Michael Swanwick: Teller

Tdler had it within him to be the premier mime of his generation. He and hisloud
partner, Penn Gillette, learned afew carnie routines, put an act together, and took the
world by storm. They got al the way to Broadway. But then World War |1 intervened.
Penn was drafted (he died at Anzio), and Tdler was sent to work on the Manhattan
Project.

Nuclear physicsisnt dl that different from vaudeville. Y ou gotta show ‘em what you got.
Y ou gotta give 'em that old razzmatazz. Teller went right to the top. He and

Oppenheimer pretty much ran the show. They built the world's first atomic bombs. They
exploded the first onein Alamogordo, New Mexico. The military exploded the next two

in Japan.

It was atrandforming experience for Teler. Thiswasflashier even than swalowing a
hundred needles and drawing them out of his mouth on a thread! Oppenheimer had
doubts, so he had the man's security clearance taken away.

Teller devoted hislife to building a hydrogen bomb, and to mastering the Strait Jacket
Underwater Escape. And he succeeded! He built the one and mastered the other. Much
good it did him. He lobbied Congresstirelesdy for afirst strike againgt the Soviet Union.
They wouldn't listen. He tried to get hisold act going again. The agency said he wastoo
old.

Latein life, he was being interviewed by a sincere young fool. "But how could you bring
the world to the brink of annihilation?' he was asked. "Didn't you under stand?" Asif
held played hisroleinworld history out of ignorance. Asif he hadn't known the issues.

Finally, he snapped. He pulled open a drawer and handed hisinterrogator a bullet and a
smdl knife. "Makeamark inthetip,” he said. Then, when the young man obeyed, he got
out aMagnum .357 and loaded it with asingle bullet.

He put the gun in the young man's hand.

"Stand at the far end of the room."

Such wastheforce of his persondity that the young man did o.
"Now point thegun a my face."

Aganitwasdone.

"Now fire"

Theinterviewer turned pae. "l c-couldn't p-possibly—" he sammered.

"I know what I'm doing," Teller snapped. "There's not achancein hell you can hurt me.
Jugt doit!"

The young man fired.

For along, till moment nothing moved. It was asif time had ceased. Then Teller spat
something into his pam and handed it to the astonished youth. "Isthis your bullet?!

Theinterviewer's eyes were like boiled eggs. He swalowed hard, and nodded.

"I could doit," Teler snarled. "Why couldn't the world?"






