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To:  Committee of Seven 
From: Victor Bondar 
Re:  Death of Alexander Baier 
 
Date: February 20th, New Era 15 
 
Those of you authorized to read this report know that I served as liaison to the late 
Alexander Baier from April, New Era 9 into January this year. I can assert without prejudice 
that I understood better how to humor Baier’s genius and draw it out than anyone else. Now 
that genius is eclipsed in its prime, I must try to reconstruct his thought processes and make 
sense of the mental frame which led to his untimely demise.  
 
Recriminations will not bring back the dead. Still, it is fitting I remind you that I was taken 
off the Baier case despite my vigorous objections, in which I foresaw the probability that he 
would be devastated by a change in handler. My warnings against a short-sighted policy of 
trying to squeeze more production out of him have been fully vindicated. Consequently, we 
are faced with the unenviable task of damage control.  
 
Should a naïve version of this affair leak to the press, it could seriously damage our party 
which has tied itself closely to Baier’s triumphs. Indeed, no matter how we play this, we are 
going to take a beating in public opinion, because the people already murmur that we failed 
in our trust to protect the most valuable asset of our era. Therefore, after presenting the 
essential findings of my investigation, I have appended several recommendations which I 
trust will reduce our loss of popularity and even sway sympathy back to our side. 
 
Documents included in this dossier. 
   1. Statement of Delia Dreier, Housekeeper 
   2. Transcript of recording from Police Station Six 
   3. Testimony of Captain Bagge, excerpt 1 
   4. Unfinished letter of Alexander Baier to Marie Rowan 
   5. Diary of Geb Stengel, Professor of Physics, extract 
   6. Analysis of hidden camera recording 
   7. Testimony of Roman Zak, Costume Dealer 
   8. Testimony of Captain Bagge, excerpt 2 
   9. Transcript of tapped phone conversation between Alexander Baier & Gregory Mets 
 10. Testimony of Captain Bagge, excerpt 3 
 11. Transcript of interview with Father Valentin Tepper 

12. Summary of autopsy report 



 

« 2 » 

 13. Note found in Alexander Baier's lock box 
 14. Appendix: my recommendations. 
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1. Statement of Delia Dreier, Housekeeper 
 
Don’t you try to tell me Alexander Baier was shamming me so he could write no book. That’s 
a fool notion. I knew him. He was like my own boy, almost. What he was, he was from the 
day I met him; it wasn’t made up in the last few days. 
 
Everyone says what a genius Alexander was, and I dare say he was in some ways, though 
he hadn't no commonsense. Everybody says what a cuss he was with people and I dare say 
he was that, too. But I want you to know I'm not one to pile on the dead for good or for 
evil. What he was the good Lord knows and will deal with fairer than you or me. He was 
always good to me, treated me better than his own mother, and saw I got paid even when 
the bill collectors didn't.  
 
He was always hard on himself, and I reckon he ought to have been, too, but for different 
reasons than he thought. He used to say, "Dellie—" (he always called me Dellie instead of 
Delia) "Dellie, they think I'm a genius. If only they knew...they'd spit on me." 
 
I used to try to talk sense into him, but for a long time it seemed it wasn’t no use. There 
was one time in particular, a few years back, after he wrote his second symphony. I was 
dusting around his feet that were on the coffee table and he threw the newspaper down 
with a hiss. So I took it up to see what he was all hot  and bothered about. It was that 
headline: "Bach, Beethoven, Brahms...and Baier." 
 
"What's eating you?" I asked. "Your music is as good as any of theirs. My cousin plays in the 
orchestra and he says you're better than Beethoven or Berlioz or Prokofiev which are his 
favorites. Even I liked your last piece, and I don't much  go in for classical except maybe 
Bolero." 
 
"You don't understand, Dellie," he said. "I'm a fraud through and through." 
 
"You're just hard on yourself," I told him. "Why last month there was that story in Time 
magazine, 'Alexander Baier, Renaissance Man,' though their artist didn't half do you justice 
on the cover." 
 
"Renaissance man!" He made a sound with his lips like a kid blubbering air under water. 
"When they write junk like that, they flat out slander Da Vinci and all those others who 
worked so hard to be what they were. A polymath, am I? It's all done by sleight of mind." 
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I've still got that magazine, over here in this drawer. I kept stories like that, and those 
headlines he hated. See, here's one of them—"Baier Ousts Einstein as Icon of Intelligence." 
 
They had this box in the Time story, listing things he'd done. "Wizard of a Dozen Disciplines" 
it said, or something like that, and it had these bold titles: Mathematics, Economics, Music, 
Philosophy, Literature, Linguistics, Poetry and I don't know what else, and under each of 
those headings were lists of things he'd done which they said were triumphs of reason or of 
feeling. 
 
Here it is, just like I said. Economics: The Baier Trapezoid; Philosophy: The Invert 
Agreement Theorem; Science Fiction: The Phoenix Tetralogy. And down at the bottom of 
the page they compared his short stories to some musty old writers that everybody thinks 
are great even after a couple hundred years—Checkhov and Maupassant—guys like that.  
 
But him? No matter how he carried himself with the world—proud enough, as everyone 
knows—with me he acted ashamed, and said he wished he had achieved just one of his 
triumphs through blood, toil, sweat, and tears. "The only thing I ever created in my life that 
I'm really proud of was a soap carving when I was about eight. It didn't look like much, but I 
really put myself into it. We lost it when we moved." 
 
Yes, I know you've read the Time article yourselves already, and probably were wishing it 
was you they were writing about, not him, when you read it. But that just goes to show we 
need to be careful what we wish for, doesn't it? So don't get restless with me like I'm 
wasting your precious time with facts you already know. If you want my story, you're going 
to have to let me tell it my own way, even if it runs on a bit. 
 
Anyway, I'm telling you this because I know you think he was shamming his talk about 
murder, but I don't believe it, not one bit, and I mean to say so. He was panicky for real, 
and anyone could see he had lost his appetite, but who wouldn’t if they knew they were 
going to be killed in two days? And he was right about that, weren’t he? 
 
You needn’t take my word for it, neither. The last day he was alive, he started writing a 
letter. I had just brought him a bowl of the stew he liked best, hoping he'd eat something, 
when he wadded up five or six sheets of paper he’d scribbled and threw them into the trash. 
"My confession to Marie," he said, and groaned a long, horrible, despairing groan that went 
on and on till he had no breath left to groan with. 
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I know I shouldn't have done it, and I swear it was the only time I ever did, but I thought it 
might be important, that Marie maybe should see it, if he really was going to die that day, so 
before I burned the trash (he always said I must burn it) I dug those papers out and 
smoothed them flat. I read the first page, but couldn't bring myself to read no more ‘cause it 
seemed like eavesdropping. I didn't know where his Marie lives, neither, nor where to send 
the letter, so its still in my dresser. I'll get it for you when I'm done telling you what I know, 
and maybe you can find where she lives, poor dear, and see she gets it. God forgive me if I 
am betraying him as lies dead, or Marie, who maybe should never read what he wrote. 
 
I think one reason Alexander trusted me was because I never tried to use him. He knew I 
wouldn't pry into his secrets or sell no formulas he left lying around, no matter how much I 
was offered...and believe me, I got plenty of offers of money and sex and drugs—and 
marriage, even—by people who wanted me to snoop around and pick his brains for their 
schools or weapons programs or vulture magazines. It bothered him a lot the way people 
tried to use him. 
 
He told me—about two years ago I think it was—that there was only one person who had 
never tried to exploit him after he became famous. "Even my mom used my name to get a 
nicer apartment and travel privileges," he said. "But there was this girl, maybe seventeen, 
very naïve, who planted herself outside a marquee years ago, when I was just becoming 
famous. When I came out, with my eyes blinking in the sunlight, and everyone applauding 
my first play, which was a smash hit, she pushed a tract into my hand, saying in a low voice, 
'What good is it for a man to gain the whole world and yet lose his very self?' 
 
"That tract was absolutely tasteless. I got the impression she had designed it herself. It was 
printed in tiny type on red paper with green edging and slathers of bold letters. In capitals it 
shouted ALL ARE SINNERS and JESUS DIED FOR OUR SINS.   
 
"Dellie, I can't forget what I did to her. I tore that paper to pieces and let the breeze blow 
the scraps into her face. 
 
"Her face, Dellie. Her face. It keeps staring at me, you know, so pained, so stricken; and I'll 
never forget her words as she walked away, 'If you had read that, you might have been 
saved.' 
 
"Something about her made me furious. I was tempted to have her arrested, but my mouth 
locked shut and my hand froze and I couldn't think up a charge to press against her, so I let 
her walk away.  
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"I told myself she was trying to exploit me like the rest, that she belonged to some cult 
where you have to earn spiritual brownie points in order to get into the New Jerusalem, but 
in my heart I knew it was a lie. She really was concerned about me. 
 
"She set me thinking, though. For a couple hours I considered investigating the spiritual 
world, but I never followed through. There was a girl I had arranged to meet that night, 
and..." he shrugged. 
 
It was after he told me that, about nine months ago, that Alexander started shutting himself 
in. Before that, he used to get restless and throw parties, but no more. Except for a couple 
conferences he couldn't skip, he stayed pretty much to himself. He was still hooking up with 
girls somehow, but I could see he got no joy out of them. 
 
"They are always so boring and predictable, so full of giggles, posturing lines, wanting to use 
me to climb the ladder," he complained. 
 
"Well, and what do you do to them?” I asked. “You just use them, too.”  
 
Sex was never meant for one-night stands, and I told him so. “What you need,” I said, “is to 
set your mind on one decent girl, learn what it means to love her for who she is, talk deep 
with her, marry her, have kids." 
 
He shook his head like that was impossible for him. "The only one I could have done that 
with was Marie," he said. "And she won't have me—sees right through me." 
 
But after that, it was like the ice was broken between us, and he started to confess his past 
to me, things he was ashamed of: people he had done wrong. For instance, he told me he 
used to deliberately figure out what other scientists were working on so he could beat them 
to publication, watch them seethe in frustration. "Afterwards, I’d have dust in my mouth," he 
said, “but I couldn’t stop doing it." 
 
"You're a slave," I told him. 
 
"Yeah," he admitted. "It's like I've got to do these things I don't want to do and don't even 
enjoy doing. Blowing money, for instance." 
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He had plenty money coming in—grants and royalties, his emeritus salary at the university 
for lectures he never gave. But every penny slipped through his fingers with never anything 
to show for it except deeper debt. 
 
And then Tuesday, last week, when I came in with his dinner—I'd made spaghetti because 
he always wanted carbohydrates at night, said they helped him sleep—I heard him shouting 
into his cell phone that someone was going to kill him. He snapped it shut as I came into his 
office, holding it so tight his knuckles were white. His face was just awful, kind of rumpled 
looking, like his shirt, and his eyes were rolling; I wasn’t sure if he was having a fit, or was 
afraid, or angry, or all three. 
 
"Whatever in the world is eating you?" I asked, setting down his plate. "You look as if you've 
seen a ghost." 
 
"That idiot!" he yelled. "He thinks I've gone off my nut—that I’m paranoid." Then he saw the 
food. "Take it away, Dellie. I'm not hungry." 
 
After that, he made call after call, some that evening, more the next day and the next, but it 
was like he didn’t want me to overhear what he was saying. He barricaded his office door 
and windows—much good it did him, poor fellow—and made me promise not to have 
anyone in the house but me.  
 
Shamming, you say? Before last Tuesday, he always wanted breakfast early, said it was the 
one meal he couldn't live without, but he wouldn't take none the next morning or his last 
morning either. He seemed to get more and more desperate like he wasn’t finding an 
answer he wanted.  
 
Finally, Thursday afternoon he sort of calmed down. "Dellie," he said. "I'm just wasting my 
time. I know that no matter what I do I am going to be murdered in three or four hours. 
Bring me a bite to eat: I haven’t had anything these two days. It’s traditional for condemned 
men to eat a last meal, isn’t it?” He gave a sort of chuckle when he said that, like he was 
trying to buck himself up, but it was phony, and didn’t bring him no cheer. “While you are 
doing that, I had better call for a priest and confess, don’t you think?" 
 
That's the last day I saw him alive, because after I warmed him the stew he hadn’t eaten 
earlier, I had to leave for my niece's wedding that I told your other officers about the first 
time they questioned me. And that’s my story straight, as God is my witness. Baier wasn’t 
shamming and you have his dead body to prove it. 
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2. Recording from Police Station Six 
 
Voice 1: Station Six. Captain Bagge speaking. 
 
Voice 2: You've got to help me! Someone is going to kill me Thursday. 
 
Voice 1: To whom am I speaking? 
 
Voice 2: Alexander Baier. Get someone down here. 
 
Voice 1: Has someone threatened you, Mr. Baier? 
 
Voice 2: No. Yes. I mean, I'm going to be killed. I need guards posted around Blithe Villa 
right away. 
 
Voice 1: How do you...How did you become aware of this threat, Sir? A phone call? E-mail? 
Letter? 
 
Voice 2: Nothing like that. 
 
Voice 1: Well, did someone attach a note to a rock and throw it over your wall? Or do you 
have a skywriter above your residence? 
 
Voice 2: Just send someone over to protect me. 
 
Voice 1: With all due respect, Sir, even for you, Mr. Baier, much as I'd love to help you—
seeing what the Motherland owes you and all—I need something more to go on than an 
impression. I cannot dispatch men just because you've had a bad dream, or a gypsy has 
read your fate in tea leaves. 
 
Voice 2: I discovered the fact by means that are still classified—a government project I'm 
working on. It's top secret, so I can't say any more. 
 
Voice 1: Mr. Baier, I fear you are not being candid with me. Just this morning Garry Neal 
told me confidentially you're not working on anything for the Motherland at the moment. 
 
Voice 2: What does he know? He’s a grinder. He doesn’t even know me. Let me speak with 
Victor Bondar. 
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Voice 1: Bondar has been reassigned—as you well know. Shall I send Garry over?  
 
Voice 2: I can’t stand the guy. Get me some protection or I'll have your head on a platter. 
 
Voice 1: You employ a private security firm. I advise you to contact them, Sir. 
 
Voice 2: My regular detail can't be here. The one's wife is having a baby. I forget what’s 
going on with the others. 
 
Voice 1: Even so, Mr. Baier, unless you can provide me some objective detail... 
 
(Line goes dead) 
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3. Testimony of Captain Bagge, Excerpt 1. 
 
Coroner: Captain Bagge, you were nearer the scene than any of us and can shed more light 
than any other functionary on what happened. When did Station Six first learn of trouble at 
Blithe Villa? 
 
Bagge: Tuesday evening, February 10th, Sir. The timestamp says 1831. Alexander Baier 
phoned us in a highly distraught state of mind, saying someone was going to kill him in two 
days. 
 
Coroner: An unusual request. And how did you respond? 
 
Bagge: Naturally I wanted to know how he knew, or who he believed would perpetrate the 
deed. He was unable to answer me, no matter how firmly I pressed him. I asked him if he 
had received an email, a letter, a phone call. He became agitated and said he could not 
explain how he knew. I found this curious and suggested other alternatives: a note tied to a 
stone and thrown over his wall? A psychic reading? He became infuriated and said either I 
provided him with protection or he'd have my job. 
 
Coroner: We have heard the recording. What did you do after he hung up on you? 
 
Bagge: Two things. First I contacted his new liaison, Garry Neal, along with one of our police 
profilers and explained the situation. We concluded Alexander Baier was experiencing acute 
paranoia, and that we should humor his request, hoping to calm him down enough that we 
would be able to convince him to accept medical and psychiatric evaluations. 
 
Second, on that same day, at 1945, I dispatched three policemen to guard his residence, 
and informed him I had done so, although I hated to place boots on the ground, it was so 
cold that night. As to the funding for this action, in light of his eminent services to our 
republic—not to mention to our town and university—I felt our citizens would be willing to 
defray a few hours of overtime costs to provide peace of mind to a man who has placed us 
on the map not just for today but for all time. 
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4. Unfinished Letter of Alexander Baier to Marie Rowan 
 
Dear Marie, 
 
I will be murdered today. If I can sit still long enough to finish this letter, I will explain how I 
know, but I’m so antsy, so filled with dread I can hardly concentrate, and my body twitches 
with the need to move about.  
 
I’m scared, Marie. It has been several hours (I think) since I heard myself scream and felt 
demons tugging my soul with spider legs toward hell. At first I was so paralyzed with panic I 
could not even think. I don’t know how much time passed while I was in a stupor, so I’m not 
sure how long I have left. Time has been absolutely crazy the last two days: one minute it 
seems suspended forever and then a whole hour rushes by like a minute.  
 
You will think it odd that I write you after all these years, but you were almost the only 
person who ever made me speak the truth and one of very few who spoke truth to me.  
 
Forgive me the wrong I did you. When you get this letter after I am gone, you will say, “I 
told you so,” but I know you will say it with grief, not gloating. 
 
And it is true, you did tell me so.  
 
Ever since we split up, I’ve been rudderless. If you had been beside me, I would have used 
my gift so much better. You would have shown me how to focus on good. Today, instead of 
facing my end with terror, I would be full of peace, knowing I had achieved the best that 
was in me. 
 
It is a relief to confess what a sham I’ve been. I know Judgment Day will go badly with me. 
My stepdad used to teach us of Judgment Day in those Sunday lessons of his. Do you 
remember? Silly question. You would never forget; you took his words to heart. I mocked 
behind his back.  
 
I was bitter. You never knew, did you, that I joined the atheist society and openly ridiculed 
belief in resurrection and all those other “outmoded” beliefs that stepdad—and you—held. 
How I derided faith with my drinking buddies. Looking back, I see it was my way to hit back 
at God for taking my real father from me and giving me a tyrant in his place. 
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If only stepdad had been...warmer. He was always so perfect, so impeccable with outsiders. 
Always he had the perfect word at the perfect moment for everyone—everyone but me. For 
me there was only rigidity and sternness. And then there was his conscience that wouldn’t 
bend a centimeter—his conscience that so often sent him to prison when he bucked the 
authorities. How poor it kept us. I hated that conscience of his. Whatever he had held high, 
I wanted to smash. 
 
You saw a change in me even if you did not know the causes. One was that I had begun 
cheating. The pressure to perform was intense. With my second-rate mind, the only way I 
could hold my own (I told myself) was by cheating. I realize now that if I had worked hard, I 
might have made some small, honest contribution to science or scholarship. But the truth is 
I was lazy and pleasure-loving. 
 
I suppose it is only fitting—poetic justice—that this disaster is happening to me. I am dying 
because of a sham. Yes, it is poetic justice, because my descent began with a sham when I 
was finally caught.  
 
Living so far from here, you probably never heard how the university cracked down on 
plagiarism, falsified experiments, and cribbed answers. For three years I’d contrived to get 
away with all three. But I finally got caught with my hand in the cookie jar. 
 
That is how I found myself in my fourth year (the year you broke off with me) sweating in 
the foyer of the faculty offices. It was a winter day and the waiting area was cold—yet I was 
sweating. In twenty minutes a faculty committee would pronounce my doom. Unless I could 
convince them to give me another chance, I would be out, expelled, my credits expunged. 
Blackballed, I would be reduced to menial labor. There were no alternatives. I’ve never been 
strong enough for military life, nor brutal enough for the secret service.  
 
Worse still, my ruin would take down my whole family—-maybe even you and your family, 
too. What would I say to stepdad? To mom? To you?  
 
I had been caught red-handed—caught not in a single lapse, but monitored through a whole 
semester of crookedness. A faculty reassessment of my past work indicated (rightly) that the 
cheating went back three years. There were at least a dozen plagiarized papers which no 
amount of fast talk could conjure away. 
 
My head hurt worse than it has ever hurt before or since—a migraine; and I felt sick to my 
stomach. I pressed my temples between my hands, wishing the throbbing would relent. The 
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old-fashioned heating system clunked. The school has a brand new, silent heat system 
today, thanks to me, but back then, every creak and pop of expanding and contracting metal 
exploded against my headache like a cannon ball. 
 
With cannon balls bursting in my head, I could not think. I only knew my accusers had me 
dead to rights.  
 
My situation was too awful to contemplate. There I was, not yet twenty-one, staring at 
disgrace and ruin. What could I possibly say to convince the disciplinary committee not to 
complete the destruction of myself that I had begun?  
  
I could not even run. The authorities would penalize my parents, perhaps beat them under 
bright lights, "Where did Alexander go? You lie! You know where he went." Mom would lose 
her apartment, her pension. If I stuck around, at least I could help them move, share my 
poverty with them. But how could I face them? How could I face my stepdad? His standard 
of honesty made the school's look grubby. In that moment I loathed my folly. 
 
And you: What would you think? Shame flamed my cheeks. 
 
There was an alternative, of course, one which would remove me beyond dad's accusing 
eyes, mom's wails, your disappointment. I shuddered. Our teachers had instructed us from 
kindergarten onward that this life is all there is. I'd believed it for years, but I knew better 
that day, as I sat in the foyer waiting for the pronouncement of doom. Hell had to be real: I 
was living it already. To raise a gun to my head and doom myself forever to the flame...No, I 
must go on breathing, whatever the cost in shame. 
 
Was there no way out? I strained to think of something. If only I knew my subjects half as 
well as I should, I'd ask the committee to examine me. I would step humbly into the room 
and say, "Quiz me on any subject, please. I'll prove I really learned it." If I exceeded their 
expectations, perhaps they would consent to place me on probation. 
 
The trouble was, I had learned next to nothing in the three years I'd been in college. To 
pass an impromptu exam in front of ruthless skeptics, I'd have to dazzle them like a 
virtuoso, or at least know in advance what questions would be asked. I groaned. What 
futility!  
 
Yet, as if there was some hope of pulling it off, I strained to imagine what they might ask. 
The thought came to me, "Tomorrow at this time, I will know what they said to me. Their 
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every word and nuance will be incused on my brain. If only I could read tomorrow’s brain 
today..." 
 
Have you ever put your fist through a sheet of tissue paper? My mind did something like. 
The walls of consciousness that had always bounded my thought seemed to give way and it 
was as if I found myself in a hallway of mirrors. 
 
You've seen mirrors mounted on opposite walls, where one mirror reflects into another, and 
that reflection is reflected back again, deeper and deeper until light can no longer generate 
another reflection. What I saw was something like that, only much richer and not flat, but 
three dimensional. At the same time I saw how I could … 
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5. Diary of Geb Stengel, Professor of Physics, Extract 
 

I have experienced an unforgettable event today. With four of my colleagues, I was detailed 
to discipline a number of students who had been caught cheating, plagiarizing papers, and 
purchasing work.  
 
In our preliminary discussions, there were a few of the students toward whom we agreed we 
were willing to extend leniency, but Alexander Baier was not one. Unanimously we agreed 
that no matter what he said, no matter how penitent he appeared, we would expel him 
without ceremony, so egregious and pervasive had been his fraud. 
 
The faculty room was dingy. I felt ashamed of it. Dead flies lay in dust on the high window 
sills. Broken panes were patched with cardboard. The blank screens of outdated computers 
faced the room in wobbly stalls. When everyone owns a property, no one owns it. Such were 
my meditations as Alexander entered the room.  
 
He surprised us with his confidence. Although it was a cold day and he was thinly clad, he 
did not shiver. The mathematician—that quack—pointed him to a chair. Alexander ignored 
the man and strode to the blackboard. With quick strokes he wrote two dozen lines of 
equations on it—the key steps of an utterly exquisite proof.  
 
"What is this?" growled Peter—the mathematician. No surprise, that! We all knew him to be 
utterly devoid of imagination. With professors like him, no wonder so many of our students 
resort to cheating. The man is a cheat by his very existence. 
 
For myself, I can only say my mouth fell open. I am ashamed to admit that so wonderful did 
the symbols on the blackboard appear, I foolishly longed for some deity to bless, although I 
know full well there is none.  
 
"By the Universe! There's a Nobel Prize in this,"  I exclaimed. 
 
"A Nobel?" Baier repeated incredulously, as if he did not recognize the significance of what 
he had written...and for a moment I believed the dog was sincere. But of course he could 
not have been. He must known what he is sitting on. 
 
“A Nobel?” he continued. Perhaps…if I can find someone to help me verify, polish and 
publish it in proper form...” He had a hopeful tone. He was inviting me to share his Nobel. 
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I realized I had to convince the others to let this scapegrace off. The trouble was, I am not 
popular with them—always mocking the social studies as pseudo-sciences. Besides that, the 
mathematician is insanely jealous of me because he has his eye on the psychologist, but 
everyone knows she likes me better than him. I had heavy boulder to lift: not one of them 
had a clue what a sublime revelation was chalked up before them. 
 
"If this holds up, our young culprit has just solved one of the most recalcitrant mysteries of 
the theory of everything…" I began.  
 
"Baier? Solve anything?" There were guffaws of incredulity all around the table. 
 
"If he's such a bright mathematician, why has he found it necessary to cheat in my class?" 
demanded the mathematician. 
 
"And in mine?" asked Pavel, our economics prof. 
 
"Comrades," responded Baier with a suitable tone of penitence, "I confess I cut some 
corners. I was desperate to work on deep problems such as this—and have a little time for 
fun, too—problems which will bring repute and funding to our neglected school and raise it 
in the esteem of our nation. I was wrong. Instead of being secretive, I should have 
approached each of you and asked your indulgence if my work slipped a little, should have 
solicited your expert help with my explorations.  My only excuse is that I was not sure of 
myself...” 
 
Pavel was not mollified. "It's all very well for you to chalk these symbols on the board. But 
you plagiarized two papers for my class. How do I know you did not plagiarize this work, 
too?" He glowered at me, his eyes filled with reproach as if I had betrayed him and the rest 
of the committee. 
 
Baier lowered his head humbly. "Your misgivings are justified, Sir," he said softly. "But tell 
me, you who know the literature of economics as well as any man alive—Is this a stolen 
idea?" He began to erase the blackboard. 
 
"Stop, stop, let me take that down first!" I cried. Baier paused long enough for me to 
scribble his valuable lines onto a note pad. Then Baier cleared the board and sketched a 
diagram to which he appended some economic gibberish.  
 
It was Pavel’s turn to act dazed. "I've been working on ideas almost identical to that, an 
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utterly new way of implementing quality control under disrupted conditions. You've pushed 
the theory even beyond me," he croaked. 
 
It is true he has been working on a theory—I've seen the doodles on his desk blotter—but I 
suspect that like most economics done in our country, party principles have led his work 
hopelessly astray. But the important thing as far as I was concerned, he accepted Baier's 
cartoons as relevant. That was two votes for Baier. 
 
Turning to the others, Pavel said, "These ideas are exactly what our motherland needs if we 
are to compete with the world. We've suffered long from a lack of quality control."  
 
Baier next appealed to the psychologist, saying something about a little green sweater that 
would not longer fit his mom. What in the world she got out of that, I don’t know, but I had 
no precedent for the results. In eight years I have never so much as seen her eyes moisten 
with tears, but he had her sobbing like a sixteen year old girl. I relaxed. That was three 
votes for Baier, all we needed. Baier, however, kept speaking. 
 
Denis, our historian, caved when Baier advanced what he thought to be the true meaning of 
an ancient Minoan cipher which has eluded translation. Later, after we'd sent Baier out of 
the room, Denis admitted the suggestion was exactly the key he had been seeking to 
complete a thesis on the most ancient Minoan scripts.  
 
We were putty in Baier’s hands. This kid is hot! Why did he think he had to cheat? 
  
Only Peter was unmollified. I think he was furious that I might win a Nobel and he saw the 
psychologist slipping forever from his lustful fantasies. 
 
"Even if all of you lap sour milk from this boy's scummy basin, I will still denounce him," he 
vowed. 
 
I was watching Baier, and saw an odd expression on his face, as if he was straining to hear 
someone or something just out of earshot. Then he relaxed. His lips elongated sternly. 
"Perhaps you and I should step into the hall and discuss the Caligula Corp," he said. 
 
The mathematician blanched. I do not know why. The psychologist asked him afterward, but 
Peter pretended not to hear her.  
 
Glaring at Baier for about ten heartbeats, a vein bulging and throbbing in his forehead, Peter 
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said stiffly, "Perhaps I've been overly rigid. This young man certainly has strong extenuation. 
I do not say it entirely excuses him; however, I'm willing to extend conditional leniency. Now 
that we understand him, and he understands us, perhaps we can release him with a 
reprimand." 
 
How we dealt with the rest of today’s expulsion cases, I cannot recall. All I wanted to do was 
get out of the room and check those equations. They are rock solid! Who would have 
guessed that young Baier had so much talent in him?  
 
I, Geb Stengel, will almost certainly share a Nobel! 
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6. Analysis of Hidden Camera Recording 
 

What you see is footage from one of two hidden cameras in Alexander Baier's office. The 
other, we regret, died a couple weeks ago. With Baier in self-imposed house arrest the last 
few months, opportunities to sneak inside and change batteries or make repairs have been 
few.  
 
These excerpts begin at 2000 Tuesday, February 10th—the day he called Station VI 
requesting protection—and continue until the wee hours of the morning. You will notice that 
Baier’s conduct closely mirrors his frame of mind, which might appear paranoid, but can be 
seen to be based on a specific, time-related threat he perceives, although in other ways it 
highlights fundamental flaws of his character. 
 
In the first excerpt we see Baier poking upward with a broom handle. We believe he is 
testing the ceiling to convince himself it is solid, ensuring that no one can enter his office 
from above. He drops the broom in a corner and appears satisfied. He exits the room. 
 
We have deleted half an hour from the video at this point, because nothing transpires, as he 
is elsewhere in the house. We pick up when he reenters, lugging a toolbox from which he 
removes—and places on his desk—a power drill, hacksaw, cutting disks, hammer, chisels, 
driver bit and other tools. He now makes several trips from his office, returning four times 
with pieces of wood and metal, including a five-foot length of pipe and a couple el-shaped 
pieces with jagged ends which appear to have been cut from a bed-frame some time in the 
past, judging from their rusted condition, a coil of wire, and lastly a mixed container of nails, 
screws, bolts and hooks.  
 
He arranges his tools and pieces and begins fiddling around the door. During much of this 
time, his back is to the camera, so we have cut about an hour and a half here, skipping 
forward to the completion of his task.  
 
The next scene begins as he steps away from the door to lay down his power driver. You 
can see that he has mounted metal slots on either side of the door, with bits cut from the 
bed-frames. He now picks up the steel pipe and drops it into the slot. He pulls the door 
handle and seems pleased when it opens only half an inch before bumping into the pipe. 
 
Baier now turns his attention to his windows. Again, we have cut lengthy, tedious shots of 
his back as he drives screws, eyehooks, and other bits of hardware into the frames around 
the windows and strings heavy wire from one hook to another. He then creates a lattice of 
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metal curtain rods, which he mounts directly into the window frame by driving heavy screws 
through them.  When he steps away from each window, the result is far from elegant, but  
evidently satisfactory to him. 
 
These fortifications are probably as good as he could provide under the circumstances. If 
someone were to attempt to break in through the windows or doors, they could do so only 
with considerable effort and noise, affording Baier plenty of time to notify the police. 
 
Finally, revealing his all-too-familiar tendency to slovenliness, he tosses the remaining 
unused pieces of metal and wood, and the steel pipe, in the corner between his desk and 
the door rather than take them back to storage.  
 
If it seems strange to you that he has left himself no way out of his office, apparently he 
seems to have felt that if he could survive past Thursday, he had nothing to fear, which is 
completely consistent with the story he told witnesses. We conclude that he really was afraid 
of a specific, anticipated incident, and not paranoid in the diagnostic sense of the word. 
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7. Responses of Roman Zak, Costume Dealer,  
Questioned by Agent Bret 

 
Agent: Roman Zak, you run a costume shop, do you not? 
 
Zak: You know full well I do. Roman’s Rigs. You're standing in it. 
 
A: Did Alexander Baier contact you Tuesday afternoon three days ago? 
 
Z: He did. 
 
 A: And what did he want? 
 
 Z: He asked for a metal breastplate, one that would fully encircle his torso. 
 
 A: Did he say why? 
 
 Z: No. Since we are a costume shop, I presumed he was getting up another of his costume 
parties. 
 
 A: He does costume parties, does he? 
 
 Z: Once or twice a year. None recently. 
 
 A: Did you provide him with the gear he requested? 
 
 Z: No. 
 
 A: Why not? 
 
 Z: I told him I could not until his bill was paid. He is two years in arrears. 
 
 A: What did he say to that? 
 
 Z: He swore he’d have a check for me at the door. 
 
 A: A fair offer, don’t you think? 
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 Z: No, Sir. Promises and bounced checks do not balance the books. I said I would only 
bring the armor to Blithe Villa if he placed cash in my hands. In the last twenty-four months 
I’ve had three checks from him. Two bounced. 
 
 A: So you did not deliver the armor? 
 
 Z: I have already said I didn’t. 
 
 A: In light of Mr. Baier’s sterling contributions to the Motherland, which have so elevated 
the national economy and brought wealth to this town, surely you could have made an 
exception for him? 
 
 Z: I had already made too many exceptions for Mr. Baier. As far as I am concerned, despite 
all his brilliance, he was no more than a common cheat. My business is in danger of going 
under because of him. 
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8. Testimony of Captain Bagge, Excerpt 2 
 
Wednesday afternoon about 1530, Alexander Baier called me back and demanded I 
withdraw the officers I had dispatched to his house. When I asked him why, he said he had 
reason to believe one of them was going to kill him.  
 
Naturally I refused. They are trusted men. But I made a follow-up call that evening and 
another Thursday morning at 0830 hours to see if all was well with Baier and to ask if he 
could ascribe any definite cause for his request that I pull my men.  
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9. Transcript of Wire-Tapped Phone Conversation Between 
Alexander Baier and Gregor Mets 

 
Time stamped 1416 Thursday, February 12th 
 
“Gregor!” 
 
“Who is this?” 
 
“It’s Alexander. Alexander Baier.” 
 
[A pause.] “Am I supposed to be happy to hear that name?” 
 
“What’s wrong, Gregor?” 
 
“You ask me what’s wrong? I don’t trust you. Nobody here trusts you.” 
 
“I’m not sure I understand that, Gregor. Listen, my friend, I need your help. I need to know 
where I can reach a certain person...the man with the painted hat—no need to mention 
names. I desperately need to talk with him.” 
 
“If you mean Jurgens, say so.” 
 
“I never know when my calls are being monitored, Gregor.” 
 
“As if you care! You’ve already done Jurgy all the damage you could.” 
 
“Damage?” 
 
“Because of you, he disappeared—taken in the night.” 
 
“Because of me?” 
 
“Don’t pretend innocence. Your words doomed him.” 
 
“What words?” 
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“Oh get off it, Alex. That parody... It doomed him and Neetman.” 
 
“I never thought...” 
 
“That’s just it, Alex. You never think. You make me sick.”  
 
“I’m trying to change, Gregor. Truly I am. That’s why I called. I thought if anyone could 
show me how to go right, it would be Jurgens. If I’ve wronged you, I’m sorry Gregor. If you 
see Jurgens or Neetman again—ever, mind you—tell them I said I was sorry and begged 
their forgiveness.” 
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10. Testimony of Captain Bagge, Excerpt 3 
 
Bagge: At about 1500 Thursday, Baier called and asked if I would send him a priest. I am 
not on the chummiest terms with priests, so it was about two hours before I could 
accommodate his request. 
 
Coroner: The priest you sent was Valentin Tepper, was it not?" 
 
Bagge: It was. 
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11. Transcript of Interview with Valentin Tepper. 
 
BONDAR: Valentin Tepper, do you swear to tell the truth? 
 
TEPPER: When it suits me. Otherwise I may be evasive or remain silent. 
 
BONDAR: Everyone says you are a good priest.  
 
TEPPER: No man knows what is in his heart until he has been tested. 
 
BONDAR: Hmm. I suppose…You are not from this region. Why did you move here? 
 
TEPPER: I sought information I needed. 
 
BONDAR: What information? 
 
TEPPER: You will see soon enough.  
 
BONDAR: You knew the deceased? 
 
TEPPER: By sight I did. I even spoke to him for half a minute about a year ago. Maybe 
someone living under a rock these last eight years hasn’t seen his picture on TV or in the 
magazines. 
 
BONDAR: On Thursday February 12th you were asked to report to Blithe Villa to confess 
Alexander Baier? 
 
TEPPER: I was. 
 
BONDAR: Please explain what happened. 
 
TEPPER: It was getting dark when I rang the bell of Blithe Villa. I saw a flicker in the 
peephole as Alexander pressed his eye to it. Behind me three policemen stood in a cone of 
light. The one nicknamed "The Cossack" cursed Alexander for the paranoia which had them 
pacing in the cold. Another, called Leech, asked me if the crucifix I wore around my neck 
was real gold.  
 
BONDAR: And what did you say to that? 
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TEPPER: I told him, "You see my coat and vestments" —they were as faded as these duds 
I’m wearing— "and you ask me if this is gold?" 
 
Then Alexander Baier cracked the door a couple inches. It was on a chain. "Oh, it’s you, 
Father Tepper? I am so glad. I was afraid I would get some drunken phony. Have the police 
search you, then tell them to back off. You've got to come in alone." 
 
”The boss says you're to search me,” I hollered to the policemen.  
 
”I’ll feel you up, all right,” said the Cossack with a leer. 
 
”Hey, give the cloth some respect,” said the third policeman, the one we know as Dr. 
Dumbo. 
 
”Sorry, Padre,” growled the Cossack as he ran his hands over me. 
 
”Without gloves!” screamed Alexander. 
 
The Cossack spat. His saliva hit the ground with an explosion and froze instantly. He pulled 
off a glove, repeated his search. “He’s clean,” he grunted. 
 
"No one's to come in here except the man of God," warned Alexander. “Back off all of you.” 
 
The three policemen drew back slowly, their boots creaking in the cold. The Cossack 
shouted out in a heckling tone, "Come on, Gov’nor. No one's gonna hurt you. It's mighty 
cold out here. Ten minutes to warm up, that's all we ask." 
 
"No, it's got to be this way," said Alexander through clenched teeth. I noticed his fists were 
clenched, too.  
 
The guards stepped another pace backward. “Farther back!” ordered Alexander. He was 
really jumpy. 
 
The men shuffled back a step or two more as I advanced to the door again. 
 
Alexander slipped off the security chain, swung the door open just far enough to admit me. 
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”Hurry,” he said in an urgent whisper.  
 
The Cossack and Dr. Dumbo charged the door.  
 
Alexander’s face melted in terror. “Get inside, get inside!” he screamed at me. “Help me bolt 
this thing!”  
 
He yanked me by the arm and slammed the door, bolting it. Outside I heard raucous 
laughter. 
 
I faced him with an amused expression. "They were just bluffing, you know. You're not real 
popular with them right now." 
 
Alexander flushed.  
 
"They think I'm making a fool of myself?"  
 
I nodded.  
 
"Okay, I'm a fool, then," he said. "That's why I need to confess myself. And quickly. I've got 
only a couple hours at most to live." He twitched his head toward his office. "Let's go in 
there. Warmer, more secure, more comfortable." 
 
BONDAR: What were your impressions when you got into the office? 
 
TEPPER: I wasn’t exactly comfortable in there. He’d built makeshift barricades on the 
windows and when we went in he locked the door and dropped a piece of pipe into some 
metal slots he’d rigged each side of it. 
 
BONDAR: And what did he have to say when you two were alone? 
 
TEPPER: The first thing he did was open a drawer and pull out a gold coin. “You've come out 
in the cold, Father, and I owe you something for your trouble,” he said.  
 
When I indicated I didn’t want them, he shut the drawer.  
 
There was an awkward pause between us. Now that it had come to the point, he seemed 
hesitant. Then he took the plunge, but his words were the last I expected: he asked me if I 
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believed time warps were possible. I told him there were a good many things science had 
yet to understand, but I was open-minded. He knew far more than I about such things, I 
added, and if he could present convincing evidence I would be happy to listen, although I 
was not sure I would understand. Science is not usually a strong point for seminarians. 
 
He seemed satisfied with my reply and started to talk, but not about anything scientific. 
Instead, he told me pretty much what I expected at the first, knowing his reputation: that 
he'd pretended to be an atheist in college although deep down he knew there was a God, 
that he had cheated at cards, used his fame to seduce an endless stream of girls, and had 
been malicious, especially toward other scientists. 
 
I explained that his only way out was to become a new creation and that the first step was 
just what he was doing now—acknowledging he was a rat in the sight of God and men.  
 
BONDAR: You actually called him a rat? 
 
TEPPER: Wasn’t he? For that matter, I likened him to a snake, too—told him any snake will 
run from a forest fire. Fear of fire might be a starting point, I said, but God’s glory had to 
become his first concern. 
 
He was honest with me on that point. "I’ve never considered it, Father. And before I can, 
I've got to come clean on a couple other things." 
 
He dropped his eyes. Finally he said in a low voice, staring at the floor, that all of his 
intelligence was coming to him from the future—that he used information from the future to 
locate girls and to know the right lines to pick them up with, to win card games, to make his 
discoveries and write his papers and musical compositions.  
 
BONDAR: He can’t have been serious. He made a claim like that in confession? 
 
TEPPER: If ever a man seemed sincere, he did. I questioned him sharply on it. "You aren’t 
making this up? How do you know it is from the future? Are you sure it's not demonic?" —
that kind of thing. 
 
He was sure. He himself sent the messages and he himself received the messages. He knew 
it was himself sending them. When he was on the sending end it was just the mirror of 
when he was on the receiving end and vice versa. 
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"And is it a message from your future self that has warned you that you are to die today?" I 
asked. 
 
He nodded. "I felt a knife go into my back, heard myself scream, and then demons were 
tugging my soul toward hell." His face was white with terror, sweat was running down his 
cheeks. There was no doubt in my mind he took this warning seriously. "That's why I've got 
to confess," he said. "The things I've told you so far are chocolate milk compared to the 
most poisonous thing I ever did." 
 
He paused a long while, and just when I was about to prod him with a question, he said 
with a voice that was almost a sob, "There was a girl, so fresh and clean, back before I 
became famous. She was not a bit like the others. Without letting her know who I was, I 
tried several times to pick her up, but she absolutely refused. I was never able to get a line 
from the future that would work with her. She had a brother she loved—I never met him—
but she used to write him all the time. I promised her I'd get him any advancement he 
wanted, if only she would be mine, thinking to use her love for him as leverage. She just 
laughed, said I didn’t understand her brother, that he cared nothing for such things. I 
promised her wealth, promised I'd convert to her faith, promised I would marry her. Finally I 
threatened to denounce her. 
 
"'Denounce me if you will,' she said, and her voice trembled with fear. 'I belong to one 
greater than you, to Christ Jesus, and he may do with me what he likes. But I know it is not 
his will I marry you.'" 
 
BONDAR: Silly girl. 
 
TEPPER: Bold, frightened girl.  
 
BONDAR: Still, if Baier stopped at threats…what’s so bad about a guy trying to win the love 
of a girl? All’s fair in love and war. 
 
TEPPER: There was more. 
 
"Father," Baier said to me, "I was furious. I deliberately asked my future self how I could set 
her up most convincingly. And then I reported her anonymously. They sent her to a prison 
camp and I think it killed her." 
 
"It did," I said. 
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"She was so gentle," he said, shuddering with sobs. Then my words registered with him. “It 
did?” he asked.  Now his eyes were on me, and they were pools of terror. In a trembling 
voice he asked, "How do you know?"  
 
"Was her name Katrina?" I asked. 
 
“How do you know?” he screamed. 
 
I confess that thoughts of murder flashed through my brain. A man never knows himself 
until he is tried. I could hear my voice as if it were a thousand miles away, filled with hatred. 
 
“Katrina was my sister.” 
 
Baier leaped to his feet, quaking like a man with fever. His fingers pointed into my face as if 
to accuse me. “You’re the one. You’re the one…but I won’t let you…I’ll get you first! He 
staggered backward, toward those pieces of metal that were propped against the wall, and 
swiveled his neck, reaching behind him to grab one. 
 
BONDAR: Which is when you pulled the crucifix off your neck and twisted free the dagger 
hidden in it. 
 
TEPPER: How did you know? 
 
BONDAR: It’s my business to know such things. When I saw you were no longer wearing it, 
I had your apartment searched. 
 
TEPPER: Ah. 
 
BONDAR: A heavy piece. Very clever. 
 
TEPPER: What made me wear such a thing? My Lord would never have done so. 
 
BONDAR: He let his disciples carry swords, didn’t he? 
 
TEPPER: Two at times. 
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BONDAR: So you are no worse than they on that score. Peter actually used his. See, I know 
my Bible stories. But back to you and Baier, how did you get him to turn his back so you 
could drive the blade in? 
 
TEPPER: You know as well as I that nothing of the kind happened. Baier lost his balance and 
impaled himself. 
 
BONDAR: Go on. 
 
TEPPER: He stumbled backward. He was trying to keep his eyes on me and grope for a 
weapon at the same time, and he trod on an el-shaped piece of metal that looked to be a bit 
of rusted bed frame cut at a sharp angle at one end. It sprang up the way a rake will when 
you step on its comb. He lost his balance, his hands pawed the air, he fell backward and 
screamed as the point pierced through his chest. 
 
BONDAR: But you did not call the police at once, did you? Why was that? 
 
TEPPER: Nothing sinister about it, I assure you. First I had to see if there was anything I 
could do for the wretched fellow, but it was no use…he was gone. Then I tried to find a 
phone. There was none in his office and I hadn’t brought mine. After a few moments, it 
occurred to me Baier probably had a cell phone on him, so I patted his pockets but he was 
half lying on the thing, and I did not want to move the body, disturb the evidence. So I 
decided to go outside, holler at the cops guarding the mansion.  
 
I had already lost two or three minutes, but now I ran into another problem. The pipe had 
wedged quite tightly in its slots and it took me maybe a minute or so to pry it out.  I was 
almost to the front door when I remembered the dagger from my crucifix and went back for 
it. A bit of blood had gotten on it, which I had to clean off to keep you guys from jumping to 
conclusions. Altogether I suppose I lost six or seven minutes.  
 
BONDAR: I wonder now. Maybe that isn’t quite the way it played out. It is plain as day you 
moved into this area to hunt down the betrayer of your sister. Now you are trying to tell me 
when you finally had your opportunity for revenge, you did nothing. I believe you stabbed 
Baier with your hidden dagger, then forced the corpse onto the metal stake to make his 
death look accidental. The officers say you had splotches of blood on your cossack.  
 
TEPPER: You try taking a man’s pulse and patting him down for a cell phone… 
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BONDAR: We’ve a lot more questions to ask you, Valentine Tepper. 
 
TEPPER: Say what you will, I didn’t kill him. But I might as well have.  Alexander Baier 
showed me I have the mind of a murderer. 
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12. Note Found in Alexander Baier’s Lock Box. 
 

My vaunted genius amounts to no more than this: I can contact my own mind about 48 
hours in the future and learn from myself how I acted, what I wrote, what I composed, what 
I said. I then act, write, or compose whatever I show myself I did, and there it is for me to 
send back to myself two days later. 
 
As near as I can describe my capacity, it was as if I were seeing mirrors inside mirrors, 
except I could manipulate the reflection two mirrors down, which would then change what I 
was seeing in the foremost mirror. Think of the process as a recursive function. At the time I 
got my vision, I did not even know what a recursive was. I called it “the looping equation.” 
 
There are many things about the “looping equation” that bewilder me. For example, how do 
I create the new knowledge that my mind feeds back to me? On any given today, I do not 
have it. In fact, before the message comes from the day after tomorrow, everything I 
attempt is blasé. Yet when I get the message from the future, I produce whatever it says, 
read it over, feed it back to myself and then am enabled to produce it so as to see it and 
feed it back to myself. Its very perplexing, the ultimate paradox. 
 
I have thought of making the recursive the subject of a study, but always shy away. What if 
I were to do so, and somehow undermine the process or lose faith in it? I would be killing 
the goose that lays the golden egg. 
 
Here is another thing that stumps me. On several occasions, I tried to time my connection 
with the future so that I could learn what my day after the morrow persona had learned 
from his day after tomorrow persona, but I never could. It seems I have to send my 
message from the day after tomorrow before I can receive the next message from that day's 
day after tomorrow. Why? 
 
Confusing, isn't it? If I had not experienced the reality of this phenomenon almost every day 
for the better part of a decade, I would not believe it myself. 
 
The proof is everywhere before me. Because of my ability, thousands of weasels have 
hitched their filthy cattle cars to my locomotive, beginning with that committee who were 
supposed to expel me from university and didn’t, all those girls who so willingly let me use 
them for what they hope to get out of me, and the dominant party that holds itself in power 
because of the adroit suggestions I feed them and the aura of invincibility it lends them. 
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13. Summary of Autopsy Report 
 
Alexander Baier’s death was caused by severe trauma to the heart, an injury apparently 
received when he fell with his full weight upon a sharp metal piece which pierced completely 
through his thorax from behind and exited through the front rib cage.   
 
It appeared he had eaten two to three hours before his death. Analysis of the contents 
confirms the housekeepers statement that she fed him stew. 
 
There were no abnormalities in his brain, no lesions, no suggestive enlargement of the 
frontal lobes (which are so crucial to reasoning, emotion, and memory)—nothing which 
would suggest an explanation for his enormous intellect. 
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14. My Recommendations 
 
Were the testimonies above to be taken at face value, we would be forced to speculate that 
as Alexander Baier’s life was ebbing, he managed to send himself one last message—a 
warning. This would be a supreme irony. The message from his dying self caused him to set 
in motion the events which led to him being pierced and to his dying self  sending the 
message which caused him to set in motion the events which led him to being pierced...This, 
however, is so circular as to be absurd, and violates the firmly established laws of time flow 
and causality. Hence we can only conclude that the witnesses must have been mistaken in 
their understanding of what they heard and saw.  
 
Baier certainly had the intelligence to fool them. I believe what was actually taking place was 
an enactment which went sadly awry. 
 
The enactment theory seems to be the most logical solution, as my assistants found only 
one relevant recursive among his papers. This was in a folder labeled “His Last Recursive.” 
In my experience, whenever Baier began a project, he always labeled a  folder in just this 
fashion and collected his notes into it as he worked. This indicates that Baier was planning to 
write a story by the title “His Last Recursive,” and was playing the role of the protagonist so 
as to obtain verisimilitude for his writing. Adding weight to this hypothesis is the fact that 
the recursive was not even useful as a description, much less as a viable formula for some 
amazing time-warp phenomenon which violates everything we know of physics. Nonetheless 
I insert the equation here so that you will be fully appraised of all the information we have, 
and enabled to squelch any rumors which may arise. 
 
Where k=knowledge,  

 
In light of this evidence, our party is positioned to survive the embarrassing loss of 
Alexander Baier, which sadly has taken place on our watch. However, we can do so only if 
we undertake immediate damage control. Here are my recommendations. 
 
1. Squelch all rumors by promulgating the true account of what took place—the enactment 
theory I have proposed. To do so with the most hope of success, we need to strengthen the 
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evidence of Baier’s prankish nature . This can be done through broadcast interviews of 
students and girlfriends who partied with him. We must also encourage television stations to  
interview authors who have role-played their stories in research and psychologists who can 
analyze the mental attitude of a writer who would approach his work in this painstaking 
manner. Furthermore, we should have professors of literature discuss on the talk shows the 
frequently self-destructive nature of genius, evidenced in great artists of the past such as 
Mozart, Dostoevsky, Van Gogh, Nietzsche, Vachel Lindsay and the like. Given that the 
coroner’s report proves accidental death, we should encourage him to repeat his findings in 
every possible venue. (If he could insinuate there may have been alcohol in Baier’s blood, 
that would be even better.) Through other learned insinuations, we can create the climate 
necessary for complete acceptance of our reasonable interpretation of the tragedy—an 
interpretation which absolves us of any direct blame—and indeed may win us a measure of 
sympathy when the public recognize that the greatest intellect in human history outfoxed us.  
 
2. Punish the negligent. In spite of all we can do, the public will still clamor that there has 
been negligence, so we must immediately, firmly and publicly punish Garry Neal and any 
others who were remiss in the protection and emotional handling of Baier, and therefore 
culpable in his demise. In Neal’s case the culpability is obvious; he had three weeks in which 
to develop a rapport with Baier, learn of his plans, and fend off the tragic consequences of 
this ill-advised enactment. Instead, he managed only to arouse distrust and aversion in his 
client. 
 
3. Advise all witnesses to keep silent. Those who might have been fooled by Baier’s hoax 
should be told that he was actually role-playing and be warned to keep silent if they have 
doubts. I have already taken this precaution with the housemaid, the priest, and the police. 
In the case of the priest I have also dropped strong hints that we suspect him of murder, 
which may prove useful in controlling his lips. He need not know that our hidden camera 
completely exculpates him. The bottom line is this: should any of the witnesses fail to heed 
our warnings, we must quickly silence him or her. 
 
4. Destroy all copies of this report. It is intended for your eyes only and should be 
incinerated with full precautions as soon as you have read it.  
 
Victor Bondar 


