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TWEAK


 


Over sized view screens hung everywhere. The
technicians floated over their input devices with an air of
mystique as the evening participants filed into the room. The
smiling was overwhelming. It looked like it would be a fantastic
day.

"Gentlemen I would like to give you some
background details,” the moderator said in a soft voice. "The
history of this particular planet is not unique. However, the
extremes they've taken it to are. I'll give you the basic list, and
we will come back to the rest a little later."

“This presentation deals with the planet
Aerrasop in galaxy 1136 19 K 4. The planet seems to have about
100,000 years of evolution for the bipedal. It is safe to say it
has been stagnant for the last 90,000 years. This is a result of
the caste system that is in place. The caste system is stringent
once born into a caste; there is no way out of it. The caste system
breaks down into four separate groups, which are as follows.”

“Primary caste system or lower caste,
approximately 65% of Aerrasop’s population fits into this caste.
The Primary Caste is the low-end labor force; they have extreme
beliefs in a God system. They always hope to improve themselves,
but are unaware that there is no way out. Intelligence is very low
and maintained genetically by the Echelon Caste.

Mid Caste system or middle caste, makes up
approximately 20% of the population is in this caste. This is the
working caste given the meager ability to make an inadequate
living. They have minor beliefs in a God system. Most realize that
they are stuck in this caste and merely accept their place in
life.

Upper caste system or upper caste,
approximately 14% of the population fits into this caste.. This is
a non-working caste. They are born with money and very few have
illusions about the world. They strive to achieve nothing. Their
life is a tedious boredom, and the suicide rate is extremely high
in this caste.

The remaining 1% of the population are born
into Echelon caste, the highest caste system. They are a lot more
than just the ruling caste. They control absolutely everything and
have no moral code to speak of. Every action they take is justified
by their own power with no regard for anything. This is the caste
system we are going to look at more closely at little later in the
presentation.

The caste system on this planet remains
entrenched because it is ruled with an iron hand. Most offenses are
punishable by death without appeal. From the Echelon Caste down,
each has jurisdiction over the one below them.

Gentlemen, I would like everyone to proceed
to the meeting room where we can review and finalize all the
details of our current projections."

 


--------- -----------------------------

The club appeared lifeless as a few customers
meandered about. The bartender polished the same glass for the
hundredth time, his boredom an overwhelming force. He looked at the
clock and muttered, "Another damn hour until the gamblers showed
up, this place will never be the same."

Trish, wearing her most provocative
tight-fitting costume, examined her long fingernails and hummed a
mindless tune.

The bartender slammed the glass he was
holding on the counter. His eyes breathed fire. He shouts, "Shut
the hell up Trish. Nobody wants to hear that shit from where you
used to live. You know you're only here because I pulled some
strings, so you better cooperate, or it’s back to the gutters for
you.”

Trish looked sheepishly at him, and
stuttered, "I'm really sorry Troy, it…it…it won't happen again. I
know you has done so much for me already. I'm just anxious because
the last time those damn gamblers are here I didn't even get one
tip. Those is the cheapest bastards I ever sees."

Troy turned away from her. He knew that he
shouldn't take his frustrations out on her and besides, he really
kind of liked her and the sex was just another bonus. He sighed. It
was never going to be the same again; those bastards from the
Echelon destroyed his business. Customers would not come here
because the risk of running into one the Echelon was too high.
Thanks to them, he was barely scraping by. All these thoughts
ricocheted through his brain. He knew he had no solutions.

"Trish" he said, "you can't talk like that, I
taught you how to speak properly, and if you don't speak correctly
we could both get in trouble. You know if somebody finds out you
are from the lower caste, you will have to go back there."

"But Troy you know that God is the one that
help me to get this job with you, and He's protecting us cause, He
loves us so much. He would never let you get into trouble for
helping me," she said with conviction.

"There is no damn God Trish! Even if he
exists, all he would be is an evil prick," mumbled Troy.

Trish sat down and closed her eyes. She
started remembering her childhood. The filth was everywhere. She
lived with her mother, two brothers and two sisters in a small
one-room apartment with electricity for only six hours a day and
there was never enough food. The wind often came through the walls
and blew out the candles. Her only salvation was that she was
allowed to finish school. She was quite proud of her grade six
education. She remembered all the fighting and desperation that
surrounded her. Their church priest had been a particular focus for
her. He taught her so many things about God and she believed every
word that he said. His desire for sex with small children was, as
he explained to her, his way of being repaid for the knowledge that
he gave. She could not possibly fault that. He said God stated it
as required to enter His kingdom.

She didn't think it was a horrible childhood,
mostly because she had nothing to compare it to. All of her friends
had lived through the same thing. Then Troy found her. Her life
immediately changed. She no longer worried about food and where she
was going to sleep. She lived with him and got to sleep in his bed.
Like magic, there was food in the fridge and cupboards as well as a
servant to cook the meals. He was also a much better lover than the
priest.

She was shaken out of her daydream by the
sounds at the door.

The gamblers filed in for their solitary
drink on the way to their meeting. They looked around the club with
disdain. One looked at another and said, "Well this place won't be
around much longer will it. We’re going to have to find a new
place." The gamblers filed out almost as quickly as they appeared,
perhaps a grand total of 15 minutes.

Troy went back to his brooding and worry.
Trish oblivious to Troy’s problems sat sulking in a corner.

The meeting place was alive with activity;
about sixty of the Echelon had taken up their prearranged positions
in the room. The room carried decadence to its extremes. There
wasn't a square inch it was left undecorated in some opulent
fashion. The robots drifted around dispensing beverages, performing
their singular task. The lights were soft with an ever-changing
glow sending shadows and interesting patterns throughout the
room.

The computerized systems were hiding in a
different room run by a series of a robot specially designed for
the tasks. All the computations for this evening's game were
conducted in there so as not to offend the Echelon. They did not
like to be reminded that they no longer knew how the machinery
worked, or the science behind it.

Tirmole sat across from Timolv and studied
him carefully. ”Timolv, why do people in that bar, call us gamblers
and what do you think we should do about it?” he said.

Timolv gave a thoughtful look and said rather
energetically, "Well that would probably be your fault. Quit your
babbling. Even though they only hear bits and pieces, what they
hear is that we’re gambling on something you suggested, what the
stakes are and how to collect your winnings. They are just simple
people and have a much lower intelligence than we do. What did you
think they were going to think? I suggest we do absolutely nothing
about it. It really doesn't matter any ways does it? There's
nothing they could do about it, even if they knew all the
facts.”

"I guess you're right. I really have to learn
to be quiet when I'm out in public," Tirmole said rather
glumly.

The evening’s games were about to begin. The
speaker of the day moved up to the podium and casually tapped on
the microphone. As he did so, he thought to himself, "Why are we
still using this antiquated equipment?"

"Okay boys and girls, we're all set for
tonight's entertainment. It is mandatory that I spell out the
rules, even though you should all know them by heart by now," the
speaker said.

Rule one: all tweaks must be a minor tweak
and the minutest tweak will be the winner.

Rule two: all bets once laid are permanent,
there is no changing or altering your bet.

Rule three: if your tweak is selected, you
must stay until the completion of the round.

Rule four: all bets will be paid and/or
collected at the end of the round.

Rule five: you will in no way interfere with
the robots that are performing the calculations and permutations in
the other room.

“Okay, the planet we have selected is called
Sydnor and is located in sector EC 9746 M 11. This particular world
currently has life, but is very early in a state of evolution. Its
primary life form is bipedal and has started forming small colonies
and groups. They have recently discovered fire and basic weapons.
Physics on that planet are identical to here in every way. They are
a schedule 3 in the multi-verse. And we are a schedule 6. That
particular universe has only been around for about 4 billion years.
Ours, as you know, has been around for 45 billion years. Other
planets in that universe are viable to the game. However, we are
just choosing one planet for the particular game tonight. I will
not take any questions and will now open this up to the floor for
the tweaks," he
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