decimation of many
of the world's cetaceans, but could think of no good reply.

"There was dso a message for dl the other beings on the PLANET." He paused here, peering a me
out of the corner of an eye, and took ancther hite of fruit.

"Wdl? Are you going to tdl me what it was? Or are you going to keep that a secret, too?"

"They're saying, "Let's be friends " He finished the melon, counted, "One-two-three-four-five," and
was out like alight.

"Comfortable?' | said, when | redized he had dready hypnotized himsdf.

"Perfectly, my dear Sr."

"Good." | took a very deep breath. "Now I'm going to give you a specific date, and | want you to
remember where you were and what you were doing on that day. Do you understand?’

"Jawoh!."

"Excdlent.” | braced mysdf. "The date is August seventeenth, 1985."

There was no hint of shock or other emotion. "Yes" wasdl he sad.

"Where are you?'

"I'm on K-PAX. Harvesting some kropins for amed.”

"Kropins?'



"Kropins are fungi. Something like your truffles. Big truffles. Ddlicious. Do you like truffles?!

| was abit annoyed by his attention to trivia a a time like this, though it was | who had pursued the
topic. "I've never had truffles. But let's get on with this, shdl we? |s anything ese happening? Any cdls
from Earth?'

"Thereit isnow, as a matter of fact, and I'm on my way."

"What did it fed like when the cdl came?"

"He needed me. | fdt that he needed me"

"And how long will it take you to get to Eath?"

"Notimeat dl. You see, a tachyon speed, time goes backward, so that-"

"Thank you. You've dready explained to medl about light trave.”

"Funny, | don't remember doing that. But then you must know it takes no time at dl.”

"Yes | had forgotten. So now you are on Earth?!

"Yes In zare"

"Zaire?'

"Itispointing toward K-PAX at this moment."

"And now youll be heading for-"

"And now | am with him."

"Your friend?'

"y es"

"Where are you? What is happening?'

"By ariver in back of hishouse. It is dark. Heistaking off his clothes.

"He cdled you to Earth to go for a nighttime swim with him?”’

"No. Heistrying to kill himsdf."

"Kill himsdf? Why?'

"Because something terrible has happened.”

"What happened?

"He doesn't want to talk about it."

"Damnit, I'm trying to hdp him."

"He knows that."

"Then why won't hetdl me?

"He feds terribly hurt and ashamed. He doesn't want you to know."

"But | can't help him unless he tells me what happened.”

"He knows that, too."

"Then why-"

"Because then you'd know what even he doesn't want to know."

"Do you know what happened?’

"No."

"No? Doesnt hetdl you everything that happens to him?"

"Not any more."

"Then will you help him? If you can get him to tdl me what happened you would be taking the firgt
step toward heping him dedl with it."

"No."

"He doesn't want to talk about it-remember?’

"But timé's running out for him!"

"Timeis running out for everyone."

"All right. What is happening now?"

"Heisfloating down the river. Heis drowning. He wants to die" prot stated this matter-of-factly, as
if he were a disinterested observer.

"Can't you stop him?'

"What can | do?’



"You could talk to him. Help him."

"If hewants to die, that's hisright, don't you think?'

"But heisyour friend. If he dies you will never see im again.”

"l am hisfriend. That iswhy | won't interfere.”

"All right. Is he conscious?'

"Bardy."

"But dill in the water?!

"y es"

"Thereisdill time. Help him, for God's sake."

"Thereis no need. The stream has washed him onto the bank. He will survive."

"How far downstream did it carry him?"

"Jug afew jarts-amile or 0."

"What is he doing now?'

"He's coughing. He'sfull of water, but he's coming around.”

"And you are with him?"

"Asclose as | am to you right now."

"Can you talk to him?'

"I can tak to him, but he won't talk to me."

"What is he doing now?"

"He's judt lying there.” At this point prot took off his shirt and lay it on the floor in front of him.

"You covered him?'

"Heis shivering." prot lay down on the carpet beside his shirt.

"You are lying down beside him?'

"Yes We are going to deep now."

"Yes, you do that. And now I'm going to ask you to come forward in time to the next morning. The
aunis up. Where are you now?"'

"Sill lying here”

"Heis degping?’

"No. He just doesn't want to get up.”

"Did he say anything during the night?"

"No."

"Did you say anything to him?'

"No."

"All right. Now it's late afternoon. Where are you now?' prot got up and returned to his chair. "In
zare"

"Zare? How did you get to Zaire?"

"It's difficult to explain. You see, light has certain-"

"What | meant was, why did you go back there? Is your friend with you?"

"It looked like a beautiful country. | thought some sightseeing might cheer im up.”

"Did you talk to him about it?"

"Yes | sad, Let's get out of here.™

"What did he say?"

"Nothing."

"So now yourein Zaire"

"Yes"

"Both of you."

"y es"

"What will you do next?'

"Get to know the beings here.”

"And then what?*

"Well move on to another place.”



"All right. It's 9x months later. February seventeenth, 1986. Where are you?"

"Egypt.”

"Sill in Africa?'

"It's abig continent. By EARTH standards, anyway."

"Isyour friend dill with you?'

"Of course.”

"What did you use for money on these travels?'

"Nothing. We just took what we needed.”

"And nobody objected?’

"Not after | explaned who we were."

"All right. 1t's one year after you Ieft the river. August seventeenth, 1986. Where are you now?"

"Sweden.”

"Doyou likeit there?"

"Veay much. They are more like K-PA Xians here than anywhere else we've been.”

"Inwha way?'

"They are less warlike, and more tolerant toward their fdlow beings than the other countries we have
vidted."

"Augud seventeenth, 1987."

"Saudi arabia”

"Augus seventeenth, 1988."

"Queendand, audrdia.”

"Augud seventeenth, 1989."

"Bdlivia"

"October saventeenth, same year."

"The united states. indiana.”

"December seventeenth.”

"new york."

"February seventeenth, 1990."

"The long idand psychiatric hospitd.”

"May seventeenth.”

"The manhattan psychiatric inditute.”

"The present.”

"Same old place.”

"And your friend hasn't spoken to you indl thistime?"

"Hardly aword."

"Have you tried to tak to hm?'

"Occasondly.”

"May | try?'

"Bemy gues."

"I need aname. It would be so much easier if you would give me aname to cdl him."

" can't do that. But I'll give you a hint. He can fly."

"Hy? Is his name Fred?'

"C'mon, you can do better than that. Can't you think of anything thet flies besides airplanes?’

"He's a bird? He has the name of a bird?"

"Bingo!"

"Uh, uh, Dondd? Woody? Jonathan Livingson?'

"Those aren't red birds, are they, gene?'

"Martin? Jay!"

"Robin? Robert?'
"Wdl done, doctor brewer. The rest isup to you."



"Thank you. I'd like to speak to him now. Do you mind?'

"Why should 1?" Suddenly prot/Robert douched down in his chair. His hands fdl limply to his Sides.

"Robert?'

No response.

"Robert, thisis Doctor Brewer. | think | can hep you." No response.

"Robert, lisen to me. You've had a terrible shock. | understand your pain and suffering. Can you
hear me?' No response.

Atthispoint | took a chance. Knowing prot and, through him, something about Robert, | could not
shake the feding that if he had in fact hurt, or killed, someone, it must have been an accident or, more
likdy perhaps, sdf-defense. It was mogtly speculation, but it was dl | had. "Robert, ligen to me. What
happened to you could have happened to anyone. It is not something to be ashamed of. It is a normd
response that human beings are programmed to carry out. It'sin our genes. Do you understand? Anyone
might have done the same thing you did. Anyone would condone what you did and why you did it. | want
you to understand that. If you will just acknowledge that you hear me we can tak about it. We don't
have to tak about what happened just yet. Only about how we can get you to overcome your grief and
sdf-hatred. Won't you talk to me? Won't you let me help you?'

We sat dlently for severa minutes while | waited for Robert to make a move, a amdl gesture to
indicate he he had heard my plea. But he never twitched amuscle,

"I'm going to ask you to think about it for a while Well tak about this again a week from today, dl
right? Please trust me."

No response.

"I'm going to ask to speak with your friend now."

In atwinkling prot was back, wide-eyed and amiling broadly. "Hiya, gene. Long time no see. How ya
been?' We taked a bit aout our fird few meetings back in May, the tinies detals of which he
described perfectly, asif he had a tape recorder ingde his head.

| woke him and sent im back to Ward Two. Chearful as ever, he didnt remember a thing about
whet had just trangpired.

THERE was a seminar that afternoon in our lecture room, but | didnt hear a word of it. | was
conddering the posshility of increasing the number of sessons with prot/Robert. Unfortunady, | had a
mesting in Los Angdles at the end of that week and the beginning of the next, something that had been
arranged months before and would have been impossible to get out of. But | suspected that even a dozen
more sessions wouldn't be enough. Maybe a hundred wouldn't be enough to sort everything out. True, |
now knew hisfirst name, but | wasn't sure this would be of much help in tracing his background. It was
encouraging in another sense, however: It indicated a possible crack in the armor, a hint of willingness on
Robert's part to begin to cooperate, to help with his own recovery, to get wel. But there were only two
weeks left before prot's "departure.” If | couldn't get through to him by then, | was afraid it would be too
late.

"Hisname is Robert Something,” | told Gisdlle after the seminar.

"Great! Let me check it againg my lig." She bent over a long computer printout. Her profile was
perfect, like one of those "Can you draw me?' advertissments. "Here's one! But this guy disappeared in
April of 1985, and he was gxty-eight years old. Wait! Here's another one! And he disappeared in
August! No, no, he was only seven then. That would make him twelve now." She looked at me sadly.
"Those were the only two Roberts.”

"l was afrad of that."

"He's got to exig," she wailed. "There has to be a record of his exigence. We mugt have missed
something. An important clue. .. " She jumped up and began pacing around my office. Eventudly she
spotted the picture of my family on my desk. She asked me about my wife, where we had met, and s0
on. | told her how long | had known Karen, alittle about the kids. Then she sat down and told me some
things about hersdlf she hadn't mentioned before. | shdl not record the details here, but she was on



inimete terms with more than one prominent figure from the worlds of sports and journadlism. The point,
however, is that dthough she had countless mde friends, she had never married. | wasn't about to ask
her why, but she answered asif | had: "I'm an idedis and a perfectionist and dl the wrong things™ and
turned her gaze to a faraway place in the distant past. "And because | have never met a man | could give
mysdf to, utterly and completdly.” Then she turned to me In a moment of hepless ego-Brown's
syndromeis a very powerful force-l was sure she was going to say, "Urtil now.” My tie suddenly needed
my attention. "And now I'm going to lose him," she whimpered, "and there's nathing | can do about it!"
She was in love with prot!

Caught between disappointment and rdief | said something stupid: "I've got a son you might like" |
was thinking of Fred, who had just landed a part in a comedy playing a a dinner theater in Newark.

She smiled warmly. "The pilot who decided to become an actor? How old was he when that picture
was teken?'

"Nineteen."

"Hé's cute, isn't he?'

"I suppose 0." | gazed fondly at the photograph on my desk.

"That picture reminds me of my own family,” she said. "My dad was so0 proud of us. We dl became
professonds of one sort or another. Ronnie is a surgeon, Audrey's a dentist, Gary a vet. I'm the only dud
inthe bunch.”

"I wouldnt say that. Not a dl. You are one of the best reporters in the country. Why settle for
second best in something ese?"

She amiled at that and nodded. "And that picture of you reminds me of my father."

"How s0?'

" don't know. He was nice. Kind. You'd have liked him."

"I probably would have. May | ask what happened to him?"

"He committed suicide™

"Oh, Gisdle, I'm very sorry."

Dreamily: "He had cancer. He didn't want to be a burden.”

We sat inmy office thinking our own private thoughts until 1 happened to glance a the clock on my
desk. "Good grief-I've got to run. We're going to go see Freddy perform tonight. He's playing a
reporter. Y ou want to come with us?'

"No, no thanks. I've got some writing to do. And some thinking."

Aswe got into the elevator | reminded her that | was going out of town for a few days and wouldn't
be back until the middle of the fallowing week.

"Maybe I'll have the case solved by then! I'm supposed to get the locations of dl the daughterhouses
tomorrow!"

She gat off on Two and | stood there in the empty eevator feding the tug of gravity and a profound
sense of sadness and not knowing which | understood less.

Sesson Fourteen
| didn't get back to my office until the following Wednesday morning. As soon as | waked in |
detected the fragrance of pine trees, and | knew that Gisdle had been there. Perched on top of the greet
mound of work piled on my desk was a note negtly handwritten in green ink:
There was only one disappearance in 1985 that occurred in a town where a daughterhouse is
located. It wasin South Carolina, and the missing person was a woman. Am spending this week
inthe library going over newspaper filesfor that year.

See you later.



Love, G.

While | was reading it | got a cdl from Charlie Hynn, the astronomer, my son-in-law's colleague at
Princeton. After he had returned from his vacetion in Canada, Steve had told him about the discrepancy
between his and prot's account of the orbit of K-PAX around its double suns. He was very excited. The
caculation, he said, had been done by one of his graduate students. Upon hearing of prot's verson he
hed recalculated the orbitd pattern himsdf, and it turned out to be exactly as prot had described it: a
pendulum+-like back-and-forth motion, not a figure eght. All the star charts prot had drawn up were quite
accurate as well. | thought nothing would faze me anymore where prot was concerned, but what this
traned stientig said next shocked me as much as it fascinated him. He said, "Savants are badcdly
people with prodigious memories, aren't they? This is different, there is no way anyone could guess that
orbita pattern or intuit it. I know this sounds crazy, but | can't see how he could have come up with this
information unless he had actudly been therel” This from aman who isas sane as, you or |. "Could | talk
to your patient?' he went on. "There are severd thousand questions I'd like to ask him!*

| rgected thisidea, of course, for a number of reasons. | suggested, however, that he send me a lig
of fifty of the key questions he wanted to ask prot, and assured him that | would be happy to present
them to him. "But makeit fagt," | said. "He dams he's leaving on August seventeenth.”

"Can you get him to stay longer?"

"l doubt it."

"Canyou try?'

"I'm trying my damnedest,” | retorted.

THE rest of the morning was taken up with meetings and an interview with the third candidate for the
directorship. I'm afraid | didn't give him the attention he deserved. He seemed capable enough, and had
published some excdllent work. His specidty was Tourette's syndrome, and he suffered from a mild form
of the efliction himsdf-nervous tics, primarily, though he occasiondly caled me "a piece of shit"” But |
was too preoccupied with trying to formulate a way to get through to Robert to ligen. At last an idea
came to mind, and unforgivably | sat up and blurted, "Ah!" Thinking | was referring to his discourse, our
guest was quite pleased by my outburst and went on and on with an even greater display of facd
twitching and name cdling than before. | paid no atention to him-I was absorbed by the question: Could
the host persondity be hypnotized while the secondary dter is dready under hypnoss?

"OKAY, ready for anything,” prot said after finishing a huge mixed fruit sdlad and blowing his nose
on his ngpkin. He tossed it into the bowl and looked for the spot on the wal behind me. Knowing he
would jump the gun, however, | had covered it up before he could throw himsdf into a trance.

"I'm not going to hypnotize you for awhile”

"I told you it wouldn't work," he said, bresking into the al-too-familiar grin.

"I want to talk to you about Robert fird."

The amile vanished. "How did you find out his name?"

"You told me"

"Under hypnoss?'

"Yes"

"W, flatten my feet and cdl me deffy.”

"What happened to hiswife and child?'

prot seemed confused, edgy. "I don't know."

"Oh, come on. He must have told you that."

"Wrong. He's never mentioned them since | found him by the river.”

"Where are they now?'

"l have no idea."

Either prot was lying, which | srongly doubted, or he was genuindy unaware of Robert's activities
when the latter didn't communicate them. If that were the case Rob could try dmost anything-possibly



even suicide-without prot's knowledge. | was more certain than ever that | had to get through to him as
soon as possible. In fact, there wasn't amoment to lose. | stood up and removed the tape from the spot
on the wal behind me. prot fel into hisusud deep trance immediatdy.

"We are now in the present. prot? Do you understand?’

"Yes Itisnot adifficult concept.”

"Good. Is Robert there with you?'

"Yes"

"May | spesk to him, please?

"You may, but he probably won't speak to you."

"Please let im come forward.”

Silence. Robert douched down in the chair, his chin on his chest.

"Robert?"

No response.

"Robert, thisis Doctor Brewer. Please open your eyes” There was a barely detectable hift in his
position. "Robert, ligen to me. | am not just trying to help you. | know | can hep you. Please trust me.
Open your eyed" His eyes flickered open for a moment, then closed again.

After afew seconds he blinked severd times, as if vadllating, and findly they stayed open. It was
litle more than a vacant stare, but it was something.

"Robert! Can you hear me?' After what seemed like an eternity | detected a hint of a nod. "Good.
Now | want you to focus your attention on the spot on the wall behind me.”

Thelifdess eyes, gazing emptily at the edge of my desk, shifted upward dightly.

"A little higher. Raise your eyes alittle higher!”

Sowly his focus lifted, an inch at a time, dowly, dowly. Ignoring my presence completely, he lifted
his gaze to the wal behind my shoulder. His mouth had fdlen open.

"Good. Now, ligen carefully. I'm going to count forward from six to ten. As | count, your eyelids will
become heavy and you will grow increesingly deepy. By the time | get to ten, you will be in a deep
trance. But you will be able to hear and understand everything | say. Now this is very important: When |
clap my hands, you will wake up. Do you understand?’

A tiny, but definite, nod.

"Good. Well begin now. Sx..." | waiched carefully as his eydids began to droop. ... and ten.
Robert, can you hear me?'

No response.

"Robert?"

Unintdligible.

"Please speak louder.”

A feeble"Yes'" more like agurgle. But someone was there! At that moment | was very, very glad |
hed chosen to become a psychiatrist.

"Good. Now ligen to me. We are going to travel back in time. Imagine the pages of a caendar
tumning rapidly backward. It is now Augug eighth, 1989, exactly, one year ago. Now it is 1988; now
1987, now 1986. Now, Robert, it is August eighth, 1985, a noon. Where are you?"

He remained motionless for saverad minutes before murmuring, "I am at work." He sounded tired, but
his voice was clear, though dightly higher-pitched than prot's.

"What are you doing there?'

"l am egting my lunch.”

"What are you edting?'

"I have a Dutch loaf sandwich with Miracle Whip and pickles, a peanut butter sandwich with
Concord grape jdly, potato chips, a banana, two sugar cookies, and a thermos of coffee.”

"Where did you get your lunch?'

"From my lunch bucket.”

"Your wife made it for you?'

"y es"



"All right. We are going to move forward eight days and two hours. It is 200 P.M. on August
gxteenth, 1985. Where are you now?"

"At work."

"And what are you doing at this moment?'

"Knocking steers.”

"All right. What do you see?'

"It is jerking around meking noises. | bang it again. Now it is dill." He wiped some imaginary
perspiration from his forehead with the back of his hand.

"And it moves down the line where someone e cuts the throat, is that right?'

"Yes after it is shackled.”

"Then what?"

"Then another one comes dong. Then another, then another, then another-"

"All right. Now it is just after quitting time. You are on_ your way home from work. You are home
now, getting out of your car. You are going up the walk-"

His eyes widened. "Someone is there!™

"Who? Who is there?

Agitated: "I don't know. He is coming out of my house. | have never seen him before. He is going
back into the house! Something is wrong! | am running after him, chasng him into the house. Oh, God,
no!

NOOOOOOOO000000O!" He began to wall, his head wagging back and forth, his eyes as big
as the moon. Then he looked toward me and his demeanor changed radicdly-an utter transmogrification.
He looked as though he wanted to kill me.

"Robert!" | ydled, dapping my hands together as loudly as | could. "Wake up! Wake up!" His eyes
closed immediatdy, thank God, and an exhausted Robert sat dumped in the chair in front of me.

"Robert?"

No response.

"Robert?"

Sill nothing.

"Robert, it'sdl right. It's over now. Everything isdl right. Can you hear me?'

No response.

"Robert, I'd like to talk to prot now." No response.

"Please let me speak to prot. prot? Are you there?' | was beginning to fed a mounting trepidation.
Had | been too aggressve? What if-?

Hndly his head lifted and his eyes blinked open. "Now you've done it."

"prot? Is that you?'

"You had to do it, didn't you? Just when he started to trust you, you went for the jugular.”

"prot, 1 would like to have taken it more dowly, but you are planning to leave us on the seventeenth.
Our timeisamog up!"

"I told you - | have no choice in the matter. If we don't leave then well never be able to get back.”

"You and Robert?

"Yes Except ..."

"Except what?"

"Except he's gone now.”

"Gone? Gone where?!

"I don't know."

"Look hard, prot. He must be there with you somewhere.”

"Not anymore. He's not here anymore. Y ou have driven him away."

"Okay, I'm going to count back from five to one now. As the numbers decrease you will begin to
wake up. On the count of one you will be fully dert and feding fine. Ready? Five ... one.”

"Hdlo."

"How do you fed?'



"I think | had too much fruit. Have you got any antacid?'

"Betty will get some for you later. Right now we need to tak."

"Wha ese have we been doing for the past three months?'

"Whereisyour friend Robert right now?"

"No ides, coach."

"But you told me earlier he wasin “a sife place.™

"He was then, but he's gone now."

"But you could contact him if you wanted to."

"Maybe. Maybe not.”

"All right. Let's review a few things When you came to Earth five years ago, Robert was trying to
drown himsdf. Remember?”

"How could | forget?"

"But you don't know why?"

"I think it's because he didn't want to live anymore.”

"I mean, you have no idea what caused him to be so upset? So desperate?’

"Haven't we been over this?'

"I think he may have killed someone.”

"Robert? Nah. He loses his temper sometimes, but-"

"I don't think he meant to kill anyone. | think he caught someone in his house. Someone who may
have harmed his wife and daughter in some way. He is only humean, prot. He reacted without thinking."

"I'm not surprised.”

"prot, ligen to me. You helped Howie to cure Ernie of his phobia. I'm going to ask you to do
something for me. I'm going to ask you to cure Robert. Let'scdl it a “task.' I'm assigning you the task of
curing Robert. Do you accept the assgnment?'

"Sorry, | can't.”

"Why the hdl not?"

"BErmie wanted to get well. Robert doesn't. He just wants to be left done. He doesn't even want to
tak to me anymore.”

"Youve helped alot of the patientsin Ward Two. | have confidence that if you redly put your mind
to it you could help Robert, too. Will you plesse try?'

"Anything you Sgh, mite. But don't hold your breath."

"Good. | think that's enough work for today. We both need alittle time to reflect on this. But I'd like
to schedule an extra sesson with you on Sunday. It's the only day | have. Would you be willing to come
back for a Sunday sesson?’

"What about your promise to your wife?"

"What promise?’

"That you would take sundays off, no matter what. Except that you cheat and bring work home."

"How did you know about that?"

"Everyone knows about that.”

"She's going to the Adirondacks with Chip for a couple of weeks, if it's any of your busness”

"Inthat case, | would be ddighted to accept your kind invitation.”

"Thank you."

"Dont mention it. Is thet al?"

"Toodle-00."

| switched off the tape recorder and dumped down in my chair, as drained of emotion as Robert
mug have been. | fdt very bad about this particular sesson. | had rushed things, taken a big chance and
faled, perhaps irreversbly. One thing you learn in psychiatry: Tresting a psychotic patient is like snging
operait seems easy enough to the spectator, but it takes a tremendous amount of work and there are no
shortcuts.

On the other hand, perhaps | had not been bold enough. Perhaps | should have forced him to tdl me,



exactly what he saw that August afternoon when he got home from work. | knew now tha he had
sumbled onto something terrible, and | suspected what it might have been. But this hadn't helped my
petient one iota and, indeed, may have made things worse. Moreover, | had missed a golden opportunity
to ask hm his last name! The position of director, free of patient responghility, suddenly seemed a very
atractive idea.

JUST before she léft for the weekend Betty told me she had given up on the idea of motherhood. |
sad | was sorry it hadn't worked out for her. She replied that | needn't be, and pointed out that there
were dready more then five hillion human beings on Earth, and maybe that was enough. She had
obvioudy been talking with prot.

Aswe were waking down the corridor she suggested that | stop in and see Maria. She wouldn't tdll
mewhy. | glanced at my watch. | had about five minutes before | had to leave for afund-raisng dinner at
the Plaza. Sengng my impatience, she patted my arm. "It1l be worth it."

| found Maria in the quiet room taking with Ernie and Russdl. She seemed uncharacteristicaly
happy, so | thought it was anew dter | had encountered. But it was Maria hersdf! Although the answer
was obvious, | asked her how she was feding.

"Oh, Doctor Brewer, | have never fdt so good. All the others are with me on this. | know it."

"With you on what? What happened?!

"I've decided to become a nun! Isn't it wonderful?' | found mysdf amiling broadly. The idea was so
ample I wondered why | hadn't thought of it mysdf. Perhaps because it was too smple. Perhaps we
psychiarigds have a tendency to make things more complicated than they redly are. In any case, there
she was, nearly beside hersdf with joy.

| was beginning to fed better mysdf. "What made you decide to do that?"

"Emie showed me how important it was to forgive my father and my brothers for what they did. After
that, everything was different.”

| congratulated Ernie on his help. "It wasn't my ideg," he said. "It was prot's.”

Russ| seemed unsure about what to make of dl this. "It isonly by Bedlzebub, the prince of demons,
that this man casteth out demons,” he mumbled uncertainly, and shuffled away.

Maria watched him leave. "Of course it's only for alittle while"

"Why only for awhile?' | asked her.

"When prot comes back he's going to take me with him!*

Sesson FHfteen

KAREN and Shasta left for the Adirondacks late Sunday morning. Shaz was as joyous as Maria had
been two days earlier-she knew exactly where she was going. | promised to join them in a week or so.

Chip, busy with his lifeguard duties, had decided not to spend his time with his fuddy-duddy parents
after dl, but moved in with a friend whose father and mother were dso on vacation. With no one in the
house but me, | decided to check into the guest room at the hospital for the duration.

| made it to my office that afternoon jugt in time for my sesson with prot. | was dready swedting
profusdy. It was avery hot day and the ar conditioning system wasn't working. It didn't seem to bother
prot, who had stripped down to his polka-dot boxer shorts. "Just like home" he chirped. | turned on the
little dectric fan | keep for such emergencies, and we got on with it.

Unfortunately, | cannot relate the contents of that interview verbatim because of a mdfunction in my
tape recorder, which | did not discover until the sesson was over.

What follows is a summary based on the swesty notes | took at the time.

While he devoured a prodigious number of cherries and nectarines, | handed him the lig of questions
Charlie Hynn had faxed to me for prot's atention. 1 had perused the fifty undoubtedly well-chosen
queries mysdf, but they were quite technicd, and | wasn't much interested a that point what his
responses, if any, would be. (I could have answered the one about light trave-it's done with mirrors))



prot merdy smiled and suffed them under the dadtic band of his shorts dongside the ever-present
notebook.

At the merest suggestion he found the spot on the wal behind me and immediaidy fdl into his usud
deep trance. | wasted no time in dismissng prot and asked to speak with Robert. His countenance
dropped a once, he douched down to the point where it dmost seemed he would fdl out of his chair,
and that's where he stayed for the remainder of the hour. Nothing | brought up-his father's desth, his
rlaionship with his friends (the bully and his victim), his employment a the daughterhouse, the
whereabouts of his wife and daughter-dicited the dightet hint of a reaction. | carefully introduced the
subject of the lavn sprinkler, but even that evoked no response whatsoever. It was as if Robert had
prepared himsdf for this confrontation, and nothing | could say was going to shock him out of his virtudly
catatonic state. | tried every professond maneuver and amateurish trick | could think of, induding lying
to him about what prot had told me about his life, and ending up by cdling him a shameless coward. Al
to no avall.

But something had occurred to me when | brought up the subject of his family and friends. | recdled
prot, and was greetly relieved- when hefindly showed up. | asked him whether there was anyone, if not
me, Robert would be willing to speak to. After aminute or two he said, "He might be willing to talk to his
mother.”

| implored him to help me find her. To give me a name or an address. He said, agan after a few
moments of slence, "Her nameis beatrice. That'sdl | can tdl you."

Before | woke him up | tried one more blind shot. "Whet is the connection between a lavn sprinkler
and what happened to Robert on August seventeenth, 1985?7" But he seemed genuindy befuddled by this
reference (as had the unhypnatized prot), and there was no sgn of the panic dicited by my wifes turning
on ours a the Fourth of July picnic in our backyard. Utterly frustrated, | brought him back to redlity,
cdled in our trusty orderlies, and rductantly sent him back to Ward Two.

THE next day Gisdle reported that she had spent most of the previous week, dong with her friend,
a the Research Library tracking down and reading articles from smdl-town (those with daughterhouses)
newspapers for the summer of 1985, so far without success, though there were 4ill two large trays of
miaafilm to go. | passed on the meager information | had managed to obtain. She doubted that Robert's
mother's name would be of much help, but it led her to another idea. "What if we dso search the files for
1963, when his father died? If there's an obituary for a man whaose wifés name was Bestrice and who
hed a sx-year-old son named Robert ... Damn! why didn't | think of that before?"

"At this point,” | agreed, "anything's worth atry.”

CHUCK had collected dl the "Why | Want to Go to K-PAX" essays over the weekend. Most of
the patients had submitted one, and a far number of the support daff as wel, induding Jensen and
Kowaski. As it happened, this was the time for Besss semiannud interview. During thet encounter |
asked her why she hadn't entered the contest.

"You know why, Doctor," she replied.

"I would rather you tdl me"

"They wouldn't want somebody like me"

"l don't deserve to go."

"Wha makes you think thet?"

"l eat too much."

"Now, Bess, everyone here eats more than you do.”

"l don't deserveto eat.”

"Everyone has to edt."

"I don't like to eat when there are so many that don't have anything. Every timel try to eat | see alot
of hungry faces pressed up againg the window, just watching me eat, waiting for something to fdl on the
floor, and when it does they can't get in to pick it up. All they can do is wait for somebody, to take out



the garbage. | can't eat when | see dl those hungry faces”

"There's nobody at the window, Bess."

"Oh, they're there dl right. You just don't see them.”

"You can't hdp themif you're sarving, too."

" don't deserveto eat.”

We had been around this circle many times before. Bess's battle with redlity had not responded well
to treatment. Her periods of depresson had been bardy managed with ECT and Clozaril and, more
recently, by the presence of La Bedle Chatte. She perked up a little when | told her that Betty was
planning to bring in another haf dozen cats from the animd shelter. Until further progress was madein the
trestment of paranoid schizophrenia and psychotic depression there wasn't much more we could do for
her. | dmost wished she had been among those who had submitted an gpplication for passage to
K-PAX.

The kitten, incidentdly, was doing fine with Ed. The only problem was that everyone in the
psychopathic ward now wanted an animd. One patient demanded we get him a horse!

ON Tuesday, Augus fourteenth, prot cdled everyone to the lounge. It was generdly assumed he
was going to make some kind of farewel speech and announce the results of the essay contest Chuck
had organized. When dl of Wards One and Two and some of Three and Four, induding Whacky and
Ed and La Bdle, had gathered around, dong with most of the professona and support dtaff, prot
disappeared for a minute and came back with-a vidinl He handed it to Howie and sad, "Play
something.”

Howie froze. "I can't remember how,” he said. "I've forgotten everything.”

"It will come back," prot assured him.

Howie looked at the vidlin for along time. Findly he placed it under his chin, ran the bow across the
grings, reached for the rosin that prot had thoughtfully provided, and immediatdy broke into a Fritz
Kreider etude. He stopped a few times, but didn't start over and try to get it perfect. Grinning like a
monkey he went right into a Mozart sonata. He played it pretty badly, but, after the last note had faded
into perfect slence, the room broke into thunderous applause. It had been the greatest performance of
his career.

With one or two exceptions the patients werein afine mood dl that day. | suppose everyone was on
his best behavior so as not to jeopardize his chances for an al-expense-paid-trip to paradise. But prot
made no speech, no decison on a space companion. Apparently he was 4ill hoping to tak Robert into
going with him.

Oddly, no one seemed paticulaly disgppointed. Everyone knew it was only a matter of
days-hours-until "departure’ time, and his selection would have to be made by then.

Sesson Sixteen

DESPITE facing what should have been a very long and presumably exhausting journey prot seemed
hisusud relaxed sdf. He marched right into my examining room, looked around for his basket of fruit. |
switched on my backup tape recorder and checked to see that it was working properly. "Well have the
fruit a the end of today's session, if you don't object.”

"Oh. Very wel. And the top o' the afternoon to ye."

"St down, gt down."

"Thankee kindly, Sr."

"How's your report coming?'

"Il have it finished by thetime | leave™

"May | see it before you go?"

"When it'sfinished. But | doubt you'd be interested.”

"Bdieve me, | would like to seeit as soon as possible. And the questions for Dr. Hynn?'



"There are only so many hoursin a day, gino, even for a K-PAXian."

"Are you dill planning to return to your home planet on the seventeenth?’

"I mug.”

"That's only thirty-eight hours from now."

"You're very quick today, doctor."

"And Robert is going with you?"

"l don't know."

"He's dill not taking to me”

"Andif he decides not to accompany you?'

"Then there would be room for someone ese. Y ou want to go?" -

"I think I'd like that some day. Right now I've got alot of thingsto do here”

"I thought you'd say that."

"Tdl me-how did you know that Robert might want to go back with you when you arrived on Earth
five years ago?"

"Jugt a hunch. | had afeding he wished to depart this world."

"What would happen exactly if neither of you went back on that date?"

"Nothing. Except that if we didn't go back then, we never could.”

"Would that be so terrible?!

"Would you want to stay hereif you could go home to K-PAX?"

"Couldn't you just send a message that you're going to be delayed for awhile?"

"It doesn't work that way. Owing to the nature of light ... Well, itsalong story.”

"There are plenty of reasons for you to gay.”

"Youre wading your time" he said, yawvning. | had been told that he hadn't dept for the last three
days, preferring instead to work on his report.

The moment had come for my last desperate shot. | wondered whether Freud had ever tried this. "In
thet case, | wonder if you'd care to join mein adrink?'

"If that's your custom,” he said with an enigmatic smile. "Something fruity, | suppose?’

"Are you ingnuaing that I'm a fruit?"

“Not &t dl."

"Jug kidding, doc. I'll have whatever you're having.”

"Say right there. Don't move”" | retreated to my inner office, where Mrs. Trexler was waiting
sardonicaly with a laboratory cart stocked with ice and liquor-Scotch, gin, vodka, rye-plus the usud
accompaniments.

"Il be right here if you need anything,” she growled.

| thanked her and whedled the cart into my examining room. "I think I'l have a litle Scotch,” | said,
trying to appear cdm. "l like a martini before dinner, but on specid occasions like this one | prefer
something e se. Not thet there are that many specia occasions,” | added quickly, asif | were applying for
the directorship of the hospitdl. "And what about you?'

"Scotch isfine”

| poured two diff ones on the rocks, and handed one to prot. "Bon voyage," | said, rasing my glass.
"To asdafetrip home"

"Thank you," he said, lifting his own. "I'm looking forward to it." | had no idea how long it had been
snce hislagt drink, or if he had ever taken one a dl, but he appeared to enjoy the firs sip.

"Totdl you the truth," | confessed, "K-PAX does sound like a beautiful place.”

"I think you would like it there."

"You know, I've only been out of this country two or three times™

"You should see more of your own WORLD, too. It's an interesting PLANET." He took a deep
dug, bared his teeth and swallowed, but his timing wasn't right and he choked and coughed for severd
seconds. While watching him try to get his breath | remembered the day my father taught me to drink
wine. | hated the suff, but | knew it Sgnified the beginning of adulthood, so | held my nose and gulped it



down. My timing wasn't right either, and | spewed some burgundy dl over the living room carpet, which
retains a ghodly an to this day. I'm not sure he ever forgave me for that....

"You don't hate your father,” prot said.

"What?'

"Y ouve dways blamed your father for the inadequacies you perceive in yoursdf. In order to do that
you had to hate him. But you never redly hated him. Y ou loved your father.”

"I don't know who told you dl of this, but you don't know what you're talking about.”

He shrugged and was dlent. After a few more swallows (he wasn't choking anymore) he persisted:
"That's how you rationaized ignoring your children so you could have more time for your work. You told
yoursdf you didn't want to make the same migtake as your father."

"I didn't ignore my children!”

"Then why do you not know that your son is a cocaine addict?

"What? Which son?'

"The younger one. “Chip," you cdl him."

There had been cartain sgns-a distinct persondity change, a congtant shortage of funds-signs | chose
to disregard until 1 found time to ded with them. Like most parents | didnt want to know that my son
was a drug addict, and | was just putting off finding out the truth. But | certainly didn't want to learn about
the problem from one of my patients. "Anything €' se you want to get off your chest?'

"Yes Give your wife a break and stop Snging in the shower."

"Why?"

"Because you can't carry atunein a basket.”

"l think about it. What dse?'

"RusHl has a mdignancy in his colon.”

"What? How do you know that?

"l can amdl it on his breeth.”

"Anything ese?'

"That'sdl. For now."

We had a few more drinks in total slence, if you don't count the thoughts roaring through my head.
This was interrupted, findly, by a tap on the door. | ydled, "Come in!" It was Gisdle, back from the
library.

prot nodded to her and smiled warmly. She took his hand and kissed him on the cheek before
dipping over and whispering in my ear, "It's Robert Porter. That's about dl we know so far." Then she
plopped down in the corner chair. | brought her a drink, which she gratefully accepted.

We chatted about inconsequentid things for a while. prot was having a fine time. After his fourth
Scotch, when he was giggling at everything anyone said, | shouted, "Robert Porter! Can you hear me?
We know who you arel"

prot seemed taken aback, but hefindly redized what | was doing. "l tol' you an' tal' you," he snorted
unhgppily. "He an' cumin’ out!"

"Ak him agan!”

"I'vetried. I'verilly rilly rilly tried. What else cn | do?'

"You can ay! Gisdle cried.

He turned dowly to face her. "'l can't," he said sadly. "It's now or never."

"Why?"

"As | a-ready 'splained to doctor bew-bew-doctor brewer, | an shed-shed-l am xpected. The
window isop'n. | ¢n only go back on Augugt seventeenth. At 3:31 innanorming.”

| let her go on. She couldn't do any worse than | had. "It's not so bad here, isit?" she pleaded.

prot said nothing for a moment. | recognized the look on his face, that combination of amazement and
disgust which meant he was trying to find words she could comprehend. Findly he said, "Yes, it is”

Gisdle bowed her head.

| poured him another drink. It wastime to play my last trump. "prot, | want you to stay too."

"Because we need you here"



"Whd for?'

"You think the Earth is a pretty bad place. You can hdp us make it better."

"How, f'r cryin' out loud?'

"Wdl, for example, there are alot of people right here a the hospita you have helped tremendoudy.
And there are many more beings- you can help if you will stay. We on Earth have a lat of problems. All
of us need you."

"You cn hdp y'rsdf if you want to. You just hafta want to, thassdl thereistoit.”

"Robert needs you. Y our friend needs you."

"He doesn't need me. He doesn't even pay ‘tention to me anymore.”

"That's because he's an independent being with a mind of his own. But he would want you to stay, |
know he would."

"How d' you know thet?"

"AK him!"

prot looked puzzled. And tired. He closed his eyes. His glass tipped, dlowing some of his drink to
sl onto the carpet. After along minute or two his eyes opened again. He appeared to be completdy
sober.

"What did he say?"

"He told me I've wasted enough time here. He wants me to go away and leave hm adone."

"What will happen to him when you go? Have you thought about thet?"

The Cheshire-cat grin: "That's up to you."

Gidle sad, "Please, prot. | want you to stay, t0o." There were tearsin her eyes.

" can dways come back."

"When?'

"Not long. About five of your years. It will seem like no time at dl."
"Hve years?' | blurted out in surprise. "Why so long? | thought you'd be back much sooner than
that.”

prot gave me alook of profound sadness. "Owing to the nature of time. .." he began, then: "Thereisa
tradeoff for round trips. | would try to explain it to you, but I'm just too damn tired.”

"Take me with you," Gisdlle pleaded.

He gave her alook of indescribable compassion. "I'm sorry. But next time..." She got up and hugged
him.

"prot," | said, emptying the bottle into his and Gisdles glasses. "What if | tdl you theré's no such
place as K-PAX?'

"Now who's crazy?"' he replied.

AFTER Jensen and Kowaski had taken prot back to his room, where he dept for a record five
hours, Gisdle told me what she had learned about Robert Porter. It wasn't much, but it explained why
we hadn't been able to track hm down earlier. After hundreds of hours of searching through old
newspaper files she and her friend a the library had found the obituary for Robert's father, Gerad
Porter. From that she learned the name of their hometown, Guelph, Montana. Then she remembered
something she had found much earlier about a murder/suicide that had taken place there in August of
1985, and she cdled the sheriff's office for the county in western Montana where the incident occurred. It
turned out that the body of the suicide vicim had never been found, but, owing to a clericd error, it had
gone into the record as a drowning, rather than a missing person.

The man Robert killed had murdered his wife and daughter. Robert's mother had Ieft town a few
weeks after the tragedy to live with his sgter in Alaska The police didn't have the address. Gisdle
wanted to fly out to Montana to try to determine where she had gone, as wdl as to obtain pictures of the
wife and daughter, records and documents, etc., in case | could use them to get through to Robert. |
quickly approved atravel advance and guaranteed payment of al her expenses.

"I'd like to see him before | go," she sald.

"He's probably deeping.”



"I just want to watch him for a few minutes.

| understood perfectly. | love to watch Karen deep, too, her mouth open, her throat making little
dicking noises. "Don't let him leave urttil | find her,” she pleaded as she went out.

| don't remember much about the rest of the afternoon and evening, athough reports haveit that | fdl
adeep during a committee meeting. | do know that | tossed and turned dl night thinking about prot and
about Chip and about my father. | fdt trapped somewhere in the middle of time, waiting hdplesdy to
repeat the mistakes of the past over and over again.

GISELLE cdled me from Gueph the next morming. One of Robert's sigters, she reported, was
indeed living in Alaska, the other in Hawali. Sarah's family didn't have ether address, but she (Gisdle)
was working with a friend at Northwest Airlines to try to determine Robert's mother's destination when
she left Montana. In addition, she had gathered photographs and other artifacts from his school years and
those of his wife-to-be, thanks to Sarah's mother and the high schoal principd, who had spent most of
the previous night going through the fileswith her. "Find his mother,” | told her. "If you can, get her back
here. But fax dl the pictures and the other suff now."

"They should dready be on your desk.”

| cancdled my interview with the Search Committee. Villers was not pleased-1 was the last candidate
for the directorship.

There were photos of Robert as a firg-grader on up to his graduation picture, with the yearbook
caption, "All great men are dead and I'm not feding wel,” dong with pictures of the wrestling teams and
informd snagpshots of soda fountains and pizza parlors. There were copies of his birth certificate, his
immunizetion records, his grade transcripts (A's and B's), his citation for top marks in the county Latin
contest, his diploma. There were a0 pictures of his ssters, who had graduated a few years before he
had, and some information on them. And one of Sarah, a vivacdious looking blonde, leading a cheer a a
basketbal game. Findly, there was a photograph of the family standing in front of their new house in the
country, dl smiles. Judging by the age of the daughter, it must have been taken not long before the
tragedy occurred. Mrs. Trexler brought me some coffee as | was gazing &t it, and | showed it to her. "His
wife and daughter,” | said. "Somebody killed them." Without warning she burgt into tears and ran from
the room. | remember thinking that she must be more sympathetic toward the plights of the patients than |
hed thought. It wasn't until much later, while paging through her personne file a& the time of her
retirement, that | learned her own daughter had been raped and murdered nearly forty years earlier.

| had lunchin Ward Two and laid down the law: no cats on the table. | sat across from Mrs. Archer,
who was now taking dl her meds in the dining room. She was flanked by prot and Chuck. Both were
taking animatedly with her. She looked uncertainly from one to the other, then dowly lifted a spoonful of
soup to her mouth. Suddenly, with a sound that could have been heard clear up in Ward Four, she
durped it in. Then she grabbed a handful of crackers and crumbled them vigoroudy into her bowl. She
finished her med with hdf the soup smeared dl over her lesthery face. "God,” she said happily, "I've
adways wanted to do that."

"Next time" said Chuck, "bech!"

| thought | saw Bess amile alittle, though it might have been wihful thinking on my part.

After themed | returned to my office and asked Mrs. Trexler, who had regained her composure, to
cance dl my gppointments for the rest of the day. She mumbled something unintdligible about doctors,
but agreed to do so. Then | went to find prot.

He was in the lounge, surrounded by dl the patients and gaff from Wards One and Two. Even
Russ|, who had experienced some sort of revelaion after he understood that it was prot who had been
responsible for Maria's deciding to become anun, was there. When | came into the room he exclaimed,
"The Teacher saith, My timeis a hand." The corners of his mouth were caked with dried spittle.

"Not just yet, Russ” | said. "l need to talk to him firg. Will everyone excuse us, pleese?' | cdmed a
chorus of protest by assuring them he would be back shortly.

On the way to hisroom | remarked, "Every one of them would do anything you asked them to. Why



do you suppose that is?'

"Because | speak to them as equas. That's something you doctors seem to have a hard time with. |
ligen to them being to baeing.”

"I ligen to them!"

"You ligen to them in a different way. You are not as concerned with them or ther problems as you
are with the papers and books you get out of it. Not to mention your sdary, which isfar too high.”

He was wrong about that, but this wasn't the time to argue the matter. "'Y ou have a point,” | said, "but
my professona manner is necessary in order to help them.”

"Let's seevif you beieve that, then it must be true. Right?

"That's exactly what | wanted to tak to you about.” We came to his room, the firg time | had been
there since his earlier disappearance. It was virtudly bare except for his notebooks lying on the desk.
"I've got some pictures and documents to show you,” | said, spreading the file out on its surface, gently
shoving aside his dill-unfinished report. A few of the photographs | held back.

He looked over the pictures of himsdf, the birth and graduation certificates. "Where did you get
these?'

"Gigdle sent them to me. She found them in Gueph, Montana. Do you recognize the boy?'

"Yes Itisrobert.”

"No. Itisyou."

"Haven't we been over this before?”

"Yes but a that time | didn't have anything to prove that you and Robert were the same person.”

"And we arent.”

"How do you explain the fact that he looks so much like you?!

"Why is a soap bubble round?'

"No, I mean why does he look exactly like you?'

"He doexn't: He is thinner and fairer than | am. My eyes are light-sengtive and his arent. We are
different in a thousand ways, as you are different from your friend bill Segd.”

"No. Robert isyou. You are Robert. You are each part of the same being.”

"You are wrong. I'm not even human. We are just close friends. Without me held be dead by now.”

"And so would you. Whatever happens to him aso happens to you. Do you understand what | am
sying?”

"Itisan interegting hypothesis.” He wrote something in one of the notebooks.

"Look. Do you remember tdling me tha the universe was going to expand and contract over and
over again, forever?'

"Naurdly."

"And you said later that if we were in the contraction phase, time would run backward but we'd
never know the difference because dl we would have would be our memoaries of the past and a lack of
knowledge of the future. Remember?”

"Of course.”

"All right. It's the same here. From your perspective Robert is a separate individud. From my
perspective the truth is perfectly logica and obvious. Y ou and Robert are one and the same person.”

"You misunderstand the reversd of time. Whether it is moving forward or backward, the perception
isthe same"

"Gy

"S0 it makes no difference whether you are correct or not.”

"But you admit the possibility that I'm right?'

His amile widened markedly. "I'l admit that, if youll admit it's possible that | came from K-PAX."

From his point of view there wasn't the dightest doubt about his background. Given severd more
months or years | might have been able to convince him otherwise. But there was no more time. | pulled
the pictures of Sarah and Rebecca from my pocket. "Do you recognize them?'

He seemed shocked, but only for a moment. "It is hiswife and daughter.”

"And this one?'



"Thisis his mother and father.”

"Gidleistrying to locate your mother and sgter in Alaska. She is going to try to bring your mother
here. Please, prot, don't leave, urtil you talk to her."

He threw up his hands. "How many times must | tdl you-lI have to leave a 3:31 in the morning.
Nothing can change that!"

"We are going to get her here as soon as we can." Without looking & a clock he said, "Wéll, you
have exactly twelve hours and eight minutes to do it in."

THAT evening Howie and Ernie threw prot a bon voyage party in the recreation room. There were
many gifts for thar "dien” friend, souvenirs of his vigt to Earth: records, flowers, dl kinds of fruits and
vegetables. Mrs. Archer hammered out popular tunes on the piano accompanied by Howie on the vidlin.
Cats were everywhere.

Chuck gave him a copy of Gulliver's Travels, which he had lifted from the bookshelves in the quiet
room. | recaled prot's tdling me that the (Earth) story he liked best was "The Emperor's New Clothes.”
His favorite movies, incidentaly, were The Day the Earth Stood Still, 2001, ET, Starman, and, of course,
Bambi.

There was a great ded of hugging and kissng, but | detected a certain amount of tenson as wal.
Everyone seemed nervous, excited. Fndly, Chuck demanded to know which of them was going to get to
go with him. With those crossed eyes | wasn't sure whether he was looking a me or prot. But prot
answered, "It will be the one who goes to deep fird."

They dl lined up immediatdly for a last tearful embrace, then dashed to ther beds, leaving hm done
to finish his report and prepare for his, and hopefully their, journey, each trying desperately to fdl adeep
with visons of yorts dancing in ther heads.

| told him | had some things to do, but would come to say good-bye before he left. Then | retired to
my office.

At about deven oclock Gisle cdled. She had found Robert's sgter's address in Alaska
Unfortunately, the woman had died the previous September, and his mother had gone on to live with the
other sgter in Hawaii. Gisdle had tried to reach her, but without success. "It's too late to get her to New
York intime" she said, "but if we find her, she might be able to cdl him."

"Makeit fag," | told her.

For the next three hours | tried to work to the accompaniment of Manon Lescaut on my cassette
player. In Act Three of that opera Manon and Des Grieux depart for the New World, and | understood
a last why | love opera so much: Everything that human beings are capable of, dl of lifeés joy and
tragedy, dl its emotion and experience, can be found there.

My father must have fdt this too. | can dill see him lying on the living room sofa on a Saturday
afternoon with his eyes closed, ligening to the Metropolitan Opera broadcasts. Oh, how | wish he had
lived and we had had a chance to tak about musc and his grandchildren and dl the other things that
meake life fun and interesting and good! | tried to envison a pardld universe in which he had not died and
| had become an opera star, and | imagined snging some of his favorite arias for him while Mother
brought out a big Sunday dinner for usto est.

| suppose | must have dozed off. | dreamed | was in an unfamiliar place where the cloudless purple
sky was full of moons and salling birds, and the land a panoply of trees and tiny green flowers. At my feet
stood a pair of huge beetles with humanoid eyes, a amdl brown snake-or was it a large worm?-dithered
adong behind them. In the distance | could see fidds of red and ydlow grains, could make out severd
ardl eephants and other roaming animas. A few chimpanzee-like creatures chased one another into and
out of a nearby forest. | found mysdf crying, it was so lovely. But the most beautiful feature of dl was the
utter slence. There wasn't ahint of wind and it was so quiet | could hear the soft ringing of faraway bdls.
They seemed for dl the world to be talling, "gene, gene, gere...."

| woke with a gtart. The clock was chiming 3:00. | hurried down to prot's room, where | found him
a his desk writing furioudy in his notebook, trying, presumably, to complete his report about Earth and
its inhabitants before departing for K-PAX, Ieting it go until the last minute, it appeared, just as a human



being might do. Beside him were his fruits, a salk or two of broccoli, a jar of peanut butter, the essays
and other souvenirs, dl neetly packed in a amdl cardboard box. On the desk, next to his notebooks,
were a pocket flashlight, a hand mirror, and the list of questions from Dr. Hynn. All Sx of the lower-ward
cats were lying adeep on the bed.

| asked him whether he minded my looking over the answers he had formulated to those fifty queries.

Without interrupting his writing he shook his head and waved me into the other chair.

Some of the questions, e.g., about nuclear energy, he had left unanswered, for reasons he had made
clear in severa of our sessons together. The lagt item was a request for a lig of dl the planets prot had
visted around the universe, to which he had replied, "See Appendix,” which tdlied the complete lis of
axty-four. This inventory included a brief description of those bodies and ther inhabitants, as wel as a
series of sar charts. It was not everything Professor Hynn and his colleagues, induding Steve, had hoped
for, but enough to keep them busy for some time, no doulbt.

At around 3:10 he threw down his pencil, yawned, and stretched naisly asif he had just finished a
routine piece of work.

"May | seeit?"

"Why not? But if you want to read it you'd better make a copy right away-it's the only one I've got.” |
cdled one of the night nurses to take it upstairs, admonishing him to get some help and to use dl the
copiers that were operationd. He hurried off, dutching the little notebooks as though they were so many
eggs. The possbility of ddling the process occurred to me at that point, but it might wel have made
matters even worse and | quickly rejected the idea.

| had afeding the report would be a rather uncomplimentary account of prot's "vigt' to Earth, and |
asked him, "'Is there anything about our planet that you liked? Besides our fruits, | mean.”

"Sure" he said, with an dl-too-familia- grin. "Everything but the people. With one or two
exceptions, of course.”

There didn't seem to be much left to say. | thanked my ameazing friend for the many interesting
discussons and for his success with some of the other patients. In return, he thanked me for "dl the
wonderful produce,” and presented me with the gossamer thread.

| pretended to take it. "I'm sorry to see you go,” | said, sheking his brawny hand, though | wanted to
hug him. "We will miss you."

"Thank you. | will missthis place, too. It has great potentid.” At the time | thought he was referring to
the hogpital, but of course he meant the Earth.

The nurse came running back with the copy a few minutes before it was time for prot to leave. |
returned the origind notebooks, a little jumbled but intact, to prot.

"Jugtinthe nick of time" he said. "But now youll have to leave the room. Any being within a few feet
will be swept dong with me. Better take them with you, too," he said, indicating the cats.

| decided to humor him. Well, why not? There wasn't a damn thing | could do about it anyway. |
rousted the cats from his bed. One by one they brushed againg his leg and streaked for various other
warm places. "Good-bye, Sojourner Porter,” | said. "Don't get knocked over by any gps.”

"Not good-bye. Just auf wiedersehen. I'll be back before you know it." He pointed toward the sky.
"After dl, KPAX ignt so far away, redly.”

| stepped out of the room, but left the door open. | had dready natified the infirmary gaff to stand
by, to be prepared for anything. | could see Dr. Chakraborty down the corridor with an emergency cart
containing a respirator and dl the rest. There were only a couple of minutes to go.

Thelagt | saw of prot he was gtting at his desk tapping his report into a neater stack, checking his
flaghlight. He placed hisbox of fruit and other souvenirs on his lap, picked up the litle mirror and gazed
into it. Then he transferred the flaghlight to his shoulder. At that moment one of the security guards came
puffing up to tdl methat | had an urgent long-distance cdl. It was Robert's mother! At exactly the same
ingant, Chuck came running down the hdl with his worn little suitcase, demanding to be "taken aboard.”
Evenwith dl this commation | couldnt have taken my eyes off prot for more than a couple of seconds.
But when | turned to tdl him about the phone cdl, he was gone!

We dl raced into the room. The only trace of him left behind were his dark glasses lying on a



scribbled message. "I won't be needing these for awhile™ the note said. "Please keep them for me™

Acting on my earlier hunch that prot had hidden out in the storage tunnd during the few days he had
dlegedy gone to Canada, Greenland, and lceland, we rushed to that area. The door was locked, and the
security guard had some difficulty finding the right key. We waited patiently-I was confident we would
find prot there-until he findly got the heavy door open and found the light switch. There was enough
dusty old equipment to start our own museum, but there was no Sgn of prot. Nor was he hiding in the
aurgicd theater or the seminar room, or anywhere ese we thought he might have tried to conced himsdf.
It didn't occur to any of us to check the rooms of the other patients.

ONE of the nurses found him afew hours later lying unconscious and in the fetd position on the floor
of Besss room. He was little more than dive. His eyes were bardy dilatable, his muscles like sted rods.
| recognized the symptoms immediately-there were two two other patients exactly like him in Ward 3B:
He was in a deep catatonic state. prot was gone; Robert had stayed behind. | had rather expected
something like this. What | falled to foresee, however, was that later the same morming Bess would aso
be reported missng.

GISELLE had the report trandated by a cryptographer she knew, who used as a basis for this the
pax-o verson of Hamlet that prot had done for me earlier. Titled "Prdiminary Observations on B-TIK
(RX 4987165.233)," it was primaily a detailed naturd history of the Earth, especidly of the recent
changes thereon, which he attributed to man's "cancerous’ population growth, his"mindess’ consumption
of its natura resources, and his "catastrophic” devation of himsdf to superiority over dl the other species
who cohabit our planet. All of thisis consstent with his use of capitas for the Earth and other planets,
and lower case for individud beings.

There were dso some suggestions as to how we might "treat” our socid "illnesses': the dimination of
reigion, capita, nationdlism, the family as the basic socid and educationd unit-al the things he imagined
were fundamentaly wrong with us and, paradoxicdly, the things most of us hold dear. Without these
"adjusments,” he wrote, the "prognosis’ was not good. Indeed, he gave us only another few decades to
make the "necessary” changes. Otherwise, he concluded, "humen life on the PLANET EARTH will not
survive another century.” His last four words were somewhat more encouraging, however. They were:
Oho minny blup kelsur-"They are yet children.”



Epilogue

ROBERT'S mother arrived with Gisdle the day after prot's departure and stayed through the
weekend, but there was no indication whatever of cognizance on Robert's part. She was a lovdy
woman, a bit confused, of course, about what had happened to her son-from the beginning she had been
completely unaware of prot's existence-as was everyone e<e. | told her there was no need for her to day
longer, and promised to let her know of any change in his condition. | dropped her a Newark Airport
before heading for the Adirondacks with Chip, who tearfully admitted his cocaine problem when |
confronted him with it, to join Karen and Bill and hiswife and daughter.

THAT was nearly five years ago. How | wish | could tdl you that Robert sat up one fine day during
that time and said, "I'm hungry -- got any fruit?' But, despite our best efforts and congtant attention, he
remans to this day in a deep catatonic state. Like mogt catatonics he probably hears every word we say,
but refuses, or is unable, to respond.

Perhaps with patience and kindness on our part he will recover, in time, from this tragic condition.
Stranger things have happened. | have known patients who have returned to us after twenty years of
"degp.” In the meantime, we can do little more than wait.

Gidle vigts m dmog every week, and we usudly have lunch and tak about our lives She is
currently researching a book about the deplorable infant mortdity rate in America. Her article on mentd
illness featuring prot and some of the other patients appeared in a specid hedthoriented issue of
Conundrum. As aresult of that piece we have received thousands of |etters from people asking for more
information about K-PA X, many of them wanting to know how they can get there. And afilm verson of
Robert's life isin the works. | don't know how that will turn out, but, thanks to Gisdles tirdess efforts,
the information we received from Robert's mother, the hours of conversations | had with prot, and the
cooperation of the authoritiesin Montana, we now have a reasonably clear picture of what happened on
thet terrible afternoon of August sixteenth through the early morning hours of August seventeenth, 1985.
First, some biographica details.

Robert Porter was born in Gudph, Montana in 1957, the son of a daughterhouse worker. A few
years after Robert's birth his father was disabled when a convulang steer became unshackled and fdl on
top of him. In terrible pain for the rest of hislife, unable even to tolerate bright light, he spent many of his
waking hours with his young son, an energetic, happy boy who liked books and puzzles and animds. He
never recovered from hisinjuries and succumbed when Robert was 9x years old.

His father had often speculated on the possibility of remarkable life formsliving among the stars in the
sky and Robert cdled into being a new friend from a faraway planet where people didn't die so readily.
For the next severd years Robert suffered brief bouts of depression, at which times he usudly cdled on
"prot" for comfort and support, but he was never hospitdized or otherwise treated for it.

His mother took a job in the school cafeteria, which paid poorly, and the family, which aso included
two daughters, was barely able to make ends meet. Luxuries, like fresh fruit, were rare. Recreation took
the form of hikesin the nearby woods and adong the riverbank, and from these Robert gained a love and
gppreciation of the flora and faunain forest and fidd and, indeed, of the forests and fidds themsdves.

He was a good student, dways willing to pitch in and hep others. In the fdl of 1974, when he was a
high school senior, Robert was presented a community service medd by the Guelph Rotary Club and,
later that year, was elected captain of the vardty wrestling team. In the spring of 1975 he was awarded a



scholarship to the state universty to study fidd biology. But his girlfriend, Sarah Barnstable, became
pregnant and Robert fdt obligated to marry her and find work to support his new family. Ironicdly, the
only job he could find was the one that had killed his father some twelve years earlier.

To add to ther difficulties hiswife was Catholic, and the resulting mixed marriage stigmatized the pair
in the eyes of the residents of ther amdl town, and they had few, if any, friends. This may have been a
factor in their eventud decision to move to an isolated valey some miles outside of town.

One Augud afternoon in 1985, while Robert was gunning steers at the daughterhouse, an intruder
appeared a the Porter home. Mother and daughter were in the backyard cooling themsdves under the
lavn sprinkler. The man, a stranger who had been arrested and released numerous times for a variety of
crimes, induding burglary, automobile theft, and child molestation, entered the house through the
unlocked front door and watched Sarah and little Rebecca from the kitchen window until the gil came
ingde, probably to use the bathroom. It was then that the intruder accosted her. Hearing her daughter's
screams the mother ran into the house, where both she and Rebecca were raped and murdered, though
not before Sarah had severdly scratched the intruder's face and nearly bitten off one of his ears.

Robert arrived home just as the man was coming out of the house. On seeing the husband and father
of his victims the murderer ran back ingde and out the rear door. Robert, undoubtedly redizing that
something was terribly wrong, pursued him into the house, past the bloody bodies of his wife and
daughter lying on the kitchen floor, and into the yard, -where he caught up with ther killer and, with the
grength of a knocker and the skills of a trained wrestler, broke the man's neck. The sprinkler was Hill on,
and remained so until the police shut it off the next day.

He then returned to the house, carried his wife and daughter to their bedrooms, covered them with
blankets, washed and dried ther swimsuits and put them away, mopped the bloody floor, and, after
sying hisfind farewells, made hisway to the nearby river, where he took off his clothes and jumped in,
an apparent suicide attempt. Although his body was never found, the police concluded that he had died
by drowning, the case was dffiddly closed, and that is how the report went into the files.

He mugt have come ashore somewhere downstream, and from that point on he was no longer
Robert, but "prot" (derived, presumably, from "Porter"), who wandered around the country for four and
a hdf years before being picked up at the bus termind in New York City. How he lived during that
period is a complete mysery, but | suspect he spent a lot of time in public libraries dudying the
geography and languages of the countries of the world, inlieu of actudly visting them. He probably dept
there as wel, though how he found food and dothing is anybody's guess.

But who was prot? And where did his bizarre idea of a world without government, without money, sex,
or love come from? | submit that somehow this secondary persondity was dble to utilize areas or
functions of the brain that the rest of us, except, perhaps, those aflicted with savant syndrome and certain
other disorders, cannot. Given that ahility, he must have spent much of histime developing his concept of
anidyllic world where dl the events that had accumulated to ruin his "friend” Robert's life on Earth could
not happen. His vison of this utopian exisence was so intense and so complete that, over the years, he
imagined it down to the most minute detall, and in a language of his own creation. He even divined,
somehow, the nature of its parent suns and the pattern of stars in the immediate vicnity, as wel as those
of severd other planets he daimed to have vigted (dl the data he provided to Dr. Hynn and his
associates have proven to be completely accurate).

His ided world had to be one in which fathers don't die while their children are growing up. prot
solved-this problem in two ways A K-PAXian child rardly, if ever, sees his parents, or even knows who
they are; a the same time, he is comforted by the knowledge that they will probably live to be a



thousand.

It had to be a world without sex, or even love, those very human needs which can destroy promising
young lives and rewarding careers. More importantly: Without love there can be no loss;, without sex, no
sex crimes. A world without even water, which might be used for sprinkling lavnd

There would be no currency of any kind in this idedized place, the need for which kept Robert out of
college and forced him to spend hisllife destroying the creatures he loved, the same kind of work that had
killed his father. As a cordllary, no animas would be daughtered or otherwise exploited on his idyllic
planet.

His world would be one without God or any form of religion. Such beiefs had prevented Sarah from
udng birth-control devices, and then had sigmatized the "mixed marriage” in the eyes of the community.
Without rdigion such difficulties could never arise. He may dso have reasoned tha what happened to
Robert's wife and child, and his father as well, argued againg the existence of God.

Fndly, it had to be a world without schools, without countries, without governments or laws, dl of
which prot saw as doing little, if anything, to solve Robert's persond and socid problems. None of the
beings on hisidedized planet were driven by the forces of ignorance and greed that, in his eyes, maotivate
humen beings here on Earth.

| was puzzled at firg by the question: Given his intolerable Stuation, why didn't Robert move with his
pregnant wife to another part of the state or country, both for work and to escape the locd bigotry? It
was Gisdle, a smdl-town girl hersdf, who reminded me that young people dl over America, trapped by
family ties and economic need, accept jobs they abhor and stay put for the rest of ther lives, benumbing
themsdlves on thair off hours with beer and sports and soap operas. But, despite this dreary prospect, it
is possible that without the terrible events of August Sixteenth through seventeenth, 1985, Robert and his
wife and daughter might have enjoyed a reasonably happy life together. They certainly maintained strong
family ties, both with one another and with their respective kin. But something did happen that day,
something so devadtating as to dedl thefind blow to Robert's psyche. He cdled on his dter ego one last
time to hep him ded with that unspeakable horror.

But this time prot was unable to hed the wounds, at least not anywhere on Earth, where rape and
murder are of no more consequence than last night's tdevison shows. In prot's mind the only place
where one could deny such horrible crimes was the imaginary world he had created, where. violence and
degth are not a way of life A beautiful planet cdled K-PAX, where life is virtudly free of pain and
SOITow.

He spent the next five years trying to convince Robert to go there with him. Instead, devastated by
orief and guilt, he retreated farther and farther into his own inner world, where even prot could not follow.

Why prot chose to "return” after exactly that period of time is unclear, particularly in view of the fact
that his earlier vists were of much shorter duration. He may have redlized that it would take considerable
time to convince Robert to accompany him on his return, discovering findly that even the dlotted five
years wouldn't be enough. In any case prot did, indeed, depart this Earth (for dl practicd purposes) at
the appointed time, and Robert is dill with usin Ward 3B.

The gaff and patients bring him fruit every day, and recently | brought in a Ddmatian puppy, who
never leaves his Sde except for romps on the back forty, dl of which he ignores. Hoping to simulate his
curiogty | tdl him about dl the new patients who have arived over the past few years, induding a
brand-new Jesus Christ, whom Russl welcomed to Ward Two with, "l was you, once." Upon arivd dl



of them are told "the legend of K-PAX," which, dong with the gossamer thread, brings smiles and hope
and makes our job alittle easer.

| dso keep Robert up to date on the activities of Ernie and Howie, both of whom have been released
and are leading highly productive lives, Ernie as a city-employed counselor for the homeess and Howie
asavidinig with a New Y ork-based chamber ensemble. The former, who until recently had never even
kissed a womean for fear of contamination, is now engaged to be married. Both stop by MPI frequently to
say hdllo to me and to Robert and the other patients, and Howie has performed for dl of us on a number
of occasons.

I've told him aso about the wedding of Chuck and Mrs. Archer, who are happily sharing a room in
Ward Two, not because they have to remain on that floor but because they choose to wait there for
prot's return. Mrs. A, who isno longer called "the Duchess," 1ooks much younger now, but I'm not sure
whether it's because of the marriage or her giving up smoking. And about their "adopting” Maria, who
has moved into a convent in Queens and is the happiest novice out there. She is totdly free of headaches
and insomnia, and none of her secondary identities has put in an appearance snce she |eft the hospitd.

RussHl comes to pray with Robert daily. He has recovered completdy from the surgicd removd of a
galf bl Sze tumor in his colon, and so far there has been no Sgn of a recurrence.

Ed is doing well, too. There have been few violent episodes since prot's departure, dl minor, and he
has been transferred to Ward Two. He spends most of his time working in the flower gardens with La
Bdle Chatte.

All of them are waiting patiently for prot's return and the journey to K-PAX. Except for Whacky,
who was recently reunited with his former fiancee when her husband was returned to prison for a lengthy
stay. To my knowledge no one has told Robert about this, but perhaps, as prot undoubtedly would have,
hejust knows.

Perhaps he knows dso that Mrs. Trexler is retired now. On my recommendation she has been seeing
apsychoandydt, and she tdls me sheis more at peace with hersdlf than she has been in decades.

And that Betty McAllister became pregnant shortly before prot's departure, and is now the mother of
triplets. Whether he had anything to do with this| can't say.

Of course I've dso told him about my daughter Abby's new job, now that her kids are both in
school, as editor of the Princeton-based Animd Rights Forum-prot would have liked that. And about
Jenny, now aresident ininternad medicine at Stanford, who plans to stay in Cdiforniato work with AIDS
patients in the San Francisco area. Her sexud preference and disndinaion to produce grandchildren for
us seems of microscopic importance compared to her dedication to heping others, and | am very proud
of her, As| am of Freddy, who is gppearing at the time of thiswriting in a Broadway musicd. He livesin
Greenwich Village with a beautiful young bdlerina, and we've seen more of him in the last year than in dl
those he was an arline pilot combined.

But I'm proudest of dl of Will (he doesn't want to be caled "Chip" anymore), who has taken an
interest in Bill and Eileen Siegd's daughter and cals her every day, much to the ddight of the phone
company. | have brought him to the hospita once or twice to show him what his old man does for a
living, but when he met Gisdlle he decided he wanted to become a journdist. We are very close now,
much more so than | was with Fred and the girls For that, as with so many other things | have prot to
thank.



And of course | brag about my two grandsons, whom | get to see quite often-they are Shasta's
favorite vistors and who are the smartest and nicest kids I've ever known, with the possible exception of
my own children. I'm proud of dl of them.

| gave up the chairmanship to Klaus Villers. Despite his decree limiting the number of cats and dogs
inthe hospital to Sx per floor heisdoing afar better job than | ever could have. Now, unencumbered by
dl adminigrative duties and the radio tak show and as much of the other extraneous baggege as
possible, I spend my working hours with my patients, and most of my free time with my family. |1 no
longer sing at the hospital Christmas party, but my wifeingsts | continue to do so in the shower-she says
she can't degp otherwise. We both know I'm no Pavarotti, but | ill think | sound a lot like him, and
perhaps that's dl that matters.

| wish | could tdl Robert that Bess is dl right, but she has never turned up, nor have the flaghlight,
mirror, box of souvenirs, etc., and we have no idea as to her whereabouts. If you see a young black
woman with a pretty face, perhaps stting on a park bench hugging hersdf and rocking, please hep her if
you can and let us know where sheis.

And of course | dearly wish | could tdl him where his friend prot has gone. | have played for him dl
the tapes of our sessions together, but there is no Sgn of comprehension on his part. | tdl him to wait a
little longer, that prot has promised to return. He hears dl this, curled up on his cot like some chrysdis,
without batting an eye. But perhaps he understands.

Wll prot ever show up again? And how did he get from his room to Besss under our very noses?
Did thisinvolve a kind of hypnoss on his part, or a Smilar ability we don't comprehend? We may never
know. | fervently wish | could tak with him again, just for a little while, to ask him dl the questions |
never got the chance to ask before. | dill think we could have learned a great ded more from prot and,
perhaps, from dl our patients. As the cures to many of our physca alments may be waiting for usin the
rain forests, so may the remedies for our socid ills lie in the deepest recesses of our minds. Who knows
what any of us could do if we were able to concentrate our thoughts with prot's degree of intensty, or if
we dmply had sufficient willpower? Could we, like him, see ultraviolet light if we wanted to badly
enough? Or fly? Or outgrow our "childhood" and create a better world for dl the inhabitants of the
EARTH?

Perhaps he will return some day. By his own cdculaions he is due again soon. Gisdle, who has been
waiting patiently for him, has no doubts whatsoever, nor do any of the patients, nor most of the staff, who
keep his dark glasses on the little dresser beside Robert's bed. And sometimes a night | go out and look
up a the sky, toward the congdlation Lyra, and | wonder....
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Glossary

Angsrom (one tenrmillionth of a millimeter)

ADRO - aK-PAXian gran

AFFECT - the emotiond state or demeanor of a psychiatric patient

AGAPE - a gar inthe congelation Lyra

AIKIDO - a Japanese form of sdf-defense invalving the throwing of one's opponent
ANAMNESIS - the recollection of past events AP-a amdl, eephant-like being

APHASIA - inability to speak or understand spoken or written language

BALNOK - alarge-lesfed K-PAXian tree

BROT - an orf (a progenitor of the dremers) c-the speed of light (186,000 miles per second)
CHOREA - adisease of the nervous system characterized by jerky, involuntary movements

CONFABULATION - the replacement of a gap in one's memory by something he or she bdlieves
to be true

COPROPHILIA - an obsession with feces

DELUSION - afdse bdief thet is resstant to reason or confrontation with actud fact
DRAK - ared grain having a nutty flavor

DREMER - aK-PAXian of prot's species

ELECTROCONVULSIVE THERAPY (ECT)-éectric shock treatment used in cases of acute
depression

ELECTROENCEPHALOGRAM (EEG)-a graphicd representation of the dectricd activity of the
brain

EM-alarge, frog-like being who livesin trees
FLED -an undescribed K-PAXian beng

FLOR -an inhabited planet in the congellation Leo
HOM-a K-PAXian insect

HYPNOSIS-an induced trance-like state producing vivid recollection dong with an enhanced
susceptibility



to outside suggestion

JART-a measurement of distance (equivaent to 0.214 miles)

K-MON-one of the two suns of K-PAX (dso cdled Agape)

KORM-a bird-like being

K-PAX -a planet in the congtdlation Lyra

KREE-a K-PAXian vegetable, much like alesk

K-RIL-one of the suns of K-PAX (also cdled Satori)

KROPIN-a truffle-like fungus

LIKA -a K-PAXian vegetable

MANO-a dremer

MOT-a skunk-like animd

MULTIPLE PERSONALITY DISORDER (MPD)-a psychologica dysfunction characterized by
the existence of two or

more distinct persondities, any of which may be in command of the body at a giventime

NARR-a doubter

NEUROLEPTIC DRUG-a compound having antipsychotic properties

NOLL-a planet in the congtelation Leo

ORP-one of the progenitors of the dremers

PARANOIA -amentd disorder characterized by fedings of persecution

PATUSE-a K-PAXian mugcd ingrument, Smilar to the bass vid

PROT - traveler

RELDO-a village on the planet K-PAX

RUL I-a cow-like being

SATORI- a gtar in the congellation Lyra

SAVANT SYNDROME-a condition characterized by remarkable mentd capabilities, usudly
associated with a

low levd of generd intdligence



SwoN-an em
TERSIPION-a planet in the congdlation Taurus
THON-a K-PAXian grain

TOURETTES SYNDROME-a neurologica disorder characterized by recurrent involuntary
movements, and

sometimes by grunts, barks, or epithets
TROD -a chimpanzee-like being

Y ORT-a sugar plum



