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"Big science projects—in particular, these immense parti-cle accel erators that involve hundreds of
scientists and hun-dreds of millions of dollarsto field an experiment to detect one e usive particle—are
the nation's last payback to the [Manhattan Project] physicists for winning World War Two."

Off-the-record interview, 1993
White House Science Office

"Using one of theworld's most powerful research tools, scientists at Fermilab have made yet another
magor contri-bution to human understanding of the fundamentas of the universe.”

—Secretary of Energy Hazel O'Leary, March 1995, on the discovery of the top quark

"We have much to learn... and more of nature's best-kept secretsto explore. Welook forward to
beginning anew era of research with the Tevatron, making the best use of the world's highest-energy
collider.”

Fermilab Director John Peoples
March 1995

CHAPTER
ONE

Sunday, 8:23 p.m.

Fermi National Accelerator Laboratory
Batavia, Illinois

A whirlwind of high-energy particles coursed under-ground aong the four-mile circular path. With each
pass through the booster, superconducting magnets pumped the particlesto higher and higher energies
until they col-lided with acounter-rotating beam a nearly the speed of light, aquarter million of them
each second.

Theimpact sparked microscopic fireworks far grander than anything Dr. Georg Dumenco had seen
these Amer-icans display on their Fourth of July celebrations.

The Ukrainian emigre devoted histime to worrying about physicsinstead of palitics. His days of
research for political expediency werelong over, now that he had fled to Americaand made his home
alone, near Chicago, where he could work at Fermilab's magnificent Teva-tron, the world's largest
particle accelerator—or, asthe loca newspaper cdled it, an "atom smasher.”

Even here after hours, twenty feet underground, the buried racetrack of the Main Ring and the paralél
Tev-atron hummed continuoudy. When the Fermilab teams had "good beam,” they liked to keep the
accelerator running without interruption.

Dumenco worked down in one of the experimentd target chambers, adead-end bull's-eye at the
termination of a shunt path a quarter milelong. There, the main beam could be deflected like a
high-energy bullet into asmal target of meta foil. The crash of the beam into thefoil was enough to
shatter nuclel and pound protons into congtituent eementary particles with aresulting shower of radiation.

With the Tevatron operating in its continuous loop, Dumenco could tinker with his own gpparatusin
the distant target chamber. He wasn't supposed to be in this room when the beam was actudly running,
but the con-fusion of Fermilab's new Main Injector Ring under con-struction allowed him to circumvent a
few interlocks. Even with al the chaos of congtruction, sufficient checks and controls still operated to



protect any personnd in hazardouslocations. He felt safe,
Rddively safe.

Unlike back in the Ukraine, he did not waste time with paranoia. Not any more. Now, six years after
the nail-biting time of his defection, and his dire worries about the safety of hisfamily members, Dumenco
knew he had made theright choiceto flee, despite dl the heart-ache.

At Fermilab he didn't haveto inflate his results, cope with incompetent technicians or shoddy
gpparatus, watch the administrators for bureaucratic bumbling, or protect himsdlf from the suspicious
eyes and narrow minds of the political police.

One of hiscoworkers had cdled Fermilab a"Willie Wonka's Chocolate Factory for high-energy
physicigs” referring to achildren’'s film Dumenco had never seen. But he understood the reference—the
Tevatron and the high-energy experiments provided avirtua playground for physicigts like himsdf.

Dumenco waked down the low tunndl. Inside protec-tive cages, the bright lights flickered with a
barely per-ceptible rhythm, the pulse of the accelerator. Overhead, aheavy dirt berm shielded the beam
tubeitsalf, while athick concrete housing surrounded the test arealike amunitions bunker.

Munitions, weapons, high-energy power sources. It felt so rewarding to be working on pure
science ingtead, fundamenta studies, the creation of antimatter particles, increased production of
antiprotons from the existing beam and collisons with targetsin experimenta cham-bers...

Inthe Six years Snce he had |eft the Ukraine—after Chernobyl, after thefall of the Soviet
Union—Dumenco had re-created hisliféswork from scratch. He pushed to reconfirm his
ground-breaking theories, his fantastic results about the nature of antimatter. He had sworn to keep that
old research secret—to protect hisfamily, if not himself—but he had aready re-created the ground-work
from firgt principles. The march of science swept on like aswollen river out of control.

Surrounded by motivated graduate students—some more motivated than others—Fermilab's support
gaff, and a generous grant from the National Science Foun-dation, Dumenco had accomplished so much
s0 quickly, in part because he had dready made the time-consuming initid mistakeswhere no onein the
West could see them. Thisyear he was dready under serious consider-ation for the Nobel Prizein
Physics. And winning the Nobel would judtify dl that " other work."

But right now, nothing seemed to be going right.

Growling, hetook histools and his diagram to ingpect the antimatter flow, the diagnostics, the p-bar
traps. If he hadn't dready secretly known the results to expect from his classified work years ago, he
would never have suspected anything was wrong.

But his experimenta runsweren't producing nearly the amount of antimatter particles he expected.

Breathing heavily, tagting the sour |eftovers of coffeein his mouth, Dumenco crawled into the
beam-tube d-cove. For thefifth timein an hour, he traced a compli-cated |logic-flow diagram with athin
finger. The diagram outlined the complex interconnections, the feedback mechanisms, and the fault-tree
circuitry of hisexperi-ment.

And he couldn't find what was wrong.

Nicholas Bretti, his graduate student assistant, dways grumbled that Dumenco did too much of the
"grunt work™ himsdlf, but the truth was Dumenco didn't have aterribly high opinion of Bretti's
competence, or his scientific intuition, or hisimagination for solving unex-pected problems.

Fermilab had few holdout scientistswho tried to do everything by themsalves. Inthe eraof Big
Science, breakthrough technical papers were more likely to carry dozens and dozens of coauthors. In
March 1995, when internationa teams of experimenters at Fermilab had an-nounced the long-awaited
discovery of the top quark, each technical paper cited 450 names! Probably every-one down to the



custodians and cafeteriaworkers, Du-menco snorted. Physics by lemmings!
He preferred working aone; that way he knew he could trust everyone around him.

He whedled ametal tool cart into position and un-folded asturdy stepstool beneath the beam tube.
Du-menco used a hand tool to remove an access port in front of the foil target. Detectors stood dull and
dormant, wait-ing for an experiment to begin. A portable radiation de-tector sat in place on the cart,
occasionaly sounding aclick from the natura background level.

The painted white walls and sealed concrete floor gave the experimenta target chamber acold, serile
fed—like anewly constructed sewer. Rugged instru-ments protruded from ports in the beam itsdlf,
shielded from the radiation that scattered during a high-energy impact. Superconducting magnets and
capacitors cov-ered portions of the beam pipe.

Insde the beam lineitsdf, Dumenco's antimatter "Seve" stood ready to measure the flux of
antiprotonsin the stream, recording each blip on computersin the main control room, which was located
behind gates, fences, and safety interlocks.

But the detectors smply weren't encountering as many antimatter particles as he expected. It was dl
so straightforward, and it had worked years before—so what was wrong now? The nuclear resonances
excited by the gammarray laser should generate orders of mag-nitude more p-bars than any other
production method, but he had measured only afew million antiparticles. He should have found billions
upon billions more. Even that amount would be measured in tenths of milligrams, but it was more
antimatter than had ever been produced in the free world.

His diagnostics had to be mafunctioning.

Hetried to concentrate on the intricate diagram, but he had difficulty blocking out the background
chugging of vacuum pumps, the hum of eectronics, the stedlth of shadows.

Ashe stood precarioudly on his stepstool, Dumenco looked behind him, but the long, empty tunnel
re-sponded only with an oppressive silence. He hated the constant uneasiness of fedling like someone
was watch-ing him. He had been free for years, and hisfamily was safe, but till the fear hadn't gone

avay.
Putting the logic-flow diagram aside, Dumenco rubbed his eyes. Numerous steaming cups of coffee

had been unsuccessful in masking histiredness. In timeslike these he longed for Lubaand the children.
He had been aone so long.

Alonewith hiswork. When he was degpest in thought, trying to unravel the most intricate details of a
physics problem, the memories of hisfamily came the strongest.

He gtretched higher, grunting and wedging himsdlf into the crawl space where he shined asmall
flashlight into the beam tube. He decided to take another 1ook at the crystaline wafers that made up part
of the detector.

Dumenco shuffled around on the stepstool and peered toward the experimenta cavity. Small discs
were arranged at various angles to the incoming beam, some with shiny surfaces, some with awafered
texture. Braids of thin fiberoptic wireslay in twisted bundles, carrying data to diagnostic units throughout
the shunting area be-fore forwarding impulses to agigantic farm of super-computersthat andyzed the
millions upon millions of particle collisons. Herein the target area, the staff placed their "oh shitski”
tests—high-risk, little-understood experiments used only when the particle beam was diverted from the
racetrack and dumped into the shunt area.

As Dumenco traced the connections, he heard aloud click from somewherein the shunting bay. The
lights flickered. The distant, low-frequency drone of the ac-celerator changed—and before Dumenco
could react, he heard amuffled explosion off in the distance, down the tunnel and outside the bay.



Thelightsin the tunnel blinked; the air-conditioning sghed to astop. Magentaemergency lightsflared
on smultaneous with automatic aarmstriggered by Con-tinuous Air Monitors.

Startled, not yet terrified, Dumenco scrambled out of the beam tube asthe air crackled indistinctly
around him. Helogt hisfooting on the stepstool, stumbled, then dropped from above, faling to his knees
on the concrete floor. A siren wailed, running up and down the scale.

Then he heard ominous, frenzied clicks from the ra-diation monitor, like popcorn.

Dumenco crouched on the floor, his knees bent and his hands spread out on the cold concrete. What
had happened? Hetried to think, but his attention wasfixed on the rotating light.

Within seconds, the radiation detector relaxed to amuch quieter series of clicks. Therotating darm
light bathed the shunting bay with a magenta strobe, which then switched to amber. Use caution. Okay
to enter.

With swest prickling at the back of his neck, Du-menco looked up at the experimentd cavity. He had
been standing inside only moments earlier.

Magenta: Extreme danger. Radiation hazard.

He had heard an explosion. If an accident in the Main Ring had caused abeam dump, the stream of
high-energy particleswould have crashed into the experimen-ta target area. Right here, where he was.

"Don't panic,” Dumenco whispered to himsdlf, proud to note that he had not dipped back into his
native Ukrainian. "Keep cadm and try to recongtruct the events.”

Shaky, getting back to hfsfeet, he sumbled down the concrete tunnel, toward the locked gates and
the exit to the cold October night. He till clutched hislogic-flow diagram, and the rotating amber light
splashed blotches of yellow acrossthe pages.

He had been bombarded with an immense amount of radiation. He had a pen in his pocket—he could
calcu-late the dosage in secondsif he could just collect his thoughts. He had dropped from the cavity
quickly, but even sub-microseconds would have been much, much too long. It had al happened in an
ingant.

With shaking hands he jotted down the formulas. Bragg deposition, rad to rem conversion, Q quality
fac-tors...

How could this have happened? A mere accident, right when he was about to make a breakthrough
on the dangerous Soviet work he had sworn never to repeat? A mere accident, right when hewas likely
to be nominated for the Nobd Prize? When his grad student Bretti was gone on vacation, when
Dumenco himsdf was conven-iently working late and done in the experimentd target area?

The accelerator had too many interlocking safety fea-tures, even with the Main Injector construction.
He him-sdlf had checked the integrity of the protection mechanisms, even with the temporary bypasses.

It couldn't have been an accident.

Dumenco continued to scribble caculations, literally on the back of an envelope, and arrived a a
range of possible exposures. It fet asif hisheart had crawled into histhroat. He tried to swallow but
couldn't

Even best case, the cdculated exposure fdll high on the lethdity curve.

After receiving that much radiation, Georg Dumenco would die within aweek.
If hewas lucky.

c hapterl

TWOI



Monday, 2:04 r.m.
FBI Regiona Headquarters Oakland, California

"Sorry to disturb you, Craig," Randall Jackson said. "The SSA wantsyou in her officein five
minutes”

Craig Kreident turned to see thetdl, lean form of hisjunior partner, who stood dressed in adark suit
and tie, hisskin dark as polished wood, hisblack hair neatly trimmed. Jackson had high cheekbones,
deep brown eyes, and a serious demeanor that proved to be a perfect counterpoint to the good humor of
his other partner, Ben Goldfarb—a pairing that June Atwood, the Supervisory Specia Agent for Squad
22, recognized as being the best in the Oakland office.

"What, June can't use the intercom?’ Craig flipped his Science magazine shut. The desk was strewn
with severa months worth of Scientific American, Science News, Nature and other popular technica
publications. He kept back issues of his magazinesin a credenza be-hind his desk, cross-referenced so
he could look things up.

It was hisjob to remain savvy on new developments, considering his specidizationin
technology-basad crimes. Technology, inventions, and gadgets fascinated him, especialy how the latest
innovation could be re-placed by anew design in such ashort time.

Jackson shrugged, letting hislips curve upward with atrace of asmile. "Why should sheuse an
intercom when she can use a persona messenger? Goldfarb is better at that sort of thing, but he's till in
Washington, so | got tapped to track you down."

Craig sketched acomb through his chestnut brown hair. "I hope she's got anew case for me."
"1 wouldn't want to spoil the suspense for you.”
"Thanks, Randdl," Craig said dryly, standing.

"You got it." Heturned to leave. "And by the way, no matter what Goldfarb says, that Russian
certificate looks great on your wal. Gottarun.” Grinning, he dis-appeared, leaving Craig looking back at
histrophy wall.

Craig's other citations came from severd political en-tities, Bureau headquarters, even the Lieutenant
Gover-nor of California. But this newest award had been issued by the Russian Foreign Minigtry, and it
had aready been the cause of some good-natured ribbing from hisfellow field agents.

Generd Gregori Ursov, current commander of the Russian Strategic Rocket Forces, had applied
congder-able diplomatic pressure for the award—enough to con-vince Craig that the former nuclear
inspector was far more important than his dosser implied. In overblown prose, the citation thanked Craig
for hisefforts at the Nevada Nuclear Test Site, and acknowledged him for "displaying remarkable
foresight and cooperation in as-9sting General Ursov and histeam.”

Craig had to snort at that, considering the stormy re-lationship hed had with the Russian generd,
especidly since Ursov had demanded to be included in every step of Craig's murder investigation at the
NTS.

Most curious of al wasthe persond letter Ursov had written dong with the officid transfer of the
diplomatic document. The generd cheerfully claimed that he had finished hisfind round of treatment for
the radiation exposure he'd received at the Test Site, and while he would be required to maintain a
careful watch for cancer Sgns, he was back on active duty again.

At the bottom of the letter Ursov had scrawled a per-plexing postscript, "Our mutual friend says
hello!" Craig wondered if he referred to their Department of Energy escort Paige Mitchell, other
members of the dis-armament team, someone from the Nevada Test Site, or even afellow FBI agent.



Or perhaps Ursov had just written the note to baffle him. If so, it had worked.

Craig noted how the framed certificates covered most of the meager wall space. If he got too many
more ci-tations, June Atwood would have to move him to abig-ger office. Right, he snorted. Asif she
even paid attention to details like that. He dipped on hisjacket and turned down hissmall radio just as
the headlines an-nounced one of the year's Nobel prizes, then walked down the hal to his supervisor's
office.

June Atwood sat at her desk waiting for him. She was a petite woman with well-manicured hands and
acare-fully molded brush of black hair just turning gray at the temples, which gave her adistinguished
"edder states-man” look. She always claimed, with gpparent serious-ness, that her agents averson to
following the rulebook had given her the gray hair years before her time, though she was|oath to admit
her actual age.

Before he had a chance to knock, she looked up and nodded to him. "Inside, Craig.” She glanced
back down at some papers on her desk, then flicked her eyes upward again. " And close the door behind
you."

That was Craig'sfirst indication of abad sign. But once the door had clicked shut and he stepped
forward to stand next to June's desk, she gave him abroad, warm smile.

"'Sit down, Craig. | just wanted a bit of privacy so no one would see me revert to my Old Softy
persona.” Smiling mischievoudy, she pushed afolder toward him and |leaned over the desk to shake his
hand. "Congrat-ulations. | want to give you a heads up that the Bureau will be avarding you the Shield of
Bravery for the job you did in Nevada. The Director will be flying out next month to persondly present
the award. So at therisk of giving you aswollen head, you've truly become the Oakland office's top

Craig shuffled hisfest, feding his cheeks flush. He looked down at the paper without seeing the
words on them. The Shield of Bravery! The names of those who had won the prestigious award were
engraved on me-tdlic plagues back in the Hoover Building.

June continued to talk, and he missed part of what shewas saying, "...your knowledge and expertise
in technol ogy-based violations has made you indispensa-ble.” Then she amended quickly, "To acertain

He gave an uncomfortable cough. "June, you dwaysydl at mefor theway | handiethingsin the
middle of a case, and then you pat me on the back for doing such agood job after it's over."

"Can't argue with success, Craig," she admitted, "but it's also my job to correct you when you don't
follow procedures.” She picked up asheet and did it over to him. She seemed incredibly amused by his
dis-comfort.

She steepled her fingers. "And speaking of following procedures, the newest list of gpproved
weapons just came out. The Director is concerned that some field agents are carrying unapproved
handguns—and we all know what that means. Could you make sure your part-ners are briefed on this?'

Craig glanced over the sheet, then folded it and stuffed it in his shirt pocket. June knew very well he
didn't carefor any of the handguns on the officid list. And as expected, the Beretta he carried was not
listed, s0 he made a mental note to exchange the small caliber wegpon with one of the larger Sig-Sauers
as soon as he could. "I understand,” he said, trying not to sound an-noyed.

"| thought you would," she said with an even tone. " Getting this Shield of Bravery will putyouina
fish-bowl, make you even more visible than being an ordi-nary relief supervisor for your squad. So watch
it

Craig nodded. Somedays he imagined that June pic-tured hersalf asareincarnated army drill sergeant
who had missed her truecdling inlife.



"'Now finish catching up on your paperwork before | assgn you to something lessinteresting... say
investi-gating unauthorized uses of the Smokey Bear symbol.”

Craig blinked, not knowing if shewasjoking or not. But either way she'sright, thought Craig. It'sin
the statutes. "I'm on my way, maam." He quickly left the office, closing the door behind him again.

At his own office he saw one of the squad rotors look-ing for him. He waved. "I'm down here,
Shly."

She looked up. "Y ou've got a call—long distance from Fermilab, some woman saysit'simportant.
Insisted on speaking to you, in person.”

Craig took a deep breath. "Thanks." He grabbed for the phone before Shelly could leave. He
punched the blinking line after pausing just amoment to gather histhoughts, caming himsdf and dso
dightly befuddled by how his pulse had quickened.

Fermilab—awoman. He knew ingtinctively that it must be Paige Mitchell, who had transferred out to
the accelerator |aboratory after the Nevadamilitiaincident. He hadn't talked to her in sometime, but she
had his home number. Why would she be caling him a work? He kept hisvoice even, busnesdike. "This
is Specid Agent Kreident. How may | help you?'

"Helo, Craig—thisisavoice from your past.”

It wasn't Paige. Instead, dierich, husky voice spoke of dark hair and flashing, sepiaeyes. It reminded
him of acompact figure with gentle movements that held more than their share of class, creamy skin that
would never have been sullied by too much time out in the sun, and of white teeth evenly spaced, except
for athin, enticing gap that made her dl the more attractive...

Craig swdlowed hard. "Trish?Isthat you?'

"It's been quiteawhile." As he remembered that she preferred to be called Patrice now, her voice
became serious on the phone. "1'd love to catch up, but | wouldn't be calling you if it wasn't urgent | need
your help here. I'm caling from ahospital near Chicago— Aurora, lllinois, actudly, near aresearch
facility cadled Fermilab."

“I'm... I'mat alossfor words."

She sighed with a breath that might have been a dtill-born laugh. "Y ou dwayswere, Craig, but let'stry
to have agood conversation now. I'm in the middle of a murder case, and you're me only person | know
who might be ableto help me. From what | remember, you've been handling investigations that fal right
under thisumbrela"

"What murder case?' he said, concerned now. He sat up straight in his chair, fedling swest prickle
beneath the armor of hissuit. "How are you involved in it? Are you in trouble, uh, Patrice?"

"No Craig, not me—but the victim is. There's been aterrible accident, and everything's very
confused. We don't have much time.”

"Thevictim'sin trouble? What are you talking about?' Craig's browsknitted. "You sad it wasa
mur-der case.”

He hadn't heard from Trish LeCroix since they had gone their separate ways two years before. They
had been together for two and ahdf yearsin acomfortable if dow-burning relationship. They each had
their own interests and they each had careful walls between them, never completely opening up.

In retrospect, after the pain had dulled, Craig realized they had both fooled themselvesfor along
time, but still he hadn't been the one to make the break, and that hurt him al the more. Trish had findly
chosen a path that would force them apart, take her to the other side of the country as she pursued her
medica career at Johns Hop-kins, specidizing in nuclear medicine and radiation treatment.



They had parted amicably, promised themselves they would aways be good Mends, kissed each
other good-bye... and had somehow managed not to speak to each other since.

"Craig, | need your help,” she said, and the tone in her voice darmed him. Trish had aways been
relatively emotionless, intellectual, focused on her thoughtsinstead of her heart—much like he himself
was. The pleain her words seemed out of character. "I'm calling in every favor | fill have. The FBI is
aready at Fermilab, but they're more interested in the explosion than in the mur-der. They think it'sjust
an accident—the murder, | mean. But believe me, thisis ahomicide case unlike anything you have ever
seen before. | want you here. | trust you.”

Craig shook his head, growing more confused with Trish's conversation. "I've seen plenty of unusua
mur-der cases," he said, dancing around the subject. He leaned back in his chair. The suit jacket had
become uncomfortable, his shirt sweaty. He shuffled hisfeet be-neath the desk asif he might somehow
kick up appro-priate words from benesth the floor.

“I'll bet you dinner," she answered, "a nice dinner, mind you—that thisoneis different. Y ou haveto
come out to Chicago. I'll meet you here.”

Craig knew he couldn't say no to her. He pulled out a scrap sheet of paper, cradling the phone
between his shoulder and hisear. "I'll seewhat | can do, Trish. I've got some vacation time built up.”

He scrawled down her contact information and then hung up, redlizing that his hand was shaking. He
pressed hisfingers down hard on the desktop to get himsalf un-der control again. He had longed for an
excuse to go out to Fermilab, and now he had one—but before, the mo-tivation had been to visit Paige
Mitchdll.

After hisfirst case out at the Lawrence Livermore National Laboratory, when he had investigated the
bi-zarre death of controversd scientist Ha Michelson, he had spent an increasing amount of timewith
Paige, a DOE protocol representative. She had been his escort through the Livermore Lab and had again
helped him out while trying to crack the militiainfiltration of the Nevada Nuclear Test Site.

But after the distressing eventsin Nevada, Paige had changed jobs, using her DOE connectionsto get
her asimilar job out a Fermilab near Chicago—a nationd laboratory that did no weapons work,
concentrating in-stead on high-energy physicswith the nation's largest particle accelerator.

Now, the thought of spending time with hisformer girlfriend made him unesasy... No, he thought, be
hon-est with your self—it makes you downright nervous.

Somethings were better |eft done.

chapter] threel

Tuesday, 5:15 am.

OHareInternationd Airport Chicago, lllinois

Craig was convinced that whoever had designed the red-eye flight from San Francisco to Chicago
should be shot. The plane had departed at 11:20 P.M. and would arrive into O'Hare at 5:30 in the
mormning.

Even so, the flight was packed full of weary passen-gers who had either been willing to put their
bodies through this orded to save afew bucks, or had been too pressed for time to comein the day
before. For Craig, thiswas his only option to meet Trish at the Fox River Medica Center the following
morning.

June Atwood had been happy to give him afew days|eave, personal leave, snce this case wasn't
under hisjurisdiction. Also, according to Trish—Patrice, he reminded himsef—an FBI team was
aready investigating an unrelated case, some sort of explosion near the par-ticle acceerator, and he
didn't want to step on any toes. Some agents got touchy over their turf, so he had made aquick cal to let



them know he was coming.

Ben Goldfarb, Craig's partner and designated aternate for his caseload, was st to return from
Washington to-day, but Craig had arranged for him to stop off at O'Hare on the way. Though Goldfarb
hadn't seen hiswife Julene and the girls for two weeks, he agreed to an extraday or two in Chicago, his
old ssomping grounds. Craig expected he and Goldfarb could meet with Trish and take care of her
questionsinaminima amount of time,

"Trish LeCroix'sinvolved in amurder case, and you're going out to help?’ Goldfarb had sounded
aston-ished. "Why would you want to do that?*

Defensvely, Craig said, "It's not like she's the wicked ex-wife or anything. We're ill really good
friends”

"Oh sure, that'swhy you talk about her al the time and write her letters every week," Goldfarb said.
"But if you need me, I'll bethere." Thetruth was, though the short, curly-haired agent was atop-notch
investigartor, Craig a so wanted him there for moral support.

After getting an armed boarding pass at the airline's counter, Craig had boarded the flight well before
the First Class passengers, took his new Sig-Sauer out of his holster and had placed it in his bag stowed
under hisfeet. Now the flight played afilm, one of the summer's popular children'sfeatures; Craig could
not fathom why the airlinewould play a children's movie from one o'clock to three o'clock in the
morning, when any self-respecting parent would have made sure a child was deeply adeep.

Craig dozed off and on, cramped in his seat with an airline blanket wrapped around him. He had
gtored his suit jacket in the overhead bin to keep from looking disheveled in the morning. Hetried to read
afew of his science magazines on the way, but had trouble concen-trating.

Craig chasad dreams and memories that had been lurking beneath his subconscious, visonsof a
saucy, dark-haired Trish asthey went to moviestogether, or walked up the steep streetsin San
Francisco's China-town looking at bizarre trinkets. Trish never liked to buy, but she had avoracious
appetite for window shop-ping. When she did want to purchase something, she went only to the best of
stores, never to a street vendor.

Overlaid on those dreams came other memories.

Memories of Paige Mitchell, who waslaughing and easy to talk to, aways ready with conversation.
Dreamstum-bled together asthey went swimming in the cold Liv-ermore Lab pool, asthey met a King
Arthur's Buffet at the Excalibur Casino in Las Vegas, and asthey dis-cussed cases over microbrewed
beers.

Craig struggled back to full wakefulness as the air-plane began to descend. Paige and Trish both in
the same place—Fermilab was going to be interesting al right——

Barely awake at the crack of dawn, he fought hisway aong the jetway, trying not to bump too many
bleary-eyed passengers. Carrying his briefcase in one hand and his garment bag in the other, Craig
gpotted Goldfarb immediately.

The shorter agent grinned, his curly hair touded asit awayswas. "Welcome to the Windy City,
Crag," Goldfarb said. "City of the Big Shoulders, and dl those tourit cliches." He cradled afull cup of
Starbucks cof-fee in his hand as he tossed an empty one into atrash can. Craig wondered how many the
other agent had a-ready gulped while waiting. He seemed unconscionably full of energy for such an early
hour.

Goldfarb took Craig's garment bag with his free hand as he extended the full coffee cup. "Hereyou
go—agrande double espresso. | thought you'd need it.”

Craig took the cup gratefully. Thefirst rich Sp burned histongue, but the second warmed his chest



like ashot of smooth, single-malt scotch. "Thank you," he said. "Sorry you had to get here so early.”

"Anything to meet afriend,” Goldfarb said. "Be-sdes, | got to watch the Concord come in about an
hour ago. Very dick. It'sapromotiona event from British Airwaysthis month, O'Hare direct to New
Déehi, India They say it decelerates over Lake Michigan so the sonic boom doesn't knock out any
windows." He gestured down the long concourse. "Thelittle bird is still parked at the gate. Y ou can go
seeitif youwant."

The supersonic jet aircraft was indeed something Craig would like to see as part of hisinterest in
high-tech gadgetry, but he just wanted to get the day started, freshen up in the rest room where he could
shave and prepare himself to meet Trish. Hetook another swallow of his coffee, abig one. "I'll catchiit
on theway out."

Goldfarb led the way from the gate. "1 checked with the Chicago SSA about the explosion at
Fermilab, let him know we'd be in town. Some kind of substation or blockhouse blew up near the
accelerator. The case agent isaguy named Schultz—Iots of Germans around here— and he'sjust
garting the investigation, looking into var-ious kinds of explosives, terrorist connections. Doesn't have
many leadsyet, though."

"What about the murder victim?' Craig asked, then sipped more coffee.

Goldfarb shrugged. "That's the funny part. Some sci-entist got a radiation overdose, but he wasn't
closeto any of the blockhouses—and he certainly wasn't mur-dered. The explosion at the blockhouse
happened after hours, and the place was deserted. They're just toolsheds for diagnostic equipment. No
record of any person nearby getting killed, or even injured." He paused. "I think Trish'sjust yanking your
chain. Crying wolf be-cause she knows you'll come running out here.”

Craig scowled. "Well find out as soon as we get there. I've arranged to meet her at the Fox River
Medica Center in Aurora, lllinois. It should be about an hour drive."

"| already rented the car,” Goldfarb said. "The best | could get uswas a Ford Taurus, gold. Hope that
doesn't shatter Trish'simage of you."

Craig brushed the comment aside. " She goes by Pa-trice now. And I'm not concerned about my
image with her. Just hereto help out, that's all.”

"Whatever you say, boss" Goldfarb said. Hewas quiet for amoment, asif there was something else
on hismind. He scratched the back of his head. "Say, didn't Paige Mitchell get assgned heretoo?' He
raised his eyebrowsin animpish expresson.

Craig nodded brusquely and headed off to the rental-car pickup with Goldfarb close beside him,
surrounded by airport crowds.

Goldfarb pulled their rental car up to the Fox River Medica Center, a brick-walled hospitd built
sometime in the late 1960s, surrounded by grass and tall oak trees. The medical center butted up against
the languid Fox River, which meandered across theflatlands of 1llinais, through the old city of Aurora.
Tree-lined walkways diced across the hospital grounds, interrupted by scat-tered benches and afew
drinking fountains. The trees were spotted with yellow, red, and gold leaves, showing thefirst sgnsof the
coming winter.

Insde, Craig paced the lobby, glancing up too quickly every time the elevators dinged and the doors
opened. He caught Goldfarb watching his reactionsin bemused silence. "What?' demanded Craig.

Goldfarb spread his hands. "Nothing."

When Trish findly emerged from the devators, she wore aneat, white uniform, moving with confident
grace. Craig froze. He suddenly forgot al of the clever opening phrases he had intended to say.

Trish spotted him instantly and came right over, toss-ing her short, dark hair. She dways moved in a



draight-line path, never deviating dong the way.

"Craig!" she said. "So good to see you again. Thanksfor coming." She gave him aquick forma hug,
which hereturned stiffly. They backed apart, perhaps more quickly than was necessary, and she looked
at him through subtle, wire-framed glasses that showcased her sepiaeyes.

"(Good to see you again, too. Your call was quite asurprise.” He fumbled for words. "Um, I've
brought Ben Goldfarb with me. Y ou might remember him."

"Of course | remember Agent Goldfarb." She reached out adender hand to grasp his.

"If you're going to call me Agent Goldfarb, do | haveto call you 'Doctor LeCroix,' or can | just go
back to caling you Trish, and you cal me Ben?' Hegrinned & her.

Trish laughed. "All right, first namesthen,” she said, "but you may aswell cal me Patrice. Trish was
from along timeago. A kidsname."

Goldfarb glanced at Craig and shrugged. "Whatever you say, maam."”

Trishturned dl business. "I'm sorry we had to get together again likethis. It's been avery difficult few
daysfor me, Craig, asyou'l seeinaminute. Y ou'll need to get moving beforeit'stoo late.

"Too late for what?' Craig asked. "And why were you herein Chicago? | thought you were at Johns
Hop-kins—"

Trish was dready marching toward the devators. "Come on, | want you to meet the victim.”
"Great way to start out my day," Goldfarb said ashetrailed aong.

Visiting hours had not yet begun, but the three had to contend with orderlies and nurses on the early
morning shift. They found a spot in the next elevator, but instead of going down to the morgue as Craig
had expected, Trish took them to the third floor and down a corridor through doors marked "Intensive
Cae"

"I'm here because of my work in the PR-Cubed, Craig,” she said. "Y ou know I'm very activein the
Physiciansfor Responsible Radiation Research.”

Craig nodded, gtifling his distasteful expression. PR-Cubed was all she had talked about for months,
but to him they seemed to be abunch of blowhard Chicken Littles screaming that the sky wasfalling.

"We were here for a conference and seminar, and we met with the Director of Fermilab. HEs very
anxiousto make agood impresson on us.”

"Did you know thevictim?* Goldfarb asked.

"Yes, | know him. | met himin the Ukraine when | went over there to do my Chernoby! follow-up.
That'swhy | caled you, Craig. | need to cut through the tel ephone-tag games and get somebody on this
right away. He doesn't have much time."

Sheled theway to aroom wherethe lightswere on. A patient lay on the bed, aman with shaggy
sat-and-pepper hair, long sdeburns, and a sharp aquiline nose. A telemetry monitor, hung froma
bracket in the ceiling, was connected to him. Four round, sticky patches on his chest held smal clipsto
wiresthat led to asingle cable plugged into the monitor. The man received oxygen through nose prongs,
and an 1V line snaked from a plas-tic bag marked 0.9% NaCl.

The man was half dressed, scribbling equations on a piece of scratch paper. In frustration he
crumpled the paper, struggled to a sitting position, and tossed the wad toward the wastebasket He
looked up, startled to see them at the door.

"Georg, you're supposed to be lying down!" Trish scolded. ™Y ou're only making thingsworse.”
"Worse?' hesaid in arough, scratchy voice. "l am wasting time—and that makesthingsworse."



Trish sighed and introduced them. "Georg, these are two FBI agents, Craig Kreident and Ben
Goldfarb. They're hereto look into your case. Thisis Dr. Georg Dumenco, one of the most prestigious
scientigts at Fer-milab. He's on the short list for thisyear'sNobe Prize in physics.”

Craig frowned, then lowered hisvoice. "I thought you said we were going to see the murder victim.
Areyou playing gameswith me?’

"Hé's your murder victim," Trish said, crossing her aams over her chest in chdlenge. "At the sametime
asthe explosion at the accel erator, Georg was working in one of the experimental target areas.
Something trig-gered an emergency beam dump, and Dr. Dumenco re-ceived a massive radiation
exposure, more than fifteen hundred rads. Definitely lethal.”

"Ah, the scientist who received the radiation dose," said Goldfarb, nodding. ' ‘But the Chicago office
said he wasn't anywhere near the blockhouse explosion. And... aren't murder victims usualy dead?"

Dumenco listened, unaffected, but Trish'sflat state-ment of the facts made Craig uncomfortable. He
knew that bedside manner had never been one of her strong points.

"Theexplosonisirrdevant, Craig. Thisisabout alethd exposure. Georg has only afew daysleft to
live— even lesstime than that before he degenerates so badly hewon't beany help at all.”

"Any hdp at dl?' Craig raised an eyebrow at Trish.

"To find out who murdered him. Dumenco's con-vinced his exposure was no accident. And | believe
him. Someone did thisto him intentiondly, and hesgoing to diefor it."

"Whoa" Goldfarb said.

"Why didn't you report this to the Chicago FBI of-fice?' Craig said. "They've dready got ateam here
investigating the explosion.”

Trish shook her head. Her short hair svung from side to side, catching the fluorescent lights. "I did.
But tharr officid position isthe same as Fermilab's—Dr. Du-menco's exposure was an unfortunate
accident, pending further investigation. He was in the wrong place at the wrong time. They're putting
together areview board to study the matter, but it'll take weeks to go over dl the details, and Georg will
be long dead by then. That'swhy | need you to get on the caseright away.”

Craig looked at Dumenco. The man's skin had aruddy appearance, asif he had been severely
sunburned. The eyeswere bright and intelligent, but shadowed with worry.

"Please doit, Craig—for me?" Trish said, reaching out to touch hisarm. If anything, the gesture had
the opposite effect, and Craig resented the fact that she played on hisemotions.

But then Goldfarb spoke up. "Come on, Craig. Think of it asachalenge. It's not often we have the
murder victim himsdlf ill around to help us solve our case.” chapter i four!

Tuesday, 10:11 am.
Fermi National Accelerator
Laboratory

Baavia lllinois

Fermilab lay only adozen milesfrom the Fox River Medica Center in Aurora. Craig sat back inthe
passen-ger seat of the rental car as he watched the farmland and the suburbsrall by. Overhead, the
October sky had be-come aleaden gray that threatened no storm, just sun-lessness.

Goldfarb inssted he knew the way just by "Chicago ingtinct." He had the radio set on alocd station,
and asde from hearing the latest news about the Nobel Prize in medicine, Craig tuned out the early
morning chatter, instead spending histime pondering Trish's unusua re-quest. He wanted to get more



background on Dumenco's accident and the substation explosion, wanted a second opinion on the

He wanted to talk to Paige.

He still knew very little about the actua crime, or accident, or whatever had happened Sunday night.
Ap-parently, Dumenco had been working in asmall alcove in the experimental target area, which was
likea"run-away truck ramp" to dampen arush of energetic parti-cles. When the Tevatron became
unstable, an emergency shutdown dumped the beam into the target chamber where the scientist had been
ganding, ingtantly show-ering him with aletha dose of high-energy particles.

At the sametime, one of the dozen concrete substartions along the mounded perimeter of the
accderator cir-cle had exploded. But the blockhouses contained no explosive materids, no volatile
chemicalss, nothing that should have caused such ablast.

An FBI team had gone to Fermilab the previous day to begin their officid investigation, sncethe
explosion had taken place on Federd property. But they had quickly dismissed Dumenco's "murder” as
an unfor-tunate accident. Trish and Dumenco thought otherwise.

Before he could even begin to form an opinion, he needed to see the place with hisown eyes. Craig
yanked out his cdlular phone and found Paige Mitchell's work number in his pocket notebook. "1 want to
double check the arrangements before we get there."

Goldfarb raised hisdark eyebrows. "Y ou have some kind of pull with Fermilab just because you
know some-body in the Public Affairs Office?'

"Just drive, Ben," Craig answered.

Asthe phonerang, Craig glanced at his watch. He hadn't dept well on the plane and they had gone
directly over to the hospita. Hisbody fdt achy, hiseyes dry and sore, giving him theillusion that he had
been working al day, though it was barely midmorning. He hoped Paigewasin.

She answered the phone, cheerful and professiond as usua. Her voice made Craig's heart kip a
beet. "Office of Public Affairs, thisis Paige Mitchdl.”

"Hi, it's Craig. Want some company thismorning?' he said, smiling. He enjoyed being able to take her
off guard for once. He turned his face away from Goldfarb.

"Craig?' She recovered much more quickly than he had expected. "Asin Speciad Agent Craig
Kreident of the Federal Bureau of Investigation?”

"That'sme" he said.

Shefinaly laughed. "What do you mean, do | want company? Are you herein Chicago? Did you
cometo investigate the explosion? Weve had your FBI Evidence

Response Teams crawling al over here snce Monday morning, not to mention our own people from
the De-partment of Energy.”

"It'sa... arelated case. Maybe. One of your scien-tists received aletha radiation exposure Sunday
night. Ben Goldfarb and | are heading out to Fermilab right now, from Aurora. WEIl betherein afew
minutes”

"Dr. Dumenco? But that was just an accident. The DOE made that call right away, otherwise the
whole lab would have been shut down." Her voice became stern. "That'snot just aPR line, Craig. Asfar
as| know, it'sthetotd truth.”

"I'd rather not talk about it on an unsecured chan-nd," Craig said. "Just give me directions on how to
find you, and welll discussit a the site”

Before she hung up, Paige said, "It'll be good to see you again, Craig.”



"Same here," he answered, then ended the call. He smiled to himself. Glancing over, he saw Goldfarb
dar-ing a him with abroad grin on hisface.

Craig snapped, "What are you looking at?"

The main entrance to the giant accelerator laboratory lay on Kirk Road and Pine Street, where the
landscape opened up to a broad, flat expanse of grasses more than waist-high, dead and brown with the
snap of autumn. A few surredlistic, modern-architecture buildings seemed to spring up out of the prairie.

The Fermilab sitelooked more like a college campus than a government research facility. It reminded
him of the Lawrence Livermore Nationa Lab, where he had first met Paige—but without the
ever-present security.

As Goldfarb drove to the main entrance, they passed under a bizarre metal sculpture, athree-span
arch that straddled the road. Craig stared out the window, noting how the blue-painted arches looked
extremely off-balance but perfectly symmetrica when viewed from di-rectly beneath.

"Modern art," muttered Goldfarb.

"It was 'modern’ inthe sixties," Craig answered. "Now | think you're supposed to call it 'high-tech
nostagic' "

Passing the white-|ettered blue Sgn—united states

DEPARTMENT OF ENERGY, FERMILAB, OPERATED BY UNI-VERSITIES research
association, inc.—Goldfarb headed toward the main sixteen-story administrative building, Wilson Hall,
which stood like amonolith on the flet terrain.

"At least we won't have to go through security pro-cedures to reach the scene of the crime,” Goldfarb
ob-served as he gpproached the singletal building. A ring of colorful flags fluttered from poles, asif they
had been trangplanted from the United Nations building.

"We haven't provenit'sacrime,” Craig replied. "And technicaly, we don't even have amurder. "
"Yet," said Goldfarb.

In front of the cathedra-inspired architecture of Wil-son Hall, a stainless-stedl obelisk rose thirty feet
out of areflecting pond, deek and streamlined with mathemat-ical precison, like the gnomon of agigantic
sundia. The admin building itself was composed of two gently dop-ing concrete towers that curved
toward each other asif they were snuggling up. The center gap was framed in glass.

"Looks like we've stepped onto amovie set built afew decades ago,” Goldfarb said, craning hishead
to look through the windshield.

Craig looked around and saw that al of Fermilab's buildings, experimenta structures, and lab
complexes carried amilitantly modern fed of someone too-conscioudly trying to make the place ook
futurigtic: al concrete and metal and precise curves.

Goldfarb pulled up in the guest parking area, and they both stepped out of the Taurus. Craig adjusted
his sun-glasses, straightened his jacket, and combed his hair. He gave Goldfarb a quick warning look
before the curly-haired agent could tease him about being meticulous. His attention to persond detail had
nothing whatsoever to do with seeing Paige again.

"Her officeison thefirst floor,” he said, "on the west sde." They trotted upstairsto a concrete
courtyard, then through glass doors. The Office of Public Affairswasjust off the lobby.

Before they could head to her office, Paige hurried down the corridor toward them. "Hi, Craig!"

Inasingle, intent glance Craig took in the details of her appearance like adry sponge doused with
water. She wore atight-fitting raspberry chenille pullover, atrim black skirt, and dark panty hose. Her
blond hair had been done up in aFrench braid.



He waved to her, and she stepped forward to shake hands with Goldfarb before she dso greeted
Craig for-maly. Her smilewaswarm, and her eyesflashed in the bright lights of the lobby as she gently
took Craig's hand. Shelingered, and Craig didn't want her to let go.

Goldfarb cleared histhroat; rleasing Craig's hand, Paige became all businessagain. "'In light of your
investigation, | made aquick phone cdl and set up ameeting with Dr. Nels Piter. He's the Director for
High-Energy Physcs—the same department Georg Dumenco worked for. He can answer questions
about the scien-tist'swork and show us where the radiation exposure occurred. In the meantime I'll take
you on aquick tour over to the Tevatron."

"Can we see where the explosion happened, too?' Craig asked. "I redlly should check in with the
agent in charge.”

"Right on theway," she agreed. She snagged the keys for agovernment car and led them out to the
rear parking lot. A fountain splashed around arotating, welded metal sculpture of aMoebius strip,
flashing the cloud-dimmed sunlight. Small, curved buildings stood spaced symmetricaly behind the
towering admin build-ing, like giant stereo speakers. Signs on the structures label ed them as Antimatter
Storage Rings.

Paige pointed to the sweeping, grass-strewn prairie. Craig saw power lines, trees and farm buildings
in the distance, and the thin line of the highway. "From here, you can see afew Fermilab structures
around the four-mile ring—the Collider Detector, the Dee-Zero detector, the Feynman Computing
Center, aswell as some of the concrete blockhouses and beam-sampling substations.” She climbed into
the car and adjusted the seat and mir-rors as she continued her canned speech.

Nearby, connected to the main underground ring, alarge construction site was like a scab on the
prairie, earth cleared, big machinery rolling about in the dirt, excavating, moving huge concrete tubes.
Craig had read about the adjacent accelerator under construction, the Main Injector, anew loop that
would increase the energy of particle collisons. Seeing dl the heavy machinery and earth-moving trucks,
Craig wondered how such a huge and disruptive project could be compatible with delicate diagnostics
and subatomic particle tracings.

"'Seemswaeird to have such ahigh-tech idand in the middie of farm country,” Goldfarb said.

"'For the most part, the accelerator islow-impact, en-vironmentally. Were very conscious around
here about taking care of nature. In fact, on our Web Page, the article about Fermilab's buffalo herd and
thetallgrass prairie restoration islonger than any piece about high-energy physics.”

"Buffdo?' Goldfarb said, buckling his seet belt as she pulled out of the parking lot. "Y ou mean so they
can stampede and help some of those particle collisons take place?!

"That'salamejoke, even for you, Ben," Craig said.

"The buffao live in fenced areas on Fermilab prop-erty. Recently, some of them have been left to
grazein the middle of the circle, right over the accelerator ring— and they don't even know the
difference," Paige said. She pointed to plastic-wrapped photocopied signs tacked up on temporary
wooden stakes. Prairie Harvest—next Saturday!

"Therésagreat deal of work going on to restore thetalgrass prairie, the origina ecosystem that
covered Il-linois before the settlers came. See the brown grass?' She gestured off into the distance. "In
order to keep it natura, volunteer groups burn the grass every year— and we're about ready for another
torching before win-ter. Before that, groups of people spend the weekends trudging through the open
aress, plucking seeds and fill-ing barrels, so we can plant abroader areanext spring.”

Paige drove adong the narrow, patched service road past other strangely shaped facilities and unique
designs. Craig asked, "Ben and | noticed dl thisunusud archi-tecture. What's with dl the odd buildings?

Paige laughed. "Indulgence, | suppose. Robert Wil-son, the first director of the [aboratory, was an



aspiring architect. Very much influenced by Frank Lloyd Wright. Wilson designed alot of the buildings
himself. It was his opinion that aresearch |aboratory should be an at-tractive cultura center inthe
community and the nation. He actually won afew architectural awardsfor the uniqueness of our design.”

"Aslong asit'sfunctiona,” Craig said.

"And beautiful," Paige added. "The buildings here serve both purposes. Though you might get alittle
tired of blue and orange after awhile. It ssems everything hereis either one color or the other, down to
the lino-leum on thelab floors™

She turned from the main road to a narrower access lane that followed the ring of the particle
acceleraor. "I'll show you where the substation exploded. The FBI team isdready running plenty of
tests. That should kill enough time before our meeting with Dr. Piter under-ground at the Collider
Detector."

Craig stared out the window, adjusting his sunglasses. "'Can you think of any connection between the
explo-sion out here and Dumenco's exposure in the experi-mentd target area?”

Paige shook her head. "Not asfar as anyone can tell. The accelerator experienced an uncharacteristic
fluctua-tion, which caused an emergency shutdown to take place. But since the explosion occurred afew
seconds after the emergency shutdown, it couldn't have caused Dumenco's accident.”

"No clue back in the substation?" Goldfarb asked.
Sheturned around in her seet. "Ben, thereisn't even any subdtation left.”

She dowed the car asthey approached a doppily erected drift fence wound with yellow police tape.
The barricade blocked alarge areafrom curiosity seekers. "Thisisthe spot,” Paige said. "I've only been
out here once, and it's ftill incomprehensible to me. Reminds me of Sedan Crater out in Nevada, only on
asmdler scde”

Two other workers adjusted the fence, while asafety crew and some sort of administrator walked on
thefar side of the blast area, dl wearing hardhats. An inspector holding a radiation detector crouched
over asection of dirt. Craig recognized evidence technicians, FBI ingpec-tors, and one man in a suit
gmilar tohisown.

Craig got out of the car. An FBI agent came toward him, hisface round and sunburned, his pale hair
blowing around hishead. "Thisis aredtricted area, gentlemen, with an investigation pending.”

Craig removed his 1D wallet and badge. "Specia Agent Craig Kreident, Sir. Thisismy partner Ben
Gold-farb. | checked in with your SSA."

Ben shook hishand. "And | spoke to you yesterday on the phone.”

"That's right. I'm John Schultz." He studied Craig's ID. "Y ou're from the Oakland office? How can |
help you guys?’

"It'sin an unofficid capacity,” Craig said. "Check-ing into aradiation exposure, supposedly afatal
one. Thevictimis... afriend of afriend.”

Paige looked at him curioudy.

"The Ukrainian guy, right?" Schultz asked. "His ac-cident occurred the same night asthis explosion,
but the two were widely separated in distance. One event could not have influenced the other.”

"'Still seems an awfully big coincidence,” Craig said. ' 'Could we see the site of the exploson?’

Schultz snorted. "Y ou can seethe crater, but that's about all. 1t didn't leave very much esefor usto
sweep up for anadysis. There's someresidud radiation around, so be careful.”

Craig looked up sharply. "A nuclear exploson?’



"No way. The spectrum is off, and nothing was ac-tivated by neutron radiation. We've shipped a
sample back to the Hoover building for crimelab andyss.”

Craig walked up to the sagging drift fence and peered over, sucking in adeep breath of astonishment.
The crarter waslike aglassy bowl vaporized from the dirt, asif someone from high above had stubbed
out agiant cigar butt, annihilating the entire substation. The earth had been fused in the flash, the
blockhouse itsdlf totaly obliterated.

"Wow—I've never seen anything likethat,” Gold-farb said.

Agent Schultz said, "The detonation was equivaent to afew hundred pounds of high
explosve—extremdy high energy, with asmal amount of resdud radiation. It'samogst likeamassive
electrica explosion happened, since the power was knocked out—but the techs find no indication of a
short. We can't figureit out.”

Craig wiped his sunglasses clean as his somach clenched with awe. He couldn't imagine what could
cause specific, incredible destruction like this.

Trish had been right to call him after al. This case was getting stranger and stranger by the moment.
chapter!
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Tuesday, 11:23 am.

Collider Detector a Fermilab

Once Craig followed Paige and Goldfarb into the ex-perimentd area, hefdt asif he had entered
another world, one detached from the prairie above them, away from the buffalo and tall, waving grass,
Thiswasthe business end of the laboratory, the reason why Fermilab existed in thefirgt place. Craig
couldn't tell how thick the concrete walls were, but they sprawled up in massive blocks, asif formed from
an enormous mold.

"Fedslike we entered the bowels of a power plant,” Goldfarb said.

Thelow cellings were strung with piping and dectri-cal conduits. The air smelled of cement, grease,
and metal. An oppressive background of white noise droned around them.

Craig tried to reach a chain-link gate before Paige, so he could hold it open for her, but she beat him
toit. After shetelephoned in for accessto the next section of tunnel, they walked briskly along the sedled
concrete floor toward the Collider Detector. Racks of machinery and diagnostics stood next to alarge
cylindrica appa-ratusthat resembled aniron lung.

"Nelsl" Paige cdled, raising her voice to be heard over the background drone echoing in the confined
tun-nel. She moved to meet a dapper-looking, thin man who wore alab coat like acostume over his
brown suit. He stood behind the gpparatus, glancing over the shoulders of the technicians actualy running
the diagnostics. His face and hands were tanned, histhinning sandy hair neatly combed. The man didn't
seem to belong down here at dl with the intent techniciansin their casud flan-ndl shirtsand old jeans.

Hisface brightened upon seeing her. Craig fought off hisingtinctive and immediate reaction to didike
the man.

"Craig, thisis Dr. Nels Piter, one of our most re-spected scientists at Fermilab.” Paige reached out to
brush her fingers againg the scientist's deeve. "At CERN he made quite aname for himsdlf with his
crystal-lattice trap storage device."

Nels Piter reached out to shake Craig's hand with a soft, cursory grip. Craig spotted agold Rolex
watch on the man'swrigt. "That wasjust my early work. I've moved on to other things now."

Craig fished hisFBI 1D from hisjacket. "Thank you for taking time from your schedule to see us, Dr.



Piter."

Piter waved the FBI credentials away. ' 'Any friend of Paige'sis certainly afriend of mine" He
dipped into a pleasant, chatty demeanor as he tried to establish rapport with the two FBI agents.

Craig encouraged the man to talk—it dways amazed him how much people would revea about
themselves without being prodded. He quickly discovered that Piter, a native Belgian, had worked for
years at the European Laboratory for Particle Physics, known as CERN, in Ge-neva, Switzerland. His
early research there had gained him attention from this year's Nobel committee.

" S0, do you actualy do much science anymore, Dr. Piter?' Craig asked. "Or are you primarily
involved in managerid functions?'

TheBelgian smiled tightly. "Ah, Agent Kreident, ascientist isa scientist isa scientist, no matter what
the surroundings. Perhaps | am more concerned now with details of an administrative nature, but we do
what it takesto get the job done, even if that entails tedious paperwork.” When Piter smiled, he had
amazingly white teeth. His pale blue eyes kept flicking back to the technicians, to the work.

Piter adjusted hislab coat, trying to make it neat over hisjacket. On closer ingpection, Craig saw that
the brown suit was tailored of atightly woven wool fabric, and the suit's cut and hang were impeccable.
He wore polished brown shoes with little tassels; the other tech-nicians wore workboots or tennis shoes.

Piter cleared histhroat, getting down to business. "Paige tells me you're operating under certain time
con-graints, and so am |. Experimental deadlines are gp-proaching, and I'm expediting things so one of
our research groups can get afina paper submitted to Phys-ical Review Letters before the end of the
week. | think it's best we get started right away."

"Sounds good to me," Goldfarb said.

The technicians suddenly chattered among them-selves, risng haf out of their chairs. They scrambled
with controls, watching oscilloscope traces on their mon-itors overlaid on computer-generated atistics.

"What isit, Chang?' Piter turned, concerned and flustered. He spoke to one of the technicians. "More
beam variaion?"

A young man with long hair neatly tied in aponytail, called over his shoulder. "Weve got it under
control.”

Piter turned apologetically to Paige and the two FBI agents. "The Tevatron has been touchy for the
last day or so. The heavy congtruction is causing al sorts of problems, and our only consolation isthat
when the Main Injector isfinished well have even higher energies at our disposd.”

"Y ou'vetrained your technicianswell," said Craig, watching the long-haired man quickly check over a
bank of diagnogtics.

"Graduate students,” corrected Piter curtly. "Mr. Chang and the others are working on their Ph.D.
thesistopics. Their degreesride on the success of this experi-ment.”

"Did the explosion at the substation cause any prob-lems?’ Craig asked. "We saw the crater.”

Fiter sghed, maintaining his sidelong glance toward the grad students station. "L uckily, with more
than three meters of dirt berm and the concrete shielding of the buried tunnels, neither the Main Ring nor
the Tev-atron suffered sgnificant distress. My technica crew checked the bending magnetsto insure that
the vacuum pipes are sealed down to correct operating pressure. We've verified that the data ports,
compuiter links, and optica diagnosticsare al up and running. So far, the beam seems clean and
consgtent.”

"Can't have adirty beam," Goldfarb muttered.

Asif to bely Piter's optimism, the grad students scrambled over each other to correct alignments and



a-ter power outputs and sengitivities in probes within the flow.

Piter continued, "The FBI team out at the crater, how-ever, wanted us to shut down the accelerator,
the colli-ders, everything, while they investigate." He chuckled scornfully. "Obvioudy, that isimpossible.
Every arport in the country doesn't shut down because of one plane crash. Hundreds of people here and
around the world depend on the results from these test runs. No technical flaw could have caused the
explosion, and so there's no reason to put our work on hold.”

The graduate students settled down, and Piter relaxed visibly. "My office isfielding phone calsfrom
irate researchers, to crackpot groups that claim we're leaking radiation into the environment, to the
Physciansfor Re-spons ble Radiation Research—we were unfortunate to experience an accident while
their annua gathering was taking placein Chicago.”

Craig kept hisface expressionless, knowing that Trish LeCroix had come here for the PR-Cubed
conference, and that she had stumbled into Dumenco's case.

Paigetook charge. ' 'Nels, it would be very helpful if you could show uswhere Dr. Dumenco had his
accident.

Isthe area safe, or are you running fixed-target experi-ments?’

"Those areas aren't online yet." He touched Craig's elbow, guiding him down the claustrophobic
tunnd. "Right thisway, Agent Kreident. W€l need acar. I'd like to be outside and away from dl this
noise and clut-ter.”

They parked outside another low building like a Quonset hut with curving channels on its roof and
bril-liant orange exterior wals framed with deep blue: Fer-milab colors. An offshoot beam pipe from the
Tevatron deflected high-energy particles away from the main stream and shot them a quarter mile down
to the exper-imentad target area.

Insdethelocked building and underground again, Craig squinted down the long, garishly lit tunndl.
Access doors, chain-link gates, and interlock codes prevented Piter from letting them inside until he had
bypassed nu-merous safety procedures. "It seemskind of deserted around here for dl the repair activity,"
Craig observed. "Whereis everybody?'

Piter's eyebrows shot up. He had removed his out-of-place |ab coat and now wore only his
wel-fitted suit jacket. "I supposeit does ook deserted to anontech-nical person, but you must
remember the sheer Sze of our facilities.

Craig bristled with irritation—Piter had no ideathat he had completed extensve scientific training.

"We have teams out in the diagnostic a coves, afew in the beam-sampling substations around the
Main Ring, but most of usjust get our results and work in our of-fices. Were interested in the data, not
the... the hard-ware." Hesad it like adirty word. "Most of the people you'll see here are contract
workersfor the Main Injector congtruction. Normally, thisisafairly quiet place”

"Unlike some other labs," Paige said. Craig caught her smiling as he noted the reference to their
previouswork at the Lawrence Livermore Lab and the Nevada Test Site.

Asthey walked down the long tunnel, their footsteps echoed in the enclosed space. Given an active
imagi-nation, night shadows, and asickening fear after recelv-ing aradiation exposure, Craig could
imagine how Dumenco could have become suspicious, even paranoid. The place was so empty.

"Wasthis Dr. Dumenco's experimenta area?* Craig asked. "Did he work with any of the technica
peopledirectly?'

Piter swelled with pride. ' 'Many of the graduate stu-dents and faculty members are continuing the
work | started at CERN. Georg preferred to work alone, or with avery small crew. One of his graduate
students, Nich-olas Bretti, has been here for many years."



Craig turned to Goldfarb. "Make anote for usto tak to Bretti."

Paigeinterrupted. "I already checked, after you caled this morning. He's on vacation and not
expected back for aweek or two."

Piter frowned, hislips palewith distaste. "Other than that, | can't say that Georg has made many
professond relationships. He's the type who wants dl the credit for himsdlf, if you'll pardon my being so
blunt.”

Goldfarb flipped open asmal notebook and looked at the Belgian scientist. "Why do other
researchers have so many people working for them, Dr. Piter? Are their experiments more important
than Dumenco's?'

Piter paused in histracks and brushed a hand down his suit jacket. "It's not a matter of importance.
AsDi-rector of High-Energy Research, | dlocate people and money to projects. If successful, the
experiments contin-uing my own work could have profound scientific con-sequences. It isjust that their
work is much more manpower intensve than Dumenco's—they need the en-tire Tevatron.”

They reached athick conduit that ran out of the con-crete wall and splayed into several smaller pipes
leading in different directions down branched tunnels. Piter pointed out ajumble of equipment. "When the
Tevatron isrunning in fixed-target mode, the beam can be diverted to thislocation. The particles strike
varioustargets with sufficient energy to create a shower of subatomic parti-cles. Wetrace the collisions,
looking for the secrets of the universe.”

"Unless some guy happensto be standing in theway," Goldfarb said.

Nels Piter bridled. "Dr. Dumenco risked agreat deal by working in here when the accelerator itself
was run-ning. Our safety interlocks are normaly impossible to circumvent, but many of them have been
kludged to-gether so we could keep the Tevatron running during the Main Injector construction.
Dumenco himsdf subverted the mechanisms designed to protect him, and unfortu-nately heis paying the
pricefor hisfoolishness.

Craig noted the man'sindignance with interest. Y ou don't think the substation explosion was meant
to cause Dr. Dumenco's exposure?”

"Absolutely not!" Piter said, lifting his chin. "Thetwo incidents are totaly unrelated.”

Goldfarb dutifully scrawled afew comments on his notepad; Craig knew, though, that nobody would
ever be ableto read the words. "So if Dr. Dumenco was working on something different from the other
experi-ments, what was he doing, exactly?'

"Well, it'svery technical,” Piter said evasively. "Dumenco was attempting to radicaly increase the
number of p-bars present in our beam—"
"Y ou're going to have to define 'peebars,’ please," Goldfarb said. Craig suppressed a satisfied smile

to see his partner playing the dummy and drawing the Belgian out. Paige seemed to know exactly what
they were do-ing, but Nels Piter didn't catchon at all.

"Antiprotons," Piter said with adismissve wave. "The antimatter anaog to protons.”
"Liketheantimaiter in Sar Trek," said Goldfarb.

Piter said coldly, "Yes, | suppose s0." He turned back to Craig. "For years, Dumenco's been
publishing highly theoretical papers on how to pump up antimatter production by using agammea-ray laser
to excite certain resonances in the target nucle. His results—which have not been verified—indicate that
this should grestly in-crease the production of p-bars. Since obtaining agamma-ray laser from Los
Alamos, he has been involved in quite anumber of experimentsto verify theincrease.”

"Any luck?' said Craig.



Piter shook hishead. "Thisisfrontier physics, push-ing the envelope. After Fermilab discovered the
top quark, some of the teams wanted to concentrate on the Higgs boson—although at these energy
leves, I'd be surprised if they were successful. My own work in p-bar phenomenafollowed amuch more
traditional, and lessrisky, path. It'stheright way to go."

"WEell, | guesswe can let the Nobel Committee de-cide,” Paige Mitchell said in her best peacemaker
voice, then brushed astrand of hair from her eyes. "Nédsisbeing serioudy consdered for the Physics
Prizethisyear, asis Dr. Dumenco. Were very fortunate to have so many world-class scientists working
a Fermilab.”

Crag'sinterest clicked as Piter nodded. Was there more than professional jealousy between
Dumenco and Piter ?

Piter placed his hands on therailing in front of him, aruler looking out over hiskingdom. He came up
to Craig's chin, and hisblond hair looked wild from the quick walk down the tunnel. Unconscioudly, he
combed it with hisfingers.

"Y ou never told us exactly what you worked on at CERN, Dr. Piter,” Craig said.

"Storage of p-bars, Mr. Kreident. Not just tens of thousands of antiparticles at atime, but anew way
to hold them in a portable container. Until recently, people have been able to store only minuscule
amounts of an-timatter in magnetic bottles—Penning traps, they cdl them. The antimatter is cooled and
injected into along cylinder with specialy designed magnets on either end. The particles bounce back
and forth between the mag-nets, but they tend to leak out.”

Paigeinterrupted. "At CERN Dr. Piter demonstrated a more efficient storage device, the Howe
crystal-lattice trap. Unfortunately, we've never had accessto large enough amounts of antimatter to test
the actud limitsof hisdevice"

Piter's face twisted, as though annoyed Paige had in-terrupted. "Y es, my design was based on an idea
first suggested by al.os Alamos scientist, Larry Campbell. It was then popularized by another Los
Alamos scientist, Steve Howe, who thought it might be possible to trap antimatter particlesinside the
molecular lattices of crystas—smple sdt crystals.” He drew himsdlf up. "But it was/ who took theidea
beyond theory, and actually made it work.

"Yearsago, theinitial experimental team that de-tected the first particles of antimatter won the Nobel
Prizein Physics. My work isjust as Sgnificant. My crystal-lattice trap Storesits p-bars at crystd lattice
sites, reinforced through resonancesin crossed laser beams. In theory, enormous amounts of p-bars may
be stored thisway."

"How much isan ‘enormous amount'?* Goldfarb asked with afaint mischievous grin. "Or would it be
too technicd for me?'

"The million million p-barsin a Penning trap amounts to mere picograms—my crysta-lattice trap
could hold up to tens of milligrams, more than has ever been produced in theworld."

"Enough to power the Starship Enterprise.”
Piter ignored Goldfarb's observation.

Craig looked out at Dumenco's experimentd area. Severd small ladders gave accessto themain
beam pipe above the floor. Three carts of diagnostic equipment were spaced along the tunnel, each
loaded with bundles of wire connected to |gptop computers.

Craig watched Piter carefully ashe mused, "I don't suppose you and Dr. Dumenco had any rivary
going? A race for the Nobel Prize."

Piter blinked in astonishment, asif Craig had some-how blasphemed the prestigious award. "One
doesn't compete for the Nobel, Mr. Kreident. The Prize goes to those who are worthy. It is an arduous



process, and the Nobel committee ensures the best person is chosen for the best work. It is certainly not
arace." He hes-tated, then stared coolly a Craig. "Surely you're not implying that | would somehow
engineer Dr. Dumenco's accident for a physics award? I've won enough prizesto be beyond that.”

"Just asking, Dr. Piter. | haveto probe dl posshbili-ties" Craig was uncomfortable, though, at how the
Bd-gian scientist’'s gaze had lighted on Paige when he mentioned his prizes. "I think we've seen enough
here. Ben, if you're willing to check out one of the intact beam-sampling substations, 1'd like to stop by
Dr. Du-menco's office now."

CHAPTERII

SX|

Tuesday, 1:47 p.m.
Fermilab,

Beam-Sampling Subgtation

Working aone now, fully charged with afresh cup of coffee from the Fermilab cafeteria, Ben
Goldfarb went searching for scraps of evidence. He preferred being afield agent, investigating the scene
of the crime, trying to uncover something the evidence technicians had missed. Maybe even something
Craig Kreident hadn't noticed.

Since Fermilab was anonsecured facility, unlike Lawrence Livermore or the Nevada Test Site,
Goldfarb could walk around by himsalf. Having another person looking over his shoulder as he snooped
put acrimp in his style. He went around the service road by the huge Tevatron, glancing at the other small
concrete substa-tions identical to the one that had been vaporized.

Specid Agent Schultz, in charge of investigating the crater, told Goldfarb he was welcometo teke a
second ook, but Schultz assured him that they had aready been through each one of the substations with
bomb-sniffing dogs and nitrogen detectors. They had found no evi-dence of explosives, no
sabotage—only incomprehen-sible diagnostics and technical equipment. The blockhouses didn't ook as
if they were used too often, and they had little strategic importance, asfar as Schultz could see.

All that waswell and good, Goldfarb thought, but he wanted to make up his own mind. The glassy
crater itself offered no evidence for him, no leads, but he made hisway to one of the other
beam-sampling substationsto seeif there might be an overlooked connection with Dr. Dumenco's
accident. Schultz wasn't even thinking about the deadly radiation exposure.

The unobtrusive concrete structures stood at regular intervals around the raised dirt berm above the
Main Particle Accelerator Ring. Tall brown grassfilled the middle of the giant circle, dotted by occasiond
ponds and the dark forms of distant buffalo grazing within the high-tech enclosure.

Goldfarb trudged aong the service road, pushing his handsinto his jacket pocket; despite the watery
sun pok-ing through the clouds, the air retained the chill of latefal. He supposed the substations would
be locked, since they contained delicate diagnostics and complex sam-pling systems. Later, he could
aways arrange to get akey from Paige Mitchell. For now, he just wanted the look and fedl of one of the
places, to get into the mindset of someoneworking ingde... or hiding insde, plotting some sort of
sabotage.

Since Fermilab paid little attention to security or ac-countability, they had no records of employee
where-abouts during the times of interest. No one had been scheduled in that substation at the time of the
blast, but since the energy burst had vaporized everything, they wouldn't find even abone fragment if a
saboteur had been insde. But no personnel had been reported missing, either.

Too bad the explosion of an empty blockhouse gained al the attention instead of a man dying &t the
hospital. Perhaps that was for the best, though—the mediawould go all weak-kneed at the story of



Dumenco'slethd ra-diation overdose. Even Trish LeCroix's hardliner group, Physicians Against
Radiation, or whatever it was called, would make acircus out of the tragedy. But at least

Craig'sformer girlfriend was kegping the Situation quiet, and he respected her for that.

As he approached the nearest substation, Goldfarb made a mental note to stop in at the gift shop to
pick up souvenirsfor histwo daughters. The only way they forgave him for being gone on FBI business
s0 often was that he brought them tiny keepsakes. The one time held forgotten, Megan and Gwendolyn
had heaped him with massive guilt unsurpassed even by the efforts of his own Jewish mother. Goldfarb
had vowed never to forget again.

Since it was Chicago, he thought he might get some-thing nice for Julene, too. Hiswife dways
worried about him when he was on a case, paranoid that he'd get hurt in the line of duty. Last year,
during an investigation of a Nevada militiagroup, he'd been caught in an explosion and suffered a broken
pinkie—but Julene had fretted so much that it seemed asif he had become alifetime par-aplegic.
Goldfarb worried about getting hurt morefor her sake than for hisown.

Standing outside alocked and nondescript concrete building didn't seem terribly hazardous. The
squarish pillbox appearance of the beam-sampling substation made it ook like a bunker for
decommissioned military ordnance. Conduits ran from the substation at trategic pointsto samplethe
energetic flow, diagnostic probes dipping into the uniformity of the currents. The sampling sationswere
smple enough, just data-recording devices in austere equipment racks, with pipes that ran acrossto the
huge ring of the accelerator buried under theflat Illinois prairie.

Goldfarb pondered the whirlwind of high-energy particles, trillions of eectron volts sweeping
clockwise undernesth the bucolic landscape. When the counter-rotating beams collided, physicistslike
Georg Dumenco and Nels Piter studied the shrapnel of subatomic parti-cles.

But one of the blockhouses had vanished in aflash of light on the very night Dumenco had received
hisletha exposure. There must be some connection. He just had to figure out what it was.

Goldfarb walked around the concrete blockhouse, crunching across the uneven gravel, but he found
noth-ing interesting, only signs announcing no trespassing and DANGER—HIGH VOLTAGE.

When he rounded the last corner of the blockhouse, he saw that the heavy metal blast door hung gar,
its padlock dangling on the hasp. Goldfarb stopped, cocking his eyebrows. This substation should have
been sedled, like the others. Perhaps Schultz and his bomb-sniffing dogs had been careless. Maybe a
technician or acusto-dian had opened up the place for routine maintenance. Hewasin luck. Thisway
he'd have achanceto look inside.

He held the badge and ID wallet in hisleft hand as he pulled the door wide enough for him to enter. It
was heavy and squesked on its hinges, an iron plate that might have come from an old battleship hull. He
grunted with the effort.

Inside, he saw two naked bulbs burning insde wire cages. The unfinished ceiling was strung with
pipes, wires, and cable-trays leading down to abank of old computer monitors, oscilloscopes, and
strip-chart record-ers. He smelled tobacco smoke, asif someone had just snuffed out a cigarette. Ashe
stepped into the shadows, the sudden difference in light was enough to blind him. He blinked, holding up
hisbadge wallet.

"Thisisthe FBI," he caled. "Identify yoursdf."

He heard arapid movement, a sucked intake of breath, and agasped "Oh, shit!" A meta swive chair
did adde, rattling its cagters.

Goldfarb ingtantly became dert. "Wait aminute,”" he said. His eyesight was till too murky for himto
make out many details, but he did see afigure, aman with dark hair and a goatee wearing alab
technician's smock. The figure staggered backward from some kind of ap-paratus hooked up below the



oscilloscopes and computer monitors.
"Federd agent,” Goldfarb said, "'l just want to ask you afew questions about—"

But the other man wasn't in the mood for conversartion. He lunged toward Goldfarb, brandishing
something heavy and metd in hishand. He uttered no outcry, no roar of chalenge: he smply attacked.

"Whoa, wait aminute!" Goldfarb shouted, but the man hurled the object—awrench he had been
using on the diagnostics. The wrench flew with the precision of acircus knife thrower and struck
Goldfarb high on the chest near hisright shoulder. Hisarm instantly felt an explosion of pain, then went
numb. He heard acrack of hiscollar bone, then the bal joint in his shoulder erupted in white internd fire
from hisnerve endings.

Goldfarb ducked aside while reaching behind him with hisleft hand. He dropped his badge wdlet and
ID, fumbling awkwardly for hiswegpon in the pancake hol-ster beneath his bdlt. Hisright hand was
useless, so held have to do the best he could, shoot |eft-handed.

The suspect's eyes carried afera glint of terror and desperation, like a cornered rat. The man wasn't
thinking about his actions, merely acting on keyed-up ingtinct. Goldfarb had sumbled upon
something—and this man didn't seem ready to surrender; he wasn't even cowed by the presence of the
FBI.

The man charged forward, head down. Goldfarb got his hand on the butt of his pistol and started to
tug it free, though that sent another wave of pain through his broken shoulder. He clenched histeeth,
working hisfin-ger around the trigger guard.

"Stop!" he commanded.

With afleeting thought, atiny scolding voicein his head told him how remarkable it wasthat he
aways managed to get himsdlf into these Stuations.

The man rammed into Goldfarb like alinebacker smashing into an opposing quarterback. Goldfarb
dammed backward into the computers and oscillo-scopes, fighting for balance. Papers and desk
parapher-nalia scattered on the floor. The wind whooshed out of him.

He managed to wrench his pistol around, pointing it a his opponent. But the man did not hesitate to
grab Goldfarb'swrigt and jerk the pistol away from the aim point. The first, ingtinctive gunshot went wild,
ricochet-ing off the concrete wall and embedding itself in the ceiling of the substation.

"You asshole," the man said, yanking Goldfarb'sarm. The pain in hisbroken collar bone made him
want to vomit.

Instead, using the momentum in histurning body, Goldfarb swung one of the desk chairsaround. It
was heavy and metd like surplus from an old army base. It struck the other man in the hip, knocking him
sdeways. Then Goldfarb jabbed upward with hisknee, hoping to catch the outraged man in the
groin—but instead he only brushed the sde of hisleg.

Vicioudy, the man swung afist down, smashing Goldfarb's collar bone where the wrench had hit. The
pain made a black thunderstorm in his head, and Gold-farb's knees turned to water.

Seizing his chance, the man grabbed the agent's hand-gun. Goldfarb struggled to remain conscious
against the waves of nausea, but the other man twisted the pistol around. Goldfarb lurched away from the
computer ter-minas against which he had been pressed, gave onelast burst of strength—but the man
countered him, clawing & the pistol.

Again, the gun went off.

The shot sounded like ahand grenade exploding, and Goldfarb felt the bullet plow into hisribswith al
the force of apickup truck. Theimpact threw him into thewall of computers and oscilloscopes again. He



heard shattering glass, sparks.

Unableto stand any longer, he did down to the con-crete floor, barely able to focus his eyesight
againgt the competing avaanches of pain. His enemy wrenched the pistol out of hislimp hand and
stepped back, aiming the weapon toward Goldfarb. The FBI agent had alast, un-settlingly clear glimpse
of aman with dark disheveled hair and a matted goatee, his face tightened into aknot of anger and panic.

Goldfarb hadn't even had achanceto cry out.

Then the man stepped back, pointed the pistol again, and shot Goldfarb once more in the chest for
good mea-sure.

Hefdl therest of theway to the hard, cold floor in arapidly widening pool of hisown blood.
chapter!

SEVEN |

Tuesday, 2:07 p.m.

WilsonHall

Fermi National Accelerator

Laboratory

In the open-air lobby of Wilson Hall, Paige led Craig past a Foucault pendulum on display, dangling
from the rafters and sweeping through its ddlicate arc as the Earth rotated. Late lunch dishes clattered in
the cafeteria; most of the tables were empty except for afew groups of scientists engaged in low
discussions, seeking an areafree of secretaries and telephones. She pushed the button for the elevator,
and they both waited.

The fourth floor had an open, spacious fed, with cubicle-divided work areasfor grad students and
tem-porary hires. Asthey waked down the carpeted hal, Craig saw homey touches on each cubicle,
plastic action figures of monsters and cartoon characters, yellowed comic-strip clippings, onewall was
completely covered with outrageous tabloid headlines.

Paige flicked her blue eyes from name plate to num-ber, trying to find her way. Clearly, she hadn't
had oc-casion to visit Georg Dumenco before.

When they reached his office, though, the Ukrainian scientist was there in person, despite his radiation
ex-posure. Dumenco looked up, startled, as he sifted through awhirlwind of papers and printouts on his
desk. File drawers were opened and ransacked, and his blood-shot eyes looked wild.

"Dr. Dumenco, what are you doing here?' Craig asked.

"Thisismy office," Dumenco answered indignantly. He swallowed hard, then held onto the edge of
his desk for support.

"Y ou're supposed to bein the hospita," Paige said.

"1 need my work, the resultsfrom my last test run. My graduate student Bretti isn't here. He's
supposed to be on vacation, but | can't reach him... he's on afish-ing trip somewhere, out of touch—and
| don't know how hefileshisrecords." With an angry gesture, Du-menco dapped a pile of old memos
and unopened mail on thefloor.

Craig went forward to grasp hisarm. ' 'Y ou drove here by yoursalf? | need to take you back to
Trish—uh, | mean, Dr. LeCroix." Paige's eyes widened as she made the connection, but she didn't say
anything.

Dumenco shook off Craig's grip and unsteadily drew himsalf up. "I am dying from radiation exposure,
gr. My body isfdling apart rapidly, and very soon | won't be able to stand. | must use every moment of



clarity left to me. Once | get back into that hospita bed, | know I'll never leave." He drew athick breath.
"Thismay bethelast timel'll set foot in my office—and | need my papers so | can keep. .. occupied.”

Craig gripped the decidedly unsteady scientist, and Paige helped usher Dumenco out of hisoffice. "I'll
get you everything you need," she said. "WEéll go through your files and find the printouts from your last
test run.”

"I'm driving you back to the hospitd," Craig said, tolerating no argument. Dumenco seemed ready to
resst until Craig added, "' need you to stay dive long enough to help me solve thiscase.”

On the drive from Fermilab toward the Fox River Medical Center, Craig watched Dumenco brood in
the car. The dying scientist longingly stared at the lab build-ings, the low ring that marked the
underground particle accelerator, the small, restless herd of buffalo behind their rickety fences.

Craig used their private timeto discuss the case. The Ukrainian looked at him with watery, glassy
eyesthat were bleary and pinkish from thousands of tiny hemor-rhages. Inside his body, the damage had
aready been done—cdlsweredying in droves, hisinterna organswerefailing; soon histhought
processes would aso suf-fer, making him delusond or incoherent.

Theworst part was that the greet scientist knew it was happening.

"Now then, gir, let usdiscussthis case" Dumenco said. Hetried to smile through cracked lips. ™Y ou
put mein adifficult pogtion. | have very little timeleft to complete my work, or to help you solve my
murder. Which do you believe is more important—progress or revenge?'

"I'dcdl it justice, rather than revenge.”

Dumenco was Slent for amoment. "In the grand scheme | think you've found the difference. My lifeis
morethan just adrop in atiny pond in avast universe. Justiceiswhet | redlly want."

Craig followed acement mixer and adump truck leaving the Main Injector congtruction site. "And
that'swhat I'm herefor. Let's solve this case quickly so you can use any remaining time on your physics.”

"A good plan, kind ar.”

"All right,” Craig answered. "This morning we went to the Site of your accident and aso viewed the
crater |eft by the blockhouse explosion. Dr. Piter walked usthrough the details. My partner, Agent
Goldfarb, isright now looking at one of the intact substationsto seeif he can pick up any clues.”

"I know nothing of the explosion,” Dumenco said, stifling acough. "I know only that someone
intention-ally caused the beam dump, and that | am paying the pricefor it."

Craig wished he had been able to take out his notepad.
"So why would someone want to kill you?'

"'l have done many thingsin my career, Agent Krei-dent." Dumenco's voice was strong but carried a
hint of hoarseness from phlegm building up in histhroat and lungs. "1 lft the Ukraine during the downfall
of the Soviet Union. | abandoned my career and al my re-search, and | came hereto work asa
high-energy phys-icist. Y our American government has been very kind, but | have paid ahigh price."

Craig made amenta note. "And were you welcome here, or did some of the other physicists resent
your background?”

"'On the contrary, | was most heartily welcomed. Fer-milab is accustomed to internationa
collaborations. Af-ter the Soviet collapse, your government was most eager for me to use my talentsfor
your benefit, rather than some less desirable country. They alowed meto work here... without hasde,
and without the usua paperwork that comeswith being aforeign national. The United States values
sientific taent.”

Dumenco cleared histhroat, then ddlicately spat into awadded handkerchief he withdrew from his



pocket. Craig could see flecks of blood in the spittle before the scientist quickly tucked the cloth away.

"The Russanswere quite. .. upset after | had fled. My recent work has apparently made some people
very nervous. | received veiled threats, but | was promised protection by your State Department.
However, it seems someone has managed to kill me anyway, here on the eve of my Nobel nomination.”

The Ukrainian closed his reddened eyes and took a deep breeth. "Did you know the Committeeis
not a-lowed to give aNobel Prizeto adead man?| hopel don't miss my chance."

Craig stopped at atraffic sgna, watched the trucks and cars bustling through the center of Aurora.
Tal brick buildings lined the narrow main street, coffee shops and greasy-spoon cafes at Street levd;
severa blocks away from the downtown area, old suburban houses sat on broad, grassy lots.

"What about your graduate student, Mr. Bretti?' Craig asked, focusing on the case again. "Was he
aware of these threats on your life? Did hefed himsdf in any danger for asssting you?"

Dumenco gave awan smile. ' 'No, Bretti would never have been atarget. Heisabig talker, and often
indig-nant, but the truth is he has not managed to compl ete histhesis during the seven years he has
assisted me, and | doubt he ever will." He snorted. "I hope he is a better fisherman than ascientis,
otherwise he will have avery disappointing vacation.”

Insde the Medica Center, Trish LeCroix met them like amother hen, scolding Dumenco for leaving
her. She helped Craig whisk him off to his hospital room. The old physicist endured her minigtrations as
shetook hisblood pressure, temperature, heart and respiratory rate, and prodded him into changing
back into his hos-pital gown. She made a point of taking his street clothes, hiskeys, and hiswallet, s0
she could put them in ahospital locker.

Dumenco seemed penitent. "Dr. LeCroix isabossy woman, Agent Kreident. She seemed so nice
when | knew her inthe Ukraine."

Craig smiled. "Trish doesn't like to deal with any-thing unexpected.”

She made an indignant noise. "Listen, Georg—I'm here to help you, and I'm the best
radiation-exposure physician you're going to get. If you'd like, | can just let you back into the hands of a
generd practitioner.”

Dumenco actudly chuckled as she herded him into the bed. He pulled the sheet up, but Trish kept his
bare arm available. "Y ou're dehydrated. I'm hooking you up to asaline drip." She looked at the physicis,
then at Craig, placing her hands on her hips. "All right, I'll leave you two to keep talking—but no more
sghtsee-ing!" Moving like atrue professond, Trish hurried out of the room to fetch IV suppliesand a
bag of norma sdine.

The Ukrainian rolled closer to the tray table that sep-arated him from Craig. Someone had set out a
small plastic chess set with magnetized pieces, dl the chessmen lined up in perfect ranks.

"L et's have a game while we continue our conver-sation, kind sir,” Dumenco suggested. Craig noticed
that the skin on his forehead was white and scaly. "Do you play?"

Craig looked down at the pieces as his thoughts spun. The man's dying, and he wants to play chess
?"'Not with any skill," he said. "'l used to goof around with my dad, but don't expect any championship
Srategy.”

Dumenco waved aswollen hand. "'l just want to oc-cupy my mind. It will take al of my concentration
to keep my thoughts sharp and focused. .. until the very end.”

The scientist chose white and moved firgt, picking up thelittle plastic piece and diding it acrossthe
squares. "For agamelike thisit ssemswe should be using afine onyx and jade set, don't you think?!
Dumenco raised hiseyebrows. "After dl, | must savor the niceties of life, while | can.”



Craig moved apawn. "l don't suppose the hospital's game chest has anything like that.”

Y ears ago, he had played with hisfather, more as an excuse to spend time together than through any
passion for the game. Craig had never been terribly good at small talk, and the two had needed a catayst
for con-versation—especialy snce Robert Kreident's life re-volved around the football, baseball, and
hockey teamsin the Bay Area. Craig'sinterestsin science and tech-nology had diverged from hisfather's
interest in sports, but they could chat about chess moves and occasiondlly other things asthey played.

Now, though, Craig focused his attention on the
Ukrainian's rambling speech, moving only defensively to counter Dumenco's pieces.

"What kind of strategy do you cdl this?' the phys-icist said, watching Craig moveahbishoptoa
seemingly pointless pogtion.

"l told you | didn't play often," he answered. He looked at the chess pieces, then at his notes. "Explain
to me why you were running experiments on a Sunday, and after dark.”

Dumenco glanced at the large round clock on the wall. "The hour of day makes no difference
underground,” he said. "During an experimenta run, the accelerator operates round the clock. Computers
record the colli-sions, sample the daughter particles, and sort out any-thing worthwhile." He shook his
head. "Maybe | can reach some val uable conclusions before time growstoo short... if Ms. Mitchell ever
gets here with my results.”

"But you'redying,” Craig said bluntly; Dumenco didn't seem to mind. "Do you want to be looking at
technicd readouts during your last days?'

"I must!" He said with such vehemence that his red-dened hand clenched into afist. He winced at the
pain, then lowered hisvoice. "My results, my theoriesarewhat | leave behind. My family is..." he paused
un-comfortably, "... not with me, so my work ismy leg-acy. | have cracked open the door to God's
mysteries, and | must make sense of my resultsto prop open that door, prepareit for the next person. If
| diewith my work unresolved, the door will dam shut again. All my thoughts—al my life—will be
worthless™

Craig tried to be soothing. "'If you're dready up for the Nobd Prize, you've done plenty in your life.
Y our work will be carried on by others.”

"Congder it thisway, gr," Dumenco said. "'If you wereto leave this case, another agent could pick up
the clues and perhaps solve my murder. Forgive my arro-gance, but if / die now it will be many years
before someone grasps this esoteric subset of particle physicsto synthesize what | have done and take it
to the next step.”

He moved hisrook into position and scanned the board. Craig moved another piece, and Dumenco
coun-tered rapidly. "Check," he said smply.

With sudden embarrassed darm, Craig studied the board. He moved to counter the Ukrainian's ploy.
"Areyou ascientist, Agent Kreident?' Dumenco said.

"l have sometraining,” Craig said. It had been along time since putting himsdlf through Stanford,
working for Elliot Lang's Pl agency... "I've got a physics under-graduate degree, and | went into patent
law after law school—I thought that was where the money was, but it was boring.”

Dumenco moved his queen, calmly said, "Check-mate," then leaned back into his pillow asif
exhausted. He closed his eyes as Craig scrutinized the little mag-netic chess pieces, trying to understand
what the Ukrain-ian had done. He could find no lagt-ditch way out.

"Have you heard of the mathemeatician Fermat?' Du-menco asked.

Craig frowned. "Of course.”



The old man'slips were swollen, and he spoke in aquiet whisper. "After his death, someone
discovered a handwritten notation in one of histexts—Fermat claimed to have found an ‘e egant proof for
one of the great mathematical mysteries. But he didn't write down that proof, and mathematicians
wracked their brainsfor centuriesto rediscover it. Until just recently, Fermat's Last Theorem remained
unproven.” Dumenco finaly opened hiseyesagainto look at Craig. "1 don't want to be the high-energy
physicsequivdent of Fermat."

Craig swdlowed alump in histhroat.

"Maybethiswill help." They both turned to see Paige Mitchell sanding at the door to theintensive
careroom, afolder full of papersin her hand. But Trish LeCroix bustled up to block the way.

"You can't gointhere." Trish looked sourly down at the sheaf of printouts. ' 'Dr. Dumenco needsto
rest and gather hisenergy. If you give him those papers, hewon't deep aminute.”

Paige held the folder so tightly her knuckles whitened. "He was quite ingstent about having them. Let
me guess—you must be Trish?"

"It's Patrice." The room temperature seemed to drop twenty degrees.

Craig interrupted. "Thisis Paige Mitchell, from Fer-milab, on Dr. Dumenco's request. It wasthe only
way he would agree to go back to his hospital room." Helooked intently at Trish's sepia eyes behind her
ddicate eyeglasses. "L et him have the papers,” he said, lower-ing hisvoice. "Those experimenta results
mean more to Dumenco than anything right now. Maybe he loses alittle deep, but hell diealot happier.”

Trish's eyesflashed, but she backed away, gesturing Paigeinside.

Dumenco sat up in his hospita bed with an expression of such extreme ddlight that Craig knew he had
made the right decision. The scientist swept the chessboard off the small table, knocking magnetic pieces
indl directions. "Bring them here—thank you, thank you. Y ou're very kind."

"It'stheleast | could do," she said. "Dr. Piter aso asked meto passaong that heisat your disposal if
you require anything else.”

Dumenco rolled hiseyes. "That man has been athorn in my sdefor years, just because some of my
work contradicts hisold CERN papers. I'm glad heis at |least pretending to have achange of heart.”

Asthe scientist pawed through the papers, Craig knew he would have to look esewherefor clues.
Georg Du-menco was otherwise occupied.

Maybe Goldfarb had found something.
CH APTErI

eghtl

Tuesday, 2:37 p.m.

Fermilab,

Beam-Sampling Subgtation

Breathing hard, Nicholas Bretti paused to take acloser ook at the man he had just shot, even ashe
tried to scramble out of the isolated blockhouse.

Everything had happened so fast, so unexpectedly. He hadn't meant to do it. But, shit—the FBI! You
take one quick little step down that dippery dope, and it sucks you down to hell like grease-covered
gaeicd

The federa agent looked like a dark-suited Fillsbury doughboy on the floor. He didn't move, didn't
appear to breathe. Dark liquid oozed from the woundsin his chest.



Bretti looked to the heavy door, the harsh glare of sunlight outside. No one ran into the blockhouse to
see what was the matter, no one raced to investigate the gunshots. Should he call for help? Get an
ambulance?

Or was there a chance he might be able to get away? Nobody knew he was here—he was supposed
to be gone, days deep into hisannud fishing trip in the wilds of West Virginia.

Bretti dapped his hands together, stepped toward the shot FBI agent, then turned toward the door. /
must look like an idiot, he thought, confused, panicked.

Keep cooal, he reminded himself. Get the apparatus. Pack it in the car, and drive to the embassy. Just
like the plan. They had gotten him into this, and they could help him out. No problem, no swest, no
heartburn. .. no fucking way!

Bretti had never hurt anyone before, certainly never killed anyone—hell, hed never broken the law,
never cheated on a college exam... though if he had, maybe it wouldn't have taken him seven yearsasa
grad student and till no hope of seeing aPh.D. anytime soon. This should have been histicket to a better
life. Antimatter. A smple, invisble embezzlement of atomic particles, bled off from the main beam.

No one should have noticed, except maybe that damned Dumenco. But then, nothing in Bretti'slife
had ever turned out the way it should. Though it sure seemed possible when that Indian, Chandrawalia,
had first ap-proached him, showed up at his apartment. No wonder he had tracked Bretti down—the
world's oldest grad stu-dent.

He swallowed hard, close to hyperventilating, took a half step toward the man on the floor, then
ignored him entirely. No turning back now. He had to ddliver the old Penning trap with whatever load it
had managed to store in two days. Maybe that would be enough. 1t would have to be enough, since the
main p-bar supply had been an-nihilated.

The FBI man's handgun burned aholein his pocket. He wanted to get rid of it, but he couldn't leave it
there. Fingerprints, evidence... hedidn't know what sort of magic the crime lab could do these days.

How could things go so wrong so fast? First the emer-gency beam dump on Sunday, which caused a
power outage, blowing the hell out of his demo stash. And now some FBI suit came snooping around
when he was trans-ferring the last day's run of p-bars.

Why couldn't the bastard have waited another ten minutes? Bretti would have completed histask, and
no one would have suspected. Nobody was supposed to see him at Fermilab. During his week of
vacation, he should have had plenty of timeto dip off to India, make hisdelivery, take his payment, and
get back to Illinoisto pretend that nothing had happened. Nobody would have noticed, or cared, except
maybe Dumenco and his un-expected results.

Wéll, after the curmudgeonly Ukrainian's radiation exposure, Dumenco wouldn't be chasing lost
antiprotons for long. He certainly hadn't spent much time being a good advisor, helping Bretti makeit
through the aca-demic hoops, taking the grad student under hiswing, using a bit of professiona pull to
get him through the hard parts.

Crap, the old fart only cared about his own theories and the damned Nobel Prize. Now, maybe Bretti
would have to accept it for his dear-departed mentor.

Nicholas Bretti took adeep breath. The fading rush of adrenaline had left him with a case of the
shakes. He had to move fast before anyone found the man he'd shot. He had to take his equipment and
get out of there.

Over a hiswork gtation, Bretti carefully disconnected the transfer mechanism from the Penning trap.
Working quickly, he attached the much smdler, but much more efficient crystal-lattice trap and
accelerometer to a port upstream from the main detector, where the substation tapped into the Tevatron
flow. The crystd trap wasthe real key, atreasure chest for storing antimatter—but it needed nearly a



week to collect enough p-barsto make it worthwhile.

Similar to the hundreds of other diagnostics attached to the beam channel, his small device had never
drawn attention. Many teams of technicians had their own equipment in these substations, and nobody
ever messed with someone else's diagnostics. It just wasn't done.

Instead of passively imaging the intense, rotating beam of p-bars, Bretti's lattice trap would bleed of f
an-timatter particles after they had been laser cooled and dowed by the accelerometer.

Glancing at an ovd clock that one of the grad students had wired to run counterclockwise, Bretti saw
that it hadn't been more than three minutes since he had fired the shots. Still, much too long. He had to
get out of there.

Grunting, Bretti lifted the disconnected Penning trap. Its case was lined with high-efficiency lithium-ion
bat-teries, making up the mgjority of the weight. Two in-sulating Dewars, oneingde the other, held the
Penning trap itself—three strips of room-temperature supercon-ducting magnetsthat created a precise
magnetic field shaped like a bottle, bouncing the p-bars back and forth ong the axis. Over time, the
bottle would legk, but the lithium-ion batteries would keep the magnetic fidd divelong enough for himto
get to India, while hefilled the more efficient crystal-laitice trap that could literally hold nine orders of
magnitude more antimetter.

Hewaked carefully away from the isolated substation asif carrying asuitcase full of bricks. He
locked the door to the blockhouse—with any luck, and with many of the temporary hires on break, the
agent's body wouldn't be found until Bretti was safely out of the country.

Making hisway to his car, Bretti redized he didn't even have time to drive back to his gpartment and
pick up hisbags. He had a plane to catch.

Thisearly on Tuesday afternoon, Bretti didn't have to worry about rush hour traffic heading into
downtown Chicago. Still, with his battered nerves, he didn't want to push hisluck finding a parking spot
for hissmall red Saturn—Ileased, but till agood bargain on his grad-student salary. He couldn't walk for
blocks lugging the bulky Penning trap. Every bag lady and cab driver would spot him and wonder. He
tossed a cigarette out the window and started for the embassy.

But first he pulled off to the Side, stopping by ajetty on the shore of huge, gray Lake Michigan. The
old con-crete jetty was just remote enough that no one ques-tioned people who stopped to gawk. Gold
and red leavesfrom acluster of trees hid him from others along the shordline. A place for early-morning
joggers, not many in the midafternoon.

Thetraffic was sparse, and he waited scant seconds before he fumbled in his pocket for the stolen
FBI hand-gun. The gun was dick and gtill seemed hot—hot from firing the bullets that had torn into the
agent'sflesh. Bretti thought he could till fed the heat on the barrel, the unexpected kick from the recail
as he reacted without thinking.

Standing on the jetty, he tossed the handgun under-hand into the chilly depths where waves churned
with the brisk October breeze. The heavy gun made a soft splash like agulp, and was swallowed up by
the gray surface.

Much farther down the shore, akid threw stonesinto the water, then ducked back asawave
splashed against the rocks. He waved at Bretti, who was too terrified not to wave back. Bretti was back
in his car and jockeying into thefast lanein lessthan aminute.

"Not enoughtimeasitis,” he muttered while clutch-ing the steering whedl. And I've just shot a man
over a difference of ten minutes. The embassy can damned well treat me like a VIP for once. And
the man was FBI yet! They'll be crawling all over my ass.

Racing down embassy row near Lakeshore Drive, Bretti passed stately buildings hidden behind
ten-foot wrought-iron and brick fences. Immaculate guard shacks nestled beside every gate, partidly



obscured by thick shrubbery. Some embassies were protected with bullet-proof glass windows; others
were moreinviting, giving an impression of openness—friendly nations, proud and colorful flags. The
whole area 0ozed high society—the kind of life Bretti deserved, not some gpartment hole in the burbs.

Bretti pulled up to the guard gate of the Indian em-bassy. Insde the shack, aguard took notice and
mo-tioned for him to stop. He hadn't thought what he would say, but he rolled down his window anyway.

Thefant smdl of flowers and spice drifted into the car. A curving cobblestoned driveway wound
around immeaculately kept gardens. Not much like the boring homes around Bataviaand Aurora—he
would sure as hell be glad to get away from that. But first he had to get through the gate.

The embassy itself stood behind afortress of aesthet-icaly pleasing protective buffers—beige flower
planters each the size of asmall car, thick stone columns, ornate wrought-iron fencing. Unseen among the
splendor, Bretti knew sophisticated microwave sensors stood watch over the compound.

A dark man wearing awhite coat and turban, maroon pants, and along ceremonia sword emerged
from the guard shack. The man smiled through a black beard and mustache, but his eyes never lingered
on Bretti. Instead, they swept back and forth aong the red car for unfore-seen thresats.

Bretti recognized him. Thiswas the same guard who had been present the two previous times he had
vigted the Indian Embassy.

Pacing hishand on the silver hilt of his curved sword, the guard smiled tightly. "Welcometo the
Indian Em-bassy, sir. What may | do for you here today?"

"I'm Nicholas Bretti," he snapped, irritated that the man didn't recognize him. "1 have an appointment
with Mr. Chandrawdia."

"Very good, sr." The guard reached into the shack, pulling out aclipboard. He ran hiswhite-gloved
fingersdown alist. "Ah, yes, Mr. Bretti. Y ou are somewhat late. Would you please park your car
outside and enter through this gate?'

"l have an important... delivery for Mr. Chandrawadlia. It'sin thetrunk.”

The guard lifted an eyebrow. "Y ou may unload the item hereif you please while you park your car
out-sde.”

"It's quite bulky and—Iook," said Bretti in exagper-ation, "thisis extremely important, and Mr.
Chandra-wadliais expecting thisright avay. I'm late asit is, and I'm sure you don't want to upset anyone
dse" Espe-cially me. Hefdt swest prickling dong his clothes.

Hewondered if the FBI agent's body had been found yet. His ssomach lurched with nausea. My
God, he had killed aman, shot him—how many times? Bretti didn't even know.

"Why don't you pick up the phone and call Mr. Chandrawalia. I'm sure hell authorize you to let me
inwithmy car."

"1 will dowhat | can, but we usudly do not go to such lengths to accommodate aguest.” Turning
briskly, the guard's white coat flapped in the air. His eyes con-tinued to scan the street as he spoke to
Bretti, asif ahorde of terrorists might suddenly appear to storm the embassy. And in Chicago, for
God's sake, Bretti thought. Can you believe the security?

Rapidly tapping hisfingers on the steering whed, Bretti felt confined. What if someone had seen him
leav-ing Fermilab? He had to get to cover somehow, and the Indians were his only hope.

A bearded face thrust into the car window. "Mr. Bretti? Y ou are quite correct. Mr. Chandrawdiais
in-deed anxiousto seeyou. A driver will be out shortly to bring your car to the front. Please walk into the
complex to meet him." The guard opened the car door and waited for Bretti to get out.

Curdaing under his breath, Bretti scooted out from the seat and left the keys dangling in the ignition. He



ner-voudy ran ahand through his black hair, then popped the trunk. The guard towered over him,
emotionless as he carefully closed Bretti's car door. Turning akey in acontrol box, the guard swung
open the gate. "We will take good care of your car, Sir."

Bretti walked around to the trunk and lifted the un-wieldy suitcase out of the car. No fuckin' way he
was going to let these towelheads get hold of his Penning trap. It was only Phase One of the down
payment he owed the Indians, but he wasn't going to let this get out of hissight. Swinging the bulky case
by his side, he made for the embassy house.

Inside the fence a short man in awhite tunic ran from the main building, taking no notice of him. Bretti
passed bumblebees drifting lazily around the garden. The flow-ers made the air thick, swest, and
nausesting. He entered the embassy, glad to be behind the protective walls.

Bretti had never been able to figure out Chandrawarlids exact title and position in the Embassy. But it
hed to be high up in the food chain, judging from everything he had promised Bretti. The man smiled
gracioudy as he sat behind a polished wooden desk, gesturing him into the private office.

Paintings of Hindi women dressed in colorful garb were positioned acrossthe wal next to
photographs of elaborate Mughal-eratemples, photos of vast cities taken from the air, and the standard
picture of the Tg) Mahal. Green marble elephants stood two feet tall on either side of the desk.

"Welcome, Dr. Bretti. | am honored to listen, though my timeis somewhat a a premium this
afternoon." Chandrawalia's dark face contrasted with hisimpossibly white teeth. He had deep wrinkles,
and awhite beard shot with strands of iron gray.

"Thisisimportant enough to be worth your time."
"Very well, Dr. Bretti. Would you care for some tea?'

Tea? How could Bretti think of teaat atimelike this? Hiswhole life, hisfuture had just disintegrated
around him—Iike an antimatter explosion. He wondered if he should confessto Chandrawalia, explain
about the FBI agent, hisflight, all because the Indian government wanted a secret stash of p-bars. Would
Chandrawdiahdp him out of this mess?

Bretti knew it would be amistake to think of thisman ashisfriend.

"No. Notea" Bretti shifted in his chair, setting the heavy suitcase of p-bars on the floor beside him.
He plugged an extension cord from thewall to the suitcase, recharging the lithium batteries. "Things have
changed at the Lab. | need to get out of here today like we planned, but | won't have as much of the...
uh, product as| had promised. | have amore efficient trap collecting particles of antimatter right now. In
less than aweek— after the excitement cools down—it'll have afull sup-ply. When | return, | can make
good on thefind ddliv-ery.”

Chandrawaliasfacid expresson remained frozen in aperpetua smile. "l am sorry to hear that. Will
this affect our agreement, Dr. Bretti ?'

"Mr. Bretti. Cal me migter." Bretti screwed up hisface. The man knew damned well hewas gill a
grad student. "I've got some antimatter, enough for your peo-ple to start their medica isotope project.
And that's the important thing. Now get me out of here."

"Weve inspected your holding apparatus,” said Chandrawdiasmoothly. "Y our deviceis making our
se-curity people nervous. They think it could be some sort of sophisticated bomb."

"Just don't x-ray the container. That would increase the antiproton diffusion rate out of the magnetic
bottle" To Chandrawalias blank stare, Bretti growled, "Y ou'll make it leak fagter. It'stough enough
keeping the p-bars contained in thistype of trgp without agitating them.”

Did they redly think he was stupid enough to bring abomb into this place? And what on earth for? Of
course, enough antimatter particles could be as deadly as abomb—as the vaporized substation



proved—but this Penning trap didn't hold nearly enough p-barsto cause any damage. Later in the week,
when he returned for the crystal-lattice trap, then he would have enough antimatter to make someone
worry.

"l see Chandrawaliareached into adrawer, with-drew afolder and did it across the polished
desktop. "Here are tickets for today's flight to New Delhi. Y our passport isin there aswell, ssamped
with our visa. You leave a five P.M. We are putting your storage device in adiplomatic pouch—a
container that can be hooked up to the plane's dectrical system during thetrip to India. It will not be
ingpected by your cusoms officids.”

Bretti scooped up theticket. "Y ou've got me flying out on the Concord. Cool." The Indiansredly
wanted those p-bars. Their stake in major new medical research and opening the processto lucrative
markets supposedly depended oniit.

"The program in Bangdoreis anxioudy waiting for your material. One of my associateswill meet you
there." Chandrawdiahed up afinger and frowned for the first timein the conversation. The expression
sent achill through Bretti. "' Please remember the need for dis-cretion, Mr. Bretti. This, ah, project is
hardly well pub-licized, or even endorsed by my government. Few people in this embassy are aware of
what we are doing. If it provesto be a success'—he shrugged—"then things may change and everyone
will want to take credit. But for now, the fewer people who know about this, the better.”

"That's the tack |'ve been taking," said Bretti sourly. The less said the better, and the less chance any
sort of investigation would finger him. He wasn't even sup-posed to bein Illinois thisweek.

"Good." Chandrawdiastood, clearly ending the meeting. Placing his hands on the desk, he bowed
dightly. "Please ingtruct my people asto the care and operation of your storage device. We will then
escort you to O'Hare and past customs as my officid guest to our country.”

"What about my car?' Thingswere moving too fast. He didn't even have a suitcase with him, no
clothes, not even atoothbrush. But if Chandrawalia came through with the money they had promised,
Bretti could buy dl he wanted when he got to India.

"It will remainin our garage until you return.” For thefirst time since things had taken anosedive at the
substation, Bretti actudly felt cam and somewhat hopeful again. He dlowed asmal smile on hisfaceas
he shook handswith Chandrawalia. He just might pull this off after dl...

But the officia's grip was cold and his expression hard. "Do not forget that your device will beinthe
passenger hold. If anything goes wrong, both you and your plane will meet the samefate. Haveanice
flight... and enjoy India"

CHAPTErININEI
Tuesday, 3:49 p.m.
Fermilab

The dogs strained on their leashes, intent on their job— professiondls, just like everything esethe FBI
used. But Specid Agent Schultz didn't expect them to find any-thing. He had aready been over the
various subgtations, searching for some hint asto the cause of the massive explos on that had vaporized
one of the blockhouses.

The handler from the county sheriff's office followed the two dogs to the next substation. They barked
and sniffed, making a bedline toward the heavy metal door. Schultz had akey to each of the padlocks,
and this one looked just as secure as the others had. It would prob-ably be adud too.

He and his team had been on the scene for two days dready, but still had found no clues. His
evidence tech-nicians and crime-scene chemists had narrowed the list of possibilities until nothing
remained.



Norma bombs I eft telltal e trace compounds, chemical residue, nitrates, by-products—but the fused
crater showed nothing at dl. The explosion had been clean, with intense heet, and of extremely short
duration; eec-trical power from miles around had been disrupted. At first, the investigators had detected
asmal increase in the background radiation, but the crater was the wrong shape for even aminiature
atomic wegpon. Schultz could not begin to imagine what could cause such de-struction.

The dogs scratched against the metal door of the blockhouse, anxious and whimpering. " Something's
got them excited," the handler said.

Schultz came forward, sorting through a string of keysthe Fermilab Director's Office had provided
him. "One of the techs probably left abox of takeout chicken in-side.”

Hedidnt like being in charge of such ahigh-profile investigation with nothing to show for it. FBI
head-quarters didn't look at that too kindly. The other two California agents were working on their own,
looking into the radiation exposure case, but they didn't have any assistance, no backup, no facilities at
their disposa. Given those ssumbling blocks, he certainly didn't expect them to uncover anything he and
his people had missed.

Hetwisted a key in the padlock, then pulled the heavy door open. The two dogs impatiently pushed
their way into the smal substation. One even let out ayip, and Schultz frowned at their poor training. The
sheriff's dogs should behave better than that.

But then he noticed that the lights were on. The last person in there must have | eft everything on,
everything running. The walls were covered with diagnostics racks, oscilloscopes, computers, TV
monitors, like props from an old TV show. One of the chairs had tipped over, and notepads and debris
hed fdlen from the shelves.

Sprawled on thefloor lay aman in apool of blood.

Schultz froze, faling into hisrole as crime scene in-vestigator. He recognized the dark suit, curly hair,
pudgy physique. "It'sthat FBI agent from Oakland,” he said, "Goldfarb." He hurried forward, dropping
to hisknee asthe handler tried to keep his dogs under contral.

"Get out your phone," Schultz snapped. " Call for emergency medicd assistance. And get methe
Chicago office. Code Red—an agent is down."

In the Fox River Medical Center, Craig found abank of pay phones and tried Goldfarb's cell phone
again. He had aready been scolded twice by the nurses that he wasn't dlowed to use his own cell phone
ingdethe hos-pitd itsdf, becauseit might interfere with pacemakers or medical diagnostics—not that he
got good reception insde the heavily shielded building anyway.

Along the same lines, with Goldfarb snooping around the accelerator, the tunndls and metal
reinforcements might also mess up hissignd. He hung up the phone and returned to Dumenco's room.

Light spilled through a single window, where three more baskets of flowers had joined the potted
plant on the sill—one from Trish, another from Dr. Piter's divi-son, and the third from the Fermilab
Director's office. Dumenco's friends were indeed limited.

Wearing awhite lab coat and tennis shoes, Trish stud-ied a history of radiation accidents she had
gotten from her contacts at the PR-Cubed. The medical organization had been happy to provide al the
detailsthey could find. Some members of the Board of Directors wanted to make a news event out of
Dumenco's radiation expo-sure, but Trish had so far held her ground. Sheflipped through the faxed
summary documents with her back to Craig.

Stretched out on his bed and propped up on pillows, the old scientist frowned at his sheaf of papers.
Craig had looked at some of the lesstechnica articles, but they were more indecipherable than the
nuclear data sheets he had perused during his case a the Nevada Test Site. At least in Nevada,
accounting procedures and engi-neering diagrams helped explain the technica language; here, Craig



found so many referencesto annihilation operators, production cross sections, nuclear reso-nances,
scattering matrices, and Feynman diagrams that he wastotadly lost.

He prided himself on being one of the more technica specia agents, but when thrown in the middle of
cutting-edge high-energy physics, hewas at aloss. Hed have to rely on Dumenco to help him out on this
one.

But the Ukrainian was torn between his gods of solv-ing his murder and unraveling hislast great
physics problem.

Craig'scdl phonein hisjacket pocket rang; heflipped it open. "Hello—Ben, isthat you?!
"Crag, thisisPaige." She hestated. "Where are you?'
"At themedica center.” He could hear the Stressin her voice. "What's wrong?”

"| just got acdl from the Director's office. Ben Gold-farb's been shot. HE's being rushed to the
hospital right now."

Craig stood, knocking his chair backward. "What happened? Ishe al right?' Trish turned and looked
up sharply. Dumenco put down his papers on the bed and raised an eyebrow.

"'Hewas found by the FBI team in one of the beam-sampling substations. He's dive—that'sal |
know. Meet them at the emergency room. Sorry | can't tell you more.”

Trish took a step toward Craig, questioning, but he flipped the phone shut and headed for the door.
"Dr. Dumenco, your suspicions just became awholelot morelikely."

For oncein his career, Craig's FBI badge did not magically open doorsfor him. The emergency room
nurse stood her ground, refusing to give Craig accessto his partner, and hisfriend.

"Well update you as soon as we can, Agent Krei-dent," she said. "Right now, the doctors are more
con-cerned with saving hislife than answering your questions.”

A dozen people sat miserably in waiting-room chairs againg thewall. They watched Craig take on
the petite, redheaded nurse, but even an FBI agent could not make her budge. Anold Zenith TV ona
platform attached to the ceiling displayed aloca talk show host interviewing a member of the PR-Cubed,
who had come to Chicago for their annual conference. Anyone spouting the haz-ards of
radiation—especially arespected doctor—made for good news coverage. Craig wondered if the
PR-Cubed spokesman would be talking about Dumenco's "tragic accident.”

Craig lowered hisvoice and stepped closer to the nurse. "We're in the middle of a murder
investigation, and | need to be present in case my partner says any-thing, especidly... especidly if he
doesn't make it. He might provide the only bresk we have."

The nurse remained unmoved. "Mr. Kreident, from the looks of your partner, | wouldn't count on him
say-ing anything in there. It'samiracle he'seven il dive. So please, leave him aone—the doctors need
al the help they can get, but not from someone like you."

Two orderlies pushed past Craig into the emergency room. Maybe he could get Trish to help him out.
Or maybe he should just wait and trust the medicdl profes-sonds. Like everyone elsein the room was
doing.

Craig turned and, spotting the bank of pay phones against the wall, dug out his contact list. He had a

lot of peopleto contact, but first he'd make the hardest phone call of al—to Goldfarb's wife Jene and
their girls.

The voice of June Atwood, Craig's Supervisory Spe-cid Agent, exploded over the phone asif she
wanted to reach across the fifteen hundred miles and grab him by the collar.

"Craig, | can't beginto tell you how many Bureau regulations and policies you've broken by starting



thisinvestigation on your own time! We can't have our agents working fredance, putting
themsel ves—and oth-ers, dammit—in danger, on their freetime! Therés d-ready an FBI team at
Fermilab! Why couldn't you just leaveit to them?"

"Because they were investigating the wrong crime, June—"

"That's not the impression | got from Agent Schultz. Thislesks out, and the presswill have afied
day."

Craig kept his mouth clamped, his emotions boiling insde. June remained quiet for amoment, asif she
were going through severa optionsin her head. Craig huddled closer to the pay phone against the activity
around him— people crying while waiting for loved ones, nurses and doctors rushing to their next patient.
An orderly wheded an old man in agreen surgical gown, IV lines dangling from plastic bags on ameta
rack.

June's voice came back, thistime calm. "Okay, now the damageis done, but we've got to get on top
of this, and right now. Y ou are there to investigate the lethd radiation exposure of Mr. Dumenco, under
my authori-zation. Y ou will cooperate in every way possible with Agent Schultz and the Chicago team
aready in place. With your technical background, however, you may well be the best person to head up
thisinvestigation. I'll have our SAC cdl their SAC, seewhat | can do.”

"Agent Schultz hasn't been having much luck so far," Craig said. "He may want to leave the case.”

"You let me decide that!" June replied, and Craig held the phone away from hisear. Shefell silent for
amoment, then became businesdike again. "Now, isthere anything € se you need while we're on the
phone?’

"I've dready spoken to Goldfarb'swife," said Craig. "She and the girls are booked on the next flight

to Chi-cago. They're on their way to the airport now, Code Red. But | think it would be good to have
Randall Jack-son accompany her out here.”

"Done," said June, her voice till Smmering with anger. "Y ou find the deazebdl who shot Ben. Y oulll
pay the bar bill later, when you get back to Oakland.” chapterl ten!

Tuesday, 7:49 p.m.
Fox River Medicd Center

Despite hisingstence, Trish refused to let Dumenco go outside for awalk. "Y ou haveto take care of
yourself. Rest, conserve your strength.”

"Take care of mysdf!" he said, partly amused, partly outraged. "1 am dying—I am aready dead.
What does it matter? | wish to go outside and breathe the air, seethe trees, listen to theriver."

Finally, she agreed to take him in awhedlchair. Grab-bing their coats, she whedled him out onto the
sdewakswhere he could watch the stars.

The hospital was surrounded by ancient oak trees that had shed brown and yellow leaves on the
cropped grass and across the pavement. Acorns and dry twigs crunched as she pushed the wheelchair.
Dumenco's eyes were bright and dive, drinking in the details like a condemned man savoring hislast
med. In away, Trish found the comparison very appropriate.

The air was chill with autumn, the sounds of the town somewhat quiet. Aurorawas one of those
midwestern citiesthat al but rolled up its sidewaks and went to deep after business hours. A soft wind
rustled the oak trees above. Dumenco looked up, then stared at the sky asthe stars seeped into the
eagtern twilight.

"Thank you," he said. "1 will remember thisfor therest of my life... such asitis." Dumenco seemed to
be making awry joke, and Trish didn't know how to respond. She marveled at the thoughts that must be



swirling behind that high foreheed.

Long ago, she remembered seeing him in his eement, talking to him over in the Ukraine during the
days of her post-Chernobyl research. Georg Dumenco had been such a different person then, in control
of hislife, un-covering the secrets of the universe. Even then, he had been buried in hisresearch for the
Soviet government, unwilling to talk about it.

Living in the shadow of Chernobyl, Dumenco had been terrified of radioactive falout, afraid of its
effect on hisfamily. She had not been surprised to learn of hisdefection to the U.S.

Those experiencesin the Ukraine had affected her life, driving her to adeep suspicion a the
complacent way many scientists viewed radiation use and exposure. Trish vented her own frustration and
aarm through her work in the PR-Cubed. She had aso kept in occasiona contact with Dumenco himsalf
and followed hiswork in Fer-milab, had even visited him shortly before his accident.

And now she had to attend him as he died from the very thing he feared the most.

Dumenco appeared to be resigned to hisfate, inter-ested in what would happen to him from acoldly
analytica point of view. "l want to know dl the details, my dear lady," he said. Under thelight of the
sdewak lamps on the hospital grounds, he looked at the redden-ing skin of hishands, hisswollen joints.
Helicked hisdry and cracked lips, which were aready purple from hemorrhages underneath.

"It'snot going to be pleasant, Georg," Trish an-swered, distracting hersalf by pushing him aong.
"Maybeit's better if you don't know."

The sdewak doped gently downhill, toward the Fox River that curled dowly acrossthe farmlands.
Joggers ran by, with steam puffing out of their mouths. A young couple sat on abench, looking out & the
dark river, more absorbed in each other than in the scenery.

"Of courseit won't be pleasant,” he said. "Thisisdeath. It's not supposed to be pleasant. But I'm adso
ascientist, and | have what you might call amorbid cu-riogity asto the sequence of events. | am, after dl,
about to experience them far more intimately than | had ever wanted to know."

Trish swdlowed hard, trying to act professond, to look at him as a patient rather than a human being
she admired. At least she had dragged him away from hisintense scrutiny of the recent accelerator
results.

"If this helpsyou to prepare... theré's nothing | can do to help you.”

"l understand that, my dear lady,” Dumenco said. "But knowledge is still more comforting than
igno-rance.”

"Y ou might not say that inaminute,” Trish said, but her faint edge of humor became brittle. "Within
thefirst hour or so, you started experiencing what we call the ‘prodromal’ syndrome, erythema or redness
of the skin, fever, nausea, weakness, cramps, and diarrhea. We treated those effects with intravenous
fluidsto prevent dehydration, antiemeticsto control the nauseaand vom-iting. Fortunately, we haven't
had to use vasopressors to constrict blood vessals and keep your blood pressure up to asafe leve. So
far the IV fluids have been enough.”

She continued, focused on the lighted sdewalk ahead, listening to the crackle of dry leaves under her
shoes, under the wheels of Dumenco's chair.

"Y our bone marrow is aso destroyed, your immune system ruined. Y our number of white blood cdlls
and platelets are both going down aready, and your body won't make any more of them. That means
you won' be ableto resst infections, and you'll bleed easily— especidly insde your body. Although no
more red blood cdllswill be made either, that really doesn't mat-ter. Even the high radiation dose you
received didn't much affect the ones you dready have, and red blood cells usudly live for three or four
months. But you won't be around long enough to become anemic. Bone marrow transplants were tried at



Chernobyl, but in most cases did not prove to be helpful .
Dumenco shuddered. ' 'My family is... not available as bone-marrow donors, even if it would help.”

Trish knew that Dumenco's wife and children had not come with him when he fled to this country, and
their whereabouts were in question. Trish had been contacted by amember of the PR-Cubed, a
Ukrainian in fact, who had been searching for Dumenco's family, citing astudy on family effects of
Chernobyl survivors. But she had no information to give the man, despite his persstent questions.
Dumenco had never spoken to her about what had happened to hisfamily. She expected they had
suc-cumbed to something more terrible than radiation, back in Eastern Europe.

She turned back to the problem at hand, asif reciting areport. "We can do nothing to aleviate the
central nervous system damage you received. Y our symptoms may include apathy, fatigue, apprehension.
Y ou'l be un-steedy, your hands will shake, your earswill ring con-stantly. Asyou degenerate, you may
suffer from convulsons of increasing severity. | anticipate. .. death will follow from respiratory arrest.

"And even if the radiation injury to your brain isn't severe enough to kill you, in afew daysthe damage
you received to your immune system and the lining of your intestineswill probably make you go into
septic shock. When that happens, tregting you with powerful antibi-otics might keep you dive maybe a
day or so longer— but it would just be delaying the inevitable."

He swdlowed hard. "At least my hair won't fall out.”
"No, that would take afew weeks." She hesitated. "Y ou won't last nearly that long."

When shefinished, Trish felt ashamed of what she had done. Instead of telling him in gruesome detail,
she should have had a better bedside manner. Dumenco could have been made to fed comfortable and
at peace.

At times shelet herself get carried away, especidly with the Physicians for Responsble Radiation
Research, thinking more about abstract social solutionsinstead of individuals like Dumenco. Sometimes
Trish knew she went too far; she acted without thinking, then had to face the consequences.

"How do you know al thisinformation?" he asked. "From test animals?'

""Treatment of radiation exposure isnot an exact sci-ence. Every caseisdragticaly different,” she
sad. "Wehavealot of genera mortality datafrom Hiroshima and Nagasaki, but many of those victims
died from flash burns and infections, lack of proper medica trestment— not directly from the radiation.
These are more con-trolled circumstances.” She noticed her voice growing flatter, like alecturer instead
of acompassonate doctor.

"We certainly had enough victims a Chernobyl,” he said.

Trish squeezed his bony shoulder. She had been there too. She had seen the horror in Dumenco's
eyes, thefear for hiswife and children, for himsalf and his beloved Ukraine.

"You received a supralethal exposure, Georg—in the neighborhood of two thousand rads. Orders
of magni-tude higher than anyone a Chernobyl."

Dumenco turned his head to look at her expectantly. " So what other cases are rdlevant? Or isthis
entirely guesswork?'

Trish turned down another path, past aline of rose bushes. Squirrels crashed through the falen
leaves, searching for acorns and scampering up the rough bark of the oak trees.

"'Our best data comes from two accidents at Los Al-amos, part of early nuclear weaponswork. The
first ra-diation fataity occurred in 1945, two days after the bomb was dropped on Hiroshima. An
experimenter was hand-stacking tungsten-carbide bricks as neutron reflec-tors around a plutonium
sphere, acorefor athird atomic bomb just in case Japan didn't surrender after the first two." She stared



off into the distance. Theriver seemed so peaceful, the sunset o quiet, the air so fresh.

"He accidentally dropped the last brick on top of the sphere, which made the setup supercritica. He
even saw the blue flash of the radiation burst. Even though the man knew held been massively exposed,
he meticu-loudy unstacked the bricks, put them away, then walked to the hospital and turned himself in,
where he died twenty-eight days later. He received about eight hundred rads.”

" Amazing the man could be so cdm,” Dumenco said. He coughed. "But then.... you know us
scen-tigs”

Trish walked dowly, pushing the whed chair. Other patients and their families were enjoying the night
air, though many made their way back insde asit grew cooler.

"The other accident occurred nine months later, in May 1946, when a safety trainer was
demondtrating how to perform acritical experiment with aberyllium cap over aplutonium sphere. He
used aflat-bladed screw-driver to keep the cap from completely covering the plu-tonium, showing just
how close he could come without bringing the coreto criticdity.

"Unfortunatdy, the screwdriver dipped, the cap fell closed, and the plutonium went supercritical for
an in-stant before the cap blew off. The safety trainer marked where al the observers had been standing,
then cal cu-lated everyone's estimated dose. The others received varying exposures, and the safety trainer
died ninedayslater."

Oddly, Dumenco smiled at her. Trish smiled back, trying not to let the horror show on her face. His
exposure was massive enough that he would die long before the more horrendous symptoms manifested
them-selves, the bleeding gums, loosening teeth, loss of hair, suppurating skin.

Dumenco patted her forearm. "Even with the hazards of nuclear materid, that industry gill hasthe
best safety record of any, including chemical or ectrica. Look on the bright side, my dear lady, you can
add my story to your arsend of horrifying anecdotes. But please put it in correct perspective. And | shall
do my best to describe my symptomsto you, to make one last contribution to science. It'll give you a
broader benchmark for radiation medicine. Perhaps so people would not be soirrationdly afraid.”

Trish shook her head, angry at his attitude. "Y ou've aready contributed plenty to science, Georg. The
Nobel Prize committee doesn't consider just anyone.”

Dumenco looked embarrassed. She knew he was an introspective man, trying to unlock the mysteries
of the Universe, not for any fame or glory; but he had been immensely proud when hiswork became
recognized, Snce so much of hisearlier research in the Soviet Union had been locked up and classified.

"Have we heard from Bretti?' he asked. "Heis on hisfishing trip, and | wonder if he even knows
about my accident.”

"Not aword," Trish said. "I'll do my best to contact him. Maybe Craig can track him down."

"That would be most kind," he said. "My great achievement would have been to win the Nobel
Prize... | had fantasized about it many times." He looked up at the dark sky, but saw something el se,
something far away.

"Sweden, inwinter. The Nobd Prizes are presented on the anniversary of Alfred Nobel's death.
December tenth, | believe, in the Stockholm Concert Hall. His Mg-esty the King of Sweden hands each
Laureste a diplomaand ameda, then the Ceremony isfollowed by a ban-quet for athousand people.”
He smiled wigtfully. "'l hear it isquite an event.”

"I'll betitis" Trish agreed. She turned his whed-chair and headed back toward the hospita. Many
lights had winked on in the windows.

"It would have been nice to be there,” Dumenco said with asigh and afeigned amile, trying to keep a
iff upper lip. "I'll belong dead by the time the ceremonies take place. The Nobel Prizeisnot given



posthumoudy, but they make an exception if the scientist isaready under consideration at thetime of his
desth. | can take consolation in that loophole at least.”

"Oh, Georg," Trish said, but didn't know what €lseto say. She pushed the whedlchair faster. The air
had become suddenly colder.

"I've accepted the award many timesin my dreams. Luckily | have avivid imagination. .. asal
high-energy physicisgs must. That will have to be adequate for me."

AsTrishlooked down at him, she felt anger and hel p-lessness again, frustration boiling benegth the
surface. She had aready done much work with the PR-Cubed, but they had been ineffective. Trish and
the others had been just another organization pointing afinger a the evils of the world. They spoke at
dinner clubs and com-munity service organizations, and the audiences briefly agreed with their cause. ..
but then a different group cameto their next meeting and made a different pleafor adifferent problem...

Radiation accidents didn't have a cute but pathetic poster child around whom the people could rally,
like apretty white harp sedl. Maybe, in death, Dumenco could accomplish that for them. But he did have
apoint— compared to chemica spills, high voltage accidents, and industria poisonings, the likelihood of
anyonereceiving afatd radiation dose was practicdly zero.

Stll... Trish had been to Chernobyl hersdlf. She had seen the devadtating effects of the falout. She
had treated other victims of radiation exposure, and to her this seemed even more insidious than smallpox
or the bubonic plague—because humans caused this. Mankind brought the misery upon itsdlf. But was
she championing a cause that affected too few people, when her talents might make more of an impact
elsawhere?

Georg Dumenco had fallen prey to his own scientific curiosity. Had hiswork a Fermilab condemned
him to death? Had his research made him the target for reprisal by another researcher? Had he come too
close to dis-covering something others wished to keep hidden, one of hisformer connectionsin the
Soviet Union perhaps?

"Please, let us get back to my room," Dumenco said, preoccupied again. He seemed to heave off the
unpleas-ant thoughts and toss them aside like debris. "1 ill have alot of work to do. | should devote my
energiesto that which ismost important?"

She reached the hospital's rear entrance. The glass doors swooped open automatically. ' '|mportant,
Georg?Isit redly that important?’

Helooked up at her earnestly. "My antimatter pro-duction rate isfar lower than expected, a alevel
closeto that observed by Dr. Piter in his CERN work—uwhich cannot be correct." He snorted at the

thought of hisriva. "That meansthereisafundamentd flaw some-wherein the experiment. If | can solve
this one problem, then | can die happy.”

They reached hisroom, and he began to climb out of the wheelchair even before she had brought it to
his bed. He handed her his coat, aready distracted, as he reached for the papers on the tray table.
"Now, leave meto my dataplease. Thereisnt much time.”

Trish turned to leave him aonein theroom. No, she thought, there isn't much time.
CHAPTER | ELEVEN |

Tuesday, 9:23 p.m.

Fox River Medical Center

Late that evening Paige Mitchell met Craig in the hos-pitdl cafeteria. It remained open dl night for
hospital saff, though visiting hourswerelong over.

Goldfarb lay in his hospital bed unconscious, on the edge of death. Craig had aready spent hours



outside the ICU, pacing the floor. He had tried to construct a plan of action, but he kept coming up
againg abrick wall. The only thing he could do was focus on the Dumenco case, which now included the
attempted murder of afederal agent aswell.

Craig sat in an orange plagtic chair, pulling himself close to one of the Formica-topped tables. While
waiting for Paigeto join him, he set his briefcase on the tabletop, saw that the surface was of dubious
cleanliness, and brushed it off with a spare napkin.

In amoment of stunned respite, Craig sat at the caf-eteriatable and withdrew hisfolders of
paperwork, skimming notes from his conversations with Dumenco aswell as the maps, brochures, and
other information he had gathered about Fermilab, the beam-sampling substartions, and the Ukrainian
scientigt's prior work.

The preiminary summary Agent Schultz had given him about the explosion showed no evidence of
bomb residue or chemica by-products—nor had the dogs found stashed explosivesin any other
substation, not even the one where Goldfarb had been shot.

The detonation pattern at the crater did not match any known bomb configuration, shaped charge, or
high-energy-density material. The background radiation levels showed an € evated background neutron
count, asif from induced radioactivity. And there was that strange power failure at about the sametime.

Y et the substation had exploded amost smultaneous with the accident that had exposed Dumenco to
two thousand rads. And Goldfarb had been shot in another one of the substations. Foul play was clearly
involved, but he couldn't figure out how. Could it be related to Dumenco's current research? The
Ukrainian seemed to think so.

Perhaps the dying scientist was right when he had compared his situation with the great mathematician
Fer-mat. If he didn't achieve this breakthrough before he died, it might be many years before someone
else could continue hiswork—even Nels Piter, whose past work in high-energy physics competed with,
if not outright con-tradicted, Dumenco's theories. ..

Before he could become completely absorbed in the case, Paige set her tray next to his. He had
asked for only acup of hot chocolate, but instead she carried two plates of food she had gotten from the
cafeteriagrill.

"Y ou haven't esten yet, Craig,” she said. It wasn't aquestion. "Here, get some nourishment insde
yw.ll

His stomach growled, but his expression reflected dis-may as he looked down at the plate: asausage
in abun smothered with onions and sauerkraut and doused with spicy brown mustard. "I can fed my
arteries hardening just looking at it," he said.

"It's Chicago cuisine," Paige sad. "Theworld's best bratwursts.”

Despite his comment, the food smelled delicious. ' 'If | egt this, you're going to put me in one of the
hospital rooms—or isthat your intent?"

"Nonsense. Whenin Rome..." Sheamiled dyly. "Just take abite.”

Craig picked up the messy bun and brought it close to his mouth. Then he paused. "How's bratwurst
dif-ferent from any old sausage?'

Paige grinned. "I'm afraid that's classified informa-tion.”

"A secret recipe?’ he asked.

"No—it'sjust that if you knew what wasin it, you'd be sick."

"l cantakeit," Craig said. "I've seen enough grue-some crime scenesin my day.”

Paige picked up her own bratwurst and took ahuge, doppy bite, closing her eyesto savor the taste.



She wiped the juices from her mouth. ' 'Y ou know that stuff called 'mesat by-products they put in pet
food?"

Craig nodded, aready suspicious of her answer.

"Well, the parts of the mest that aren't good enough to be called 'by-products are set aside for
bratwursts." Shetook another bite to cover her impish smile.

Crag finished his bratwurst quickly, not regretting amoment of it. He licked hisfingers and wiped his
hands and face with severd napkins. "Trish would fal over in adead faint if she saw me egting this"

Paige studied him, her blue eyes narrowing dightly. Do you care what Trish thinks about the food
you eat?'

Craig sensed ahesitation in her voice. "'l used to, athough she did have my good hedlth in mind. But
not anymore.”

"l see," Paige said. "So that'swhy you dropped everything to fly across the country, just to lend your
hand unofficidly on a case that wasn't even yours until your partner got shot.”

Crag'sthoughts scrambled as he tried to find away to savage the conversation; finaly he saw away
out. "Well, it gave me an excuse to come and seeyou, didn't it?'

Paige laughed. "Good save, Craig.”

They fdl into an uncomfortable silence, and Craig findly asked, "So... do you likeit out here? No
regrets about leaving Cdifornia?”

"Oh, I'll dwaysmiss California, but Fermilab hasalot of character, acertain charm... if you giveita
chance. Of course, | haven't been out here dl that long, lessthan ayear. Last winter was pretty rough.”
She looked over at him. "And thisismy first murder case at Fermilab. But I've worked well with the FBI
before.”

Craig smiled back at her. ™Y ou seem to be getting dong with your coworkers," he said, then took a
sp of hishot chocolate. The sweet richness added a strange counterpoint to the spicy, savory sauerkradt,
onions, and mustard. "Rubbing ebows with that Dr. Piter."

Paige flushed. "We'rejust friends," she said alittle too quickly. Craig decided not to presstheissue,
but Paige felt the need to keep talking. "He's abrilliant scientist, well respected, good-natured, certainly
nice enough to spend alittle time with. Of course, it seems abit like dating awalking encyclopedia™ Her
teeth flashed in abright smile. "But what girl can resst that suave European charm?”

Craig wadded his napkins, suddenly very much need-ing to find a place to throw them away. "Y ou
didn't have much difficulty ressting the charms of an FBI agent last year."

"Was| ressting?"' Paige asked with araised eye-brow. "And which charms were those, exactly?!

"Oh, you know, the dedication to duty, truth, justice, and the American way. My diligence, my ability
to put together the pieces of apuzzle and solve seemingly im-possible crimes.”

"Oooh, you're giving me achill." Paigeleaned closer to him.

" Speaking of which," Craig said, suddenly sdalf-conscious and wanting to get down to business, "did
you find anything €l se about Dr. Dumenco's back-ground?

Shewrinkled her nose as she thought for amoment.

"Well, he was an eminent scientist in the former Soviet Union, but when the Ukraine broke away from
the Rus-sian Federation, he fled to the United States. | know we offered him asylum and a very comfy
and prestigiousjob a Fermilab.”

Craig nodded. "The U.S. did that with quite alot of Soviet scientists. The writing was on the



wall—the Ber-lin Wall, maybe?—when communism fdll, Soviet re-searcherswould be up for grabs.
Russiawas in too much chaosto pay them any more than a custodia wage, which wasn't nearly enough.

"So other countries began to lure the scientists away. We were afraid alot of the weapons designers,
engi-neers, and physicists were willing to go over to the high-est bidder. But as soon asthis process
started, the United States began to subsidize them, and to alesser extent, grabbed everyone they could,
offering them politica asylum and citizenship, agood sdary, and achanceto continue their work in afree
capitdist society.”

"Sounds like agood ded," Paige said, tossing her blond hair over her shoulder.

"'For good reason. Lessfriendly countries were mak-ing overtures to get the wespons
scientists—L ibya, Irag, North Korea, anybody who wanted their own private little specialist who could
take advantage of previous work donein the Soviet Union. One good recruit could leapfrog athreshold
country into the ranks of the Big Boys."

"Likewhat we did with the German rocket scien-tigts," Paige said.

"Right—'Operation Paperclip,’ people like Wernher von Braun and his crew from PeenemUnde. After
thefal of the Third Reich, we grabbed as many German sci-entists as we could before the Russians got
the rest. Those refugees formed the basis of our respective rock-etry programs.”

"Good analogy,” Paige said. She leaned acrossthetable. ' 'Dumenco came here and immediately
began do-ing brilliant work at the Tevatron. Hethrived in this place, asif he dready had agood head
start. Y ou can see by the stack of breakthrough technical papers he published inthelast few years,
shaking subatomic phys-ics down to the quantum level, you might say." She sniffed at her own joke, and
Craig dlowed himsdf agmile.

"I couldn't comprehend any of hisarticles" Craig said, "not even the abstracts, dthough I'm a
reasonably technical person.”

"Dumenco's pushing the frontiers of science,” Paige said, ' 'moving the borderline between the
unfathomable and the smply nonsengicd

"What doesthat mean?' Craig said.

"Dumenco found answersto some crucid problemsin high-energy physics of the so-called 'Standard
Modd,' leading to a Grand Unified Theory. But because we can only observe indirect interactions of
basic par-ticles, even the answers are sometimes so bizarre they're incomprehensible.”

"Then maybe | am understanding them," said Craig, ""because they are certainly incomprehensible.

"The egance of Dumenco'swork gained notice from the Stockholm Nobel committee,” Paige
contin-ued. "With hisinitia Fermilab results, he achieved breskthroughsin areas that had stymied people
for years."

"Well, what work was Dumenco doing in the Ukraine?' Craig said, flipping to the end of hisdosser.
"I've got practicaly every month of hisemployment here, but nothing about that entire earlier part in his
life"

"l couldn't find out much about that either," Paige admitted. "The records weren't transferred over.
I've uncovered nothing about hisfamily or hiseducation in the Soviet Union. | think he had awife, two
daughters and a son, but their whereabouts are currently unknown. He may have left them behind when
he defected.”

"Our government offered this man everything he wished for,” Craig said, tapping his pen against the
edge of thetable. "Sure, he's since proven himsdlf to be a brilliant man—but on what did we base our
assumption that he would make so many breakthroughsif we gave him the chance? Y et, we ingtantly
gave him an extraor-dinary amount of time on theworld's largest particle accderator, granting him al the



research ass stance and funding he could possibly want? Don't you think that's alittle odd?"
"Yes, | do." Paige nodded. "But somebody must have known thework he did in the Ukraine.”

"l don't know about you," Craig said, "but knowing that someonetried to murder an eminent physicist
cur-rently on the short list for the Nobel Prize makes me very suspicious. Especialy when | seethat a
large por-tion of his past work has been hidden under wraps.”

He tucked his pen back in his pocket. "When some-thing is swept under therug like that, | seeabig
sus-picious lump. It makes me think that afew of our important answersliethere.” ¢ h apterl

TWELVEI
Wednesday, 10:12 am.
New Ddhi, India

Stepping nervoudy from the narrow air-conditioned Concord into the New Delhi airport, Nicholas
Bretti felt asif he had entered another world. The deek supersonic jet wasavison of the future, aflying
meta idand im-maculately clean and incredibly well-maintained; but the New Delhi airport wasa
nightmare that couldn't heaveitself out of the past.

A mix of heat, humidity, and overpowering smells dammed into him as he stepped off the plane onto
the jetway. He knew he would never be able to forget the smells. Or the people.

Bretti blinked, stumbling ahead, asif dl his senses had overloaded. Helit a cigarette to calm himsdf.
Al-ready unsteady on hisfeet because of the six Grand Mar-niers he had downed in an attempt to calm
himsdlf, hetried to regain hisfull dertness. ThisIndian connection was important, his safety net, hisonly
chance at escaping what he had done back at Fermilab. He wouldn't get a second chance to make afirst
impression on the VIPs coming to meet him.

Swallowing hard, he looked over the jostling bodies just outsde the cusoms area. Gentlemenin
immeaculate business suits e bowed beggarsin torn robes. Women wore yellow and orange cloth
wrapped around their bod-ies; dirty children without shoes or shirts swarmed about. Brownian motion,
he thought, Indian motion.

People everywhere, al with black hair, brown skin. Peo-ple. Noise.

The acohol buzz wore off quickly. He had a head-ache, and the panic inside him turned to sour, sick
de-gpair. Was this the best future he could hope for?

Theincredible humidity made his shirt go limp againgt him, asif he had just been steam blasted. The
airport reeked of urine, mold, anima manure, and de-caying garbage. Outside, vendors at stalls added
their sweet and biting smells of burning incense, spices, and cooking food, perfumes, and curry.

It was aworld far removed from Chicago, and even more so from the upscal e neighborhood in
Fairfax, Vir-ginia, where he had grown up. Now Bretti wished he had gone back home on his supposed
fishing trip after dl, ingtead of just faking it for hisdibi.

What did he care about the Indian government's de-gire for antimatter, their intent to use it for medica
ap-plications? New isotopes for cancer treatments. If they made breakthroughsin medica technology,
their coun-try would make billions on the world market. The In-diansweren't redly paying him dl that
much money, after all—and nothing was worth the crap he was going through. Especidly not after
shooting that FBI agent.

Bretti wanted just to turn around, climb back aboard the Concord, and go back to Chicago. But he
was trapped here, maybe for the rest of hislife. He didn't know what he was going to do.

He wavered, then swallowed the sour taste of chicken vindaloo from the onboard medl that crawled
up histhroat. Drawing deeply on his cigarette, he tossed the butt to the floor and ground it out.



"Excuse me, Dr. Bretti?' A man's high-pitched voice sartled him, piercing through the drone and
clangor of so many people.

Bretti whirled around unsteadily. The man was dressed in white cotton pants and tunic with a
matching white hat; brown plastic glasses made his eyeslarge and goggling. Hisfull mustache curled up
nearly to hisnose.

"Dr. Bretti? My nameis Rohit Ambald, from the Peopl€'s Liberty for All party." He carried ablue
soft-sided briefcase. I am here to expedite you through cus-toms. Come thisway. Quickly please.”

Ambaa motioned Bretti toward ared door to the right of along line by the customstable. A military
guard in akhaki uniform with red-and-black rank insg-niastood by the door, eyeing them.

Bretti's mouth felt dry and cottony as his guide started for the red door. Peopl€e's Liberty for All
party? hethought. What the hell is this? Did it have something to do with his contact, Mr.
Chandrawaia?

Pergpiration soaked his shirt, as much from anxiety as from the oppressive humidity. The military
guard made him very uneasy. Bretti swallowed, but histhroat was dry. Hetried to think, but could
dredge only alittle of the background that Chandrawalia had told him some months before. Indias
leadership tottered back and forth among the dozens of palitica parties; no ideology held aconvincing
grip on the nation's government. He hoped he wasn't going to be caught up in some sort of power

druggle.

The military guard crushed out his cigarette and stared at Bretti. The bespectacled guide stopped and
turned to Bretti. "Dr. Bretti, we must hurry. Y our flight to Ban-gal ore leaves soon, and you must clesr
customs before you board the plane. | will try to expedite matters, but there are people who must ask
you some questions.”

He had no suitcase, no extra clothes—nothing but what he wore. With awallet stuffed full of rupees
from the embassy, he'd planned to buy clothesin India. With nothing to declare, he should sail through
customs,

Except for the Penning trap, il in the diplomatic pouch.

What if one paliticd faction didn't know what the other was doing? Would he wind up in some
flea-hitten jail, likethat guy in Midnight Expresst} Thisarmy guard gave him the creeps. After growing
up in the Washing-ton, DC, area, hed lived around military peopledl hislife—he shouldn't fed
threatened. But Bretti had never tried commercial espionage before, never shot aman, never fled the
scene of acrime.

What would these people do to him? He certainly couldn't count on his own government to help.

"Dr. Bretti?' Ambad folded his hands across the soft-sded briefcase, genuinely upset a Bretti's
reluc-tance to follow. "We must process your paperwork, and | must see to the diplomatic pouch.
Quickly now."

Behind Bretti, the doors to the Concord sealed shut; in front of him spread the long customsline and
the mass of shoving people. He had to trust someone, and he couldn't think straight, thanks to the Grand
Marnier and his panic. Chandrawalia had too much at stake not to ensure his safety. He had to count on
that.

Bretti forced himsalf to move toward where the guard held the red door open. Inside the
claustrophobic room, two men sat a along brown table. A large mirro—one-way, no doubt—took up
agood part of thewal on hisleft, next to another red door that led to the open ter-mindl.

Both men at the table wore open-collar short-deeved shirts and no-nonsense expressions. One man
was small, old, and bald; the younger man wore adark beard. The bearded man nodded for Bretti to



take a seat ashe spokein ahigh, piping voice. "Dr. Bretti, welcometo India. It isarare occason that we
are blessed with adistin-guished visiting scientist. And one sponsored by a con-sulate, no less.”

"It's mister," said Bretti, looking down at his hands. "I'm not aPh.D. yet." Someday soon hed have
that union card so he wouldn't be sniffed at by so-caled expertsin the scientific fields. Hed worked his
butt off for seven years as agrad student, living on dave wages, while Dumenco followed his esoteric
godsand treated him like a barely competent manservant.

He suspected that sponsoring professors kept people like him sweating out their servitude to boost
their own egos, delaying the awarding of doctorates. Too many people would give anything to get
through a program at Fermilab.

But as much as he wanted that title, Bretti also knew it was meaningless unlessit was earned. Truly
earned. He recdled the time he had come home from school in third grade, crying because he had lost a
gpelling bee. Trying to comfort him, hismother had cut aribbon from blue construction paper and pinned
it on him—declaring him awinner.

Getting the crap beat out of him the next day in school for bragging about the fake award had brought
the point hometoo well.

Maybe after dl he had done for them, the Indians would take him on. Bretti could help
Chandrawalias group with their so-called medica applicationsfor the p-bars. After the gppalling events
of the past couple of days, he needed afresh start, afresh home, and afresh identity... somewhere far
from FBI investigators and extradition treeties.

The guard took his position by the door, while Am-bala stood like amother hen at Bretti'sside. All
the while the bald man sat observing. No one made any introductions.

The bearded man frowned and put down the papers he had been studying. "Ah, Mister Bretti, then.
It ismy understanding you will be conferring with ahigh-energy research group in Bangdore. Thisisquite
an honor, es-pecidly if you are not areal scientist." He knitted histhick eyebrowstogether. ' Tell me,
please, why our con-sulate would sponsor someone such as yoursalf to speak with this esteemed
group?"

Bretti glanced up sharply. "Wait aminute. | didn't say | wasn't ascientist. I'm just not finished with my
degree, and | don't believein calling mysdlf something | haven't earned. It's not right.”

The mustachioed party man spoke up behind him. "Dr. Bretti is here on invitation from the Chicago
con-sulate office. Heisapersond guest of Mr. Chandrarwalia, the deputy head of misson. This
gentleman isfrom America's Fermilab and he has vauable skillsto assist Indias nationa researchers.” He
placed asinewy brown hand on Bretti's shoulder. "That should be enough for you."

Taking strength from the man's stlatement, Bretti faced the two men at the table. "That'sright. I've
coau-thored numerous publicationsin highly respected jour-nals—check them out yoursdlf if you don't
believeme."

"Your postionin scienceisnot in question, Mister Bretti," said the beard, "but rather why such a
distin-guished diplomat as Mr. Chandrawaliawould take such apersond interest in your visit. What
precisdly do you intend to discuss when you are in Banga ore?”

Bretti shifted hisweight in the unsteady chair, listen-ing to the faint groan of metd and plastic. The
cold sweat crawled down his back, making his shirt even more clammy. "Why are you interrogating me?
| wasinvited here, by Chandrawaiaat your embassy, just asthe gentleman said. Isn't that agood enough
reason?"'

The quiet bald man findly spoke up in avoice too deep for hissmdl size. "We must be sure that the
pur-pose of your visgit is purdly scientific and not political. Y ou are not here for political purposes, are
you?”



Bretti Sghed, suddenly relieved. ' 'Is that what thisis about? I'm not interested in palitics, I'm a
scientigt. | don't give arat's ass about what your country does, or who influenceswhom. All I'm doingis,
uh, giving atalk and ddivering scientific equipment. Nothing more, nothing less. Okay?*

The bearded man scribbled some notes, then glanced over to his bald companion. The small man
nodded curtly. "Y ou are not staying in Indiavery long, Mr. Bretti?'

Bretti didn't know how to answer that. What if they offered him politica asylum? He couldn't go back
to the United States until the dust settled. "I'm heading back home as soon as | can.”

"Enjoy your stay," the bearded man said. "But please watch your company.” As he turned, the guard
strode over and opened the second red door for him. The bearded man and his bad partner gathered
their materiad and exited, with no words spoken between them.

The military officer once again showed yellow teeth as he motioned for Bretti to leave. Shrugging, but
fedling safefor thefirst time since he had landed, Bretti fol-lowed his guide out of the room into along
halway thet led into the main termina complex.

Bretti turned to Ambad. "What the hdl wasthat al about?'

"Mr. Chandrawaliais not only awell-respected dip-lomat, but heis strongly allied with our Peopl€'s
Liberty for All party.”

"S0?' said Bretti.

"Indids politica system isan dliance of many par-ties, none with aclear mgority. Any time aminority
party such as ours attempts something out of the ordi-nary, suspicions are raised." They stopped just
outside the main terminal areawhere amass of people congre-gated. ' 'Information is power, and if you

asaforeigner can supply information to another party, such as Peo-plesLiberty for All, thenyou area
vauable ast."

Bretti's head pounded. It was a crazy country where even medical research wasapolitica item.
Maybe they were only going to cure cancer for the people in their own party.

Ambad hustled him dong. "They will leave you done o long asthey remain satisfied that you pose
no threat to the balance of power.” Glancing at hiswatch, he fumbled inside his soft-sided briefcase and
pulled out aticket. "Y ou have less than an hour before your plane leaves for Bangalore. Please proceed
to the gate while | check on the diplomatic pouch. | must make sure your scientific equipment is
transferred to the plane.”

CHAPTER THIRTEEN

Wednesday, 6:15 am.

Fox River Medica Center, Intensive Care Ward

Craig douched in an orange plagtic chair, haf adeegp outsde Goldfarb's hospital room.

Whilethe inhabitants of Aurora, Illinois, began to ir for the workday, he sat weary and lostin his
thoughts, going over the eventsthat had brought him to this point, deepless outside Intensive Care where
his partner might live or die.

The doctor had findly taken the time to explain Gold-farb's condition and his prognos's. The other
agent lay in acoma, shot twice with his own handgun. Thefirst bullet had entered the upper right chest at
an oblique angle, fracturing arib and damaging the right lung. The second shot, more serious, had struck
the left chest, con-tusing and lacerating the lung, causing what the doctor called a"hemopneumothorax.”
A tube had been in-serted into the chest to drain blood and release trapped air. The delay in rushing
Goldfarb to the hospital had nearly cost him hislife.

The good-natured agent remained sedated to keep him from tearing at the respiratory tubes, and he



had grown no stronger through the night. The surgeons refused to bring him around so he could identify
his assailant.

Earlier, Craig had driven to the Fermilab blockhouse where Goldfarb had been shot. Agent Schultz
took him through the scene, but Craig had been unable to come up with any clues, any insghts. Schultz

and his own team were stumped aswell, and he seemed more than willing to let Craig have hishand on
this case. The Chi-cago agent had plenty of other pending cases back in hismain office.

In another part of the medical center, Trish hovered around Georg Dumenco hour after hour,
witnessing each step of his degeneration. It would be anironic twist of fate, Craig thought grimly, if
Goldfarb dipped away be-fore the Ukrainian did.

Before the rest of the hospital began its bustle, Trish LeCroix stopped in front of him, crossing her
arms over her chest. Helooked up, seeing that she had pinned her dark hair back with apair of coral
barrettes. In the open front of her white lab coat she wore athin gold chain around her neck. Craig dimly
recalled that he had given her that chainfor their... wasit their sx-month anni-versary? He couldn't
remember.

Now Trish feigned asmile, her lipswere adeep red, acolor of lipstick that set off her pae skinand
dark hair to good effect. Even during the long night'svigil, she had found time to touch up her
appearance. "Let'stry not to fill up any moreroomsin the ICU, understand?’ she said. "Take care of
yoursdlf."

"Don't you chew me out, too," he said with a hint of harshness brought on by fatigue. "My boss
dready did thet last night."

She reached forward to squeeze his shoulder, then me-ticuloudy brushed wrinkles from his rumpled
auit jacket. "'l didn't mean it ascriticism, Craig, but as concern. | don't want you to end up in one of these
hospital beds because of this case.”

Without another word, she hurried back toward Du-menco's room. Once again Trish had |eft before
Craig could think of the right thing to say. His mind was too befuddled with weariness and worry. He
glanced a hiswatch. Thistime yesterday, Goldfarb had been handing him a cup of Starbucks coffee as
he got off the red-eye flight from San Francisco.

Down the hall, with aquiet chime of abell, the de-vator opened. Craig lifted his head duggishly,
ashamed at himsdlf for wallowing in guilt. Disbelieving, he saw thetal, dark form of Randal Jackson
emerge wearing hisdark FBI suit and tie, his expression grave.

Beside him came amuch shorter woman with two smdl girlsin tow, each holding one of their
mother's hands. Craig recognized Julene Goldfarb, as well as the curly-haired agent's two daughters,
Megan and Gwen-dolyn, ages six and four.

He stood out of respect, once again finding hisvocal chords empty of comforting words or phrases.
"Julene" hefinaly whispered, "I'm so sorry.”

She hurried forward and let him fold her avkwardly in his arms. Julene had used rubber bandsto pull
her pale brown hair into long pigtails, she wore no makeup, scrubbing her face clean because she had
been crying. He had never seen her ook so disheveled. A well-mannered daughter from alarge Southern
family, Julene maintained her persond gppearance asif it were a uni-form—now, though, she must have
thrown a ssmple bag together, grabbed the kids, and rushed to the airport.

Thetwo little girls stood concerned by their mother's sde. Megan, the older, went to the door of the
Intensive Care hallway and peeked through the narrow wire-mesh window. "1s Daddy in there?' Her
voicetrembled.

"He's hurt, Megan. The doctors are trying to make him better," Jackson answered. Hisface grew
gormy.



Julene drew agulp of air. Her words were muffled in the breast of Craig'sjacket. "l awaysknew he
was going to get shot. | knew it! | warned him about every assignment he went on.”

"I'm sorry | wasn't with him at thetime, Julene,”" Craig said.

She pulled away and looked up at him, angry. "Why? So you could have been shot too?' Her
Southern drawl extended with her stress, blurring her words. She shook her head, flopping the pigtails
fromsdetosde

"Ben is passionate about hisjob. He loves running out on cases like acowboy. And he loves working
with you, Craig. He never shuts up about al the good times you have together, al the excitement.” She
blinked fu-rioudy, refusing to let more tears spill. " 'If | put my foot down and forced him to adesk jab, |
know held doit for me—" She swalowed another lungful of air. "But if | forced him to make that
decision, then | would lose him as sure as by a gunshot. Hed be dead to me, un-happy and bored.”

She swallowed hard, then finally forced hersdlf to look through the window and down the hall.

"Itl bedl right, Julene," Craig said, grasping her by the elbows and looking into her greenish-blue
eyes. "Ben'sgoing to pull through this." He hoped she be-lieved his optimism better than he did.

A doctor walked down the hall and came through the swinging door. Dressed in green scrubs, he had
been the ER traumateam leader when Goldfarb was admitted. Craig introduced Julene, and the doctor
looked weary as he nodded. "I'll take you on back. But please don't disturb the nurses. Y our husband's
incritica condition, and we're doing everything we can.” Julene and the girlsfollowed him to Goldfarb's
room, |etting the door swing shut behind him.

Craig remained in the hal with Jackson. Thetal agent kept hisface set in agrim mask, but hiseyes
were bright and icy. "So what have you found out so far, Craig? Who's the bastard that did this?"

"No cluesyet," Craig answered. "No motive, no ev-idence. But Ben sumbled upon something—I
don't know much else, except that Trish must have been right about foul play in Dumenco's so-called
accident. Theréstoo much involved here. Someoneintentiondly caused hislethd exposure, someone
was responsgible for that substation explosion, and someone shot Ben.”

Craig shook his head, running hisfingersthrough his chestnut hair. " This was supposed to bejust a
quick little favor for an old girlfriend, to poke around and see if we could uncover something the accident
investigators had missed. June chewed me out for it, and now Ben might die.”

Jackson crossed hisarms over his chest. "But now that it's an officid case, we can bring the full
resources of afedera investigation to bear. And even better—I'm on the case with you." He met Craig's
eyeswith ahard stare. "Y ou and | aren't going to let anyone get away with doing thisto Ben, are we?"

Craig saw Julene and the two girls standing down the hall outside Goldfarb's room. The doctor spoke
quietly to them, but no one seemed to be ligtening.

Craig's heart pounded, the anger pulsing in hisown temples. "No Randdl,” he said. "No, we're not.”
CHAPTER FOURTEEN

Wedneday, 7:21 am.

Fox River Medical Center

It was time to work, time to continue the investigation. Jackson's presence was just the incentive
Craig needed to dive into the case. The other agent didn't want to waste a moment.

After introductions, Craig and Jackson stood beside Georg Dumenco as he lay back on the
bleach-scented white sheets. Jackson retained his composure with adis-cernible effort. The dying
Ukrainian had findly settled in, asif in defeat. Craig wondered if he would ever get up again.

The old scientist's skin had reddened with overdl swelling, but aso dried in patchesin astrange rash,



worsening to soresthat stood out on hisarms and his cheeks. The macerated flesh covering hisknuckles
and fingers was cracked, 0ozing blood-tinged fluid. His hands were so swollen and stiff he could barely
hold a pencil—and this seemed to frustrate Dumenco more than the pain.

Craig was agtonished at how quickly the physicist had begun failing, hisbody crashing out, everything
com-pounded as one bodily function collapsed, then another, like an avalanche. 1t had been three days
since hismas-sive exposure. Trish had said in aquiet voice that Du-menco probably wouldn't last three
more.

Dumenco reluctantly pushed aside the data-output sheets and computer printouts he had been
studying and focused his attention on the two FBI agents. He tried to set down his pencil, but it fell
awkwardly and rolled off the bedside table to land on the floor.

Jackson bent over to pick it up. Seeing that the lead had broken off, he reached inside his suit jacket
and pulled out a silver-plated mechanica pencil. "Here, you can havethis," he said. The physicist nodded
in greti-tude.

"Have you found anything in your experimenta datathat might help us?' Craig asked. "Any ideas?'

Dumenco didn't mind talking about hiswork. "Only that something is very wrong with my experiment.
The p-bar production rate is nine orders of magnitude lower than | had calculated.” He coughed. "Nine
orders! Thismakesno sense. | must talk to Bretti, but heisaway on vacation. He hasn't even called.”

"Then we should find him on vacation," Jackson said. "Maybe he can give us some leads."

Dumenco shook his head disparagingly. "My grad student workswell, but has no initiative. After
seven years, heis no closer to completing his doctorate than when he started. | wouldn't expect him to
cometo any conclusionson hisown." He sighed. "Perhaps| cantalk to NeisPiter "

Then Dumenco looked up, suddenly aert. "I under-stand Agent Goldfarb was shot yesterday.
Another 'ac-cident,’ | suppose, or do they believe me now?"

Craig nodded. "Oh, they believe you," he said. "'I've managed to get this classified asamagjor case
with the Bureau. Thingswill happen faster, with more re-sources.”

Now that he himself was the agent in charge, the case had grown more extensive, with tangents and
connec-tions sprawling ever wider. Agent Schultz was contin-uing hisfocused study of the crater
explosion, but kept running into dead-ends. No known explosive could have caused the damage pattern
exhibited, and no chemica residue had been found. Craig and Jackson would in-vestigate from the other
end, trying to determine how Dumenco was the focal point of these events.

Jackson stepped forward, al business. "As part of thisinvestigation, wed like to go into your
gpartment, sir. Agent Kreident has dready been to the accelerator Site, the beam-sampling subgtation,
and your offices, but we need more background. Perhgps something in your per-sond life might open
another door for us. Well start by having ateam of agents check on Bretti."

The Ukrainian toyed with the mechanica pencil Jack-son had given him. "By al means, you may
search my gpartment—>but | rarely spend time a home. | have some work there, somefiles, but nothing
important. In fact, if you see anything you like, just let me know. | haven't quite had the time to make out
awill." With awistful look back at his data, he glanced over a Craig. "Y oull haveto get my keysfrom
Dr. LeCroix. She confiscated them last time | went to my office a Fermilab.”

He frowned, then looked up again as athought oc-curred to him. ™Y ou may have to watch out for
news reporters. They came to the hospital yesterday, but dear Dr. LeCroix got rid of them. It seems she
isat oddswith her partners at the Physicians for Responsible Radiation Research. They want to use me
asamartyr to gain a-tention for their cause." Hislaugh turned into a phlegmy cough. "I wouldn't want to
cross Dr. LeCroix. She'sadynamo when she getsangry.”



"Youreteling me" Craig muttered. Jackson looked sidelong at him.

Dumenco blinked hisred, gummy eyes, trying to fo-cus. "l fear that media reports could put mein...
ex-treme danger. When your enemy is aware that your degth is fast approaching, he has many thingsto
fear. Someone may il try to kill me before| can reved anything that should remain a secret.”

"And what would that be?" Craig asked. "And who is your enemy?"

Dumenco feigned asmile. "Come now, Agent Krei-dent, that would be tempting fate. Others may
suffer retribution for my indiscretions. Innocents. | would rather die without having to atonefor that guilt.”

Craig drew abreeth, frustrated. Was the man hiding something, and who was he protecting? Do you
want usto solvethis case, Dr. Dumenco?'

"'Indeed, | do. But | dso want to understand why my fina experiment seemscriticaly flawed. And |
don't wish for anyone e seto get hurt. Perhaps these god's are mutually incompetible.”

He turned back to his papers, finished with the agents. "I am finding it difficult to think straight. What if
the Nobel committee hears about the flawsin these results? It calsinto question my previous work.”

In frugtration he pounded hisfist againgt hisforehead and |eft an astonishingly clear bruise. He seemed
to be battling agrowing terror and helplessness as moments dipped away from him. "1 need every minute
remain-ing, Agent Kreident. Just make sure no one steal's any more hours from me. The person who did
this may be too impatient to let me die on my own time... though| andoing it asfast as| can."

Dumenco spat into ahospital cup. "Let me know what you find in my gpartment,” he said, "but
please, | haveto think. Solittletime... solittletime.”

Batavia was one of numerous suburbs that spread out from Chicago likeripplesin apond. The
sprawling sub-urbs exhibited the Midwestern elbow room so different from the crackerbox California
houses with their micro-yards. Even the low-rent districts had grassy yards and long driveways.

With his Fermilab salary, Dumenco could easily have afforded one of the spacious ranch homes
complete with alush green lawn and abrick pedestal around the mail-box out by the road—but for some
reason the physicist had chosen to live near the center of town in an apart-ment building four stories high,
faced with red brick.

Perhaps, Craig thought, the older structure reminded Du-menco of community barracks housing he
had lived in back in Kiev under Soviet rule.

"Repesat after me," Craig said. "No comment. No comment. No comment. Good, how we're ready
for any reporters.”

"None standing outside at least,” Jackson said asthey climbed out of the gold rental Taurus. Jackson
had driven, pushing the seat back asfar asit would go. Gold-farb, much shorter, had been the previous
driver.

"By now they must have redlized nobody's home," Craig said. "Dumenco lived d one—who would be
there to talk to? He was aworkahalic, so the neighbors wouldn't know him well." Craig withdrew the
key from his pocket. "Third floor," he said. " Apartment 316."

They hadn't been able to find Trish again that morn-ing, but Craig supposed she needed to deep
occason-dly, too, especialy after her long vigil with Dumenco. He hed retrieved the keys himsdf from
the hospital's persona possessions|ockers.

They climbed the stairsrather than taking the e evator and emerged onto the landing, looking down a
carpeted hdl of closed identical doors. Asthey walked aong, Craig heard the reverberations of
televisons behind some doors, children crying or playing, mothersyelling.

When they reached 316, Craig was relieved to find no reporters there either, athough the business



card of someone from the Chicago Sun Times lay on the floor asif it had been stuck between the crack
but then falen loose.

Jackson bent down to scrutinize the lock in the door. "Have alook at this," he said, keegping hisvoice
low. Small wiry scratches made afaint starburst around the keyhole. "L ooks like not everyone uses akey
togetin.”

Crag frowned. "That might not be fresh, but watch it." He did the key into the lock, and the door
swung easily inward to alarge apartment suite. Craig stepped inside, feding dust motes stir around him.
He could a-waystell when a place had been sedled and abandoned, asif time had stopped.

Soft sunlight drifted through drawn ivory blinds onto dark green carpeting. Shelvesfull of
knick-knacks, painted Russian eggs, and gilt-edged religious icon paintings adorned the walls next to
framed photos of onion-domed Ukrainian cathedrals. A gilded cross stood atop asmall old-model color
TV set. The extended rabbit-ear antennas were canted at an odd angle.

Hedrew in abreath and cdled out, "FBI—don't move." Silence answered him. Nothing stirred
insgde. Maybe he was being overly cautious.

Craig smelled an odd, exatic, cinnamony smell, cui-sine hed never before tasted. But deeper and
sharper, overlying the spices he smelled an acrid tang. .. smoke, smoldering plastic. He looked around,
curious and quiet. The dim gpartment seemed to be holding its breath.

They walked carefully across the spacious living room, sniffing, searching for the source of the odor.
Moving in tandem, they turned right, following the acrid smell down ashort hdlway, past abathroom and
amusty guest room, then to Dumenco's smal bedroom.

His computer had suffered aviolent internad melt-down. The plastic dumped in on itsdf. Curls of
brown-orange smoke oozed from the interior. His entire box of diskettes had likewise been dagged.
Blackened and bub-bly, melted polymers oozed across the desk, steaming on the surface.

Craig ran forward, waving his handsto clear the pun-gent smell from the air. "That's acid. | remember
that stink from chemistry class," he said, covering hisnose. It was already too late to prevent further
damage. "Who-ever sabotaged this wasn't taking any chances.” The FBI had waysto find ghost
phrasings from even the most carefully erased disk drives; but to Craig, it |ooked beyond hope.

"Thiswas very recent,” Jackson said quietly. He sud-denly stood up straight, listening. With his other
hand he flapped his fingers together in agesturefor Craig to continue talking.

Thetal dark agent crept out of the room, following the noise he had heard. Feilgning noncha ance,
Craig spoke out loud asif Jackson were gtill beside him, "I'll check out the dresser. Dumenco could have
hidden se-cret notes in the underwear drawer. Here, you take those over there.”

Pulling out his weapon, Jackson remained outside the door, poised and ready to spring.

Craig opened the drawers, ruffling around in the clothes to provide adiversion for Jackson. Someone
with very unorthodox methods had been here in the past hour, and they might not have finished their job.

Jackson inched down the hdll, past the smal bath and guest room. Still buying time for his partner,
Craig opened another drawer and looked down into it. Under a spare set of bed sheets hefound a
framed photograph.

Curious, Craig pulled out asmdl, old sngpshot of ayoung woman in her late twenties and two young
chil-dren, both girls. Another photo showed ayoung man with the aquiline nose and facia features of
Dumenco himself but subtly different—ason, perhaps?

Craig pocketed the photos, sure they might give him some lead to Dumenco's mysterious past.
Jackson inched further down the hall. Craig dammed another dresser drawer. "Nothing in that one.”
Without another word, he trailed after Jackson.



Now he aso0 heard astealthy movement from the kitchen. Reaching into his pancake holgter, Craig
with-drew his handgun, wishing he till had his smaller cal-iber Berettafor these close quarters. They
moved forward together in sillence.

Sliding around the corner, he bumped one of the low pictures of an onion-domed cathedra. The
frame smashed to the floor with aloud noise.

Knowing they had blown their ploy, he and Jackson sprinted for the kitchen. "FBI!" he shouted.
"Remainwhereyou are.

Instead, they heard aloud splashing noise, something dumped into a bucket of water, then breaking
glassin the kitchen window.

Both agents burgt into the room, handguns drawn and looking for targets. "Don't movel™ Jackson
shouted.

Craig saw afigure duck through the smashed open window and land with aloud clang on thefire
escape. "There he goes!” Craig said.

But before he could turn, they encountered athick, billowing wall of greenish-ydlow smoke gushing
into the small room. Noxious fumes belched from abucket on the kitchen floor like deadly exhaust.

Without thinking, Craig gasped a deep breath and in-haled the gas. It felt asif someone had exploded
fire-crackersin hislungs. His eyeswere on fire; his nostrils burned. He choked, staggering back.
"Jackson, get—" He coughed and spl uttered.

Envel oped by the greenish-yelow smoke, Jackson fell to his knees. Craig knew it was homemade
chlorine gas, the kind used against American troopsin World War |. Any first-year chemisiry student
knew how to make such awegpon from household chemicals. In the confined kitchen area, the gaswas
strong enough to overwhelm both men ingtantly.

Unable to bresthe, Craig dropped to the floor himself, seeking cleaner air. Jackson collapsed beside
him, wheezing. Like adistant hallucination he heard footsteps clanging down the fire escgpe and running
avay.

Desperately, Craig dragged himsalf toward the broken window and fresh air. He gulped in gasps that
still reeked of chlorine but at least caused no further damage to his seared lungs.

Thegasclouds clustered at the ceiling, making the paint blister.

Jackson wasn't moving, though, and so Craig turned back, grabbing his partner's collar, dragging him
by the armstoward the air. Reaching out with one spasming hand, Craig fumbled with the back door,
trying to turn the deadbolt. Finally, he succeeded in cracking open the porch door, which led out onto the
wrought-iron bal-cony.

Craig and Jackson huddled by the door, trying to draw in deep breaths, but each gasp burned.
Craig'slungs were ablaze, asif he had breathed in the acid that had been used to destroy Dumenco's
computer. Jackson retched and coughed beside him, incapacitated. Craig raised his head to the window,
took another huge gulp of fresh air.

On the other side of the building, he heard a car start, then drive off. Their attacker had escaped, but
Craig couldn't continue the pursuit. He dumped back, strug-gling just to remain conscious.

CHAPTER

FIFTEEN
Wednesday, 4:33 p.m.
Bangaore, India



Nicholas Bretti did not loosen hisgrip on hisairline seat until the small plane had landed safdly at the
Bangdore airport. He wondered if he ever relax again, ever deep without nightmares, would ever stop
jumping and twitching at every little unexpected sound.

It wasn't likely to happen any time soon.

Exactly two hours after leaving Mr. Ambaa and the Liberty for All party in New Delhi—fifteen hours
after taking off from O'Harein Chicago, and lessthan aday after shooting an FBI agent—DBretti was
sober and ready to meet the people who had paid his bills over the past year. He had to make this good,
or else they would never help him out of this mess. What other choice did he have?

Heworried that his reception in Bangal ore would be no different from what he had experienced in
New Delhi. Despite the $25,000 he had aready pocketed, he was beginning to wonder if Chandrawdia
would make good on his promise to come through with the rest of the money.

Twenty-five grand—ayear's sdary. Was that enough for the hell he had gotten himsdf into? Shit, no.
Now it was up to the Indian government to salvage the Situation, but he had no ideaiif they would be

sympathetic.

Exiting the jet ramp into the termindl, Bretti was mobbed by adozen children. They swarmed around
him, plunging their handsinto his pockets, searching for coins and jabbering the only English phrasesthey
knew, "Pleasegive, Sr! Please give!”

Scents of incense and curry mixed with the pungent odor of unwashed bodies. Unprotected by the
buffer of acustoms areathistime, Bretti fought hisway through an ever-shifting mob toward the airport
exit.

Thetermina building bustled with people, some wearing sarongs, others, like the children around him,
in shorts and dirty white T-shirts. He saw men, women, boys... but there were no little girlsin sght.
Maybe the families kept them locked up somewnhere.

A cackling chicken flew into the air asafamily tried to stuff it back into acage at the check-in
counter. A dark-robed old woman with asmall gold stud through her nose and ared mark on her
forehead, clutched a baby goat to her breast.

Fifty feet away by the outside door, a man wearing a black-and-yellow splotched shirt held up asign,
bretti. Bretti made eye contact with the man, who waved for him to follow. "Here, Sir!"

Bretti pushed through aforest of chattering, begging children. They al tried to touch him, al pleaded
for hishelp. Bretti felt one hand dip into his back pocket. Grab-bing adender wrist, Bretti whirled the
young pickpocket around, keyed up and angry from hislong tension.

With wild black hair and a dirty face, the boy could not have been older than ten. He laughed as
Bretti held him up by hisarm; the boy dangled in front of the other children and tried to swipe a Bretti
with hisfree hand.

Before Bretti could admonish the pickpocket, another hand clawed at the back of his pants. Bretti
threw the boy backward, bowling over two other children behind him. He knocked the prying hands
away. "Get out of here, you little bastards!" He shouted, and the kids howled with laughter.

Bretti pushed hisway through the crowd, paying no attention to who he ran into or pushed out of the
way.
He kept afree hand on hiswallet. The crowd parted as he shoved through.

The man with the sign waved out the door. He smiled beneath a scrawny mustache. "Thisway,
please, sir." He disappeared from sight.

Bretti pushed out of the crowded building toward adark blue sedan with tinted windows. A driver



wearing a black British polo cap stood beside the long car. When he saw Bretti, he opened the car door.

The humid air ill stank outside the terminal, but at |east there were fewer people. Bretti strode
toward the car, his skin crawling from the overpowering crowds. The driver opened the door, and Bretti
doveinto the luxury of the air-conditioned interior. As he relaxed back into the seat, someone pounded
at the tinted window. It was the first boy who had tried to lift hiswallet. The boy and two of hisfriends
pressed their faces againg the tinted window, trying to look in. They hammered with their fists, then
pressed their tongues against the window, leaving long, dimy wet spots.

The man with the Sgn dipped into the car's front seet, and the driver pulled out immediately, oblivious
to the children, the crowds, or any other obstacle. The first man turned and grinned. ' "Welcometo India,
Dr. Bretti. How was your flight?"

"Mr. Bretti," he said sourly. The car moved dowly through road congtruction asthey |eft the airport.
"I have an important package in a diplomatic pouch—"

"We have made arrangementsfor it to be delivered, sir. Only the very best for your visit. The
Skander Lodi Research Center isonly ashort drive from here. Y ou are to meet with the scientific staff
before going to the Regency Hotel. Very nice accommodations—four-star.”

"Great," muttered Bretti. "Four-gar." He dreaded finding out what the Indians meant by that.

L ooking through the sdiva-streaked window, he spot-ted a gleaming, arrow-straight building that
rose a hun-dred feet into the air, as modern as anything he would find in Chicago. .. but it was
surrounded by dilapidated shacks that swarmed with pigs, chickens, and scrawny dogs. Barefoot men
sat on their haunches smoking cig-arettes while men in expensive suits hurried past them into the
skyscraper. It was a comedy of extremes, an excess of dissonance. Two young men urinated openly
againg another ultra-modern building.

The limousine eased into atraffic circle behind acart pulled by acamel. White Brahma bulls munched
on grassin the center of thecircle. A pair of monkeys scam-pered across the windshield, then dashed off
onto the hood of another vehicle. Bicyclists, sanda-footed pe-destrians, women in sarongs paraded in
front of him. A dark raj wearing a British pith helmet, red jacket, and white gloves nonchaantly directed
traffic a the end of thetraffic circle.

Bretti shrank back in his seat, overwhelmed by the people, the chaos. "Thisis like wandering through
the movie set of Juman;ji.”

Hisguidetwisted in hisseat. "Y es, much to see here, ir." He hesitated, asif worried he might offend
Bretti. "If | may make asmall suggestion, | noticed that Sr was having difficulty with our street urchins.
They mean no harm. But if sir would be kind enough to keep hiswallet in hisfront pocket, then he will
not haveto worry."

Bretti grunted and transferred hiswallet to hisfront pocket, dreading how much he would have to get
used to in this crazy, mixed-up place. His somach fdt likelead. What if he had to remain herein exilefor
the rest of hislife? Maybe even prisonin the U.S. would be better than that.

The limo turned right and stopped at agate in ahigh brick fence that shielded alarge, enclosed
compound from view. The driver flashed an ID, and the guard waved them through.

Onceingde, Bretti felt asif he had been transported to another world. Y elow, red, and blue flowers
provided startling color inimmaculately groomed gardens ar-ranged in curving linesthat drew the eye
toward acen-trd white building, four storiestall. Negtly trimmed trees with white lines painted around
their baseswere widdy spaced in radid lines emanating from the main building.

Bretti noticed severd cottages and adormitory beside the centrd building, with avolleybal net and
swing setsin therear. Three satellite dishes, each thirty feet in di-ameter, pointed at different azimuths.
Aside from the guard that had waved them in, he saw no people or an-imas. Only blessed peace and



qui€t.

They drove dong acurving path to die front of the building. A big-boned man with apotbelly and a
blue turban stepped out from under an awning as the car glided to a stop. He made no attempt to open
the pas-senger door, so Bretti opened it himself and stepped out.

"Dr. Bretti?| am Dr. Punjab, director of the Sikander Lodi Research Ingtitute. Mr. Chandrawaiahas
told us much about you."

Bretti pressed hislipstogether. He was too weary and too frazzled to keep correcting these
towel heads. How was he ever going to live here, settle down, adjust to this backward, noisy, crowded
culture?"1'm glad to be here, findly. I've been told my equipment will be arriv-ing here after me."

Dr. Punjab led him inside the main building. "Actu-aly, your equipment arrived severa minutes ago.
We had aspecia courier meet your plane. Would you care to ingpect your device in our high bay area?’

"Sure." Bretti followed Punjab ingde the air-conditioned building, annoyed that his Penning trap was
getting better trestment than he was. But he had gotten himsdlf into this. Chandrawalia had made no
promises, other than payment for the delivery of antiprotons stolen from the accelerator.

In the wide lobby, display cases showed scale models of huge capacitor banks, satdllites, launch
vehicles, and computer-generated images. Explanation cards beneath the models were written in nine
different languages, En-glish a the bottom.

A greeting line of eeven scientists and engineers, al but one wearing aturban, bowed and shook his
hand. Everyone smiled. Bretti found most of their namesim-possible to pronounce, and his eyes glazed
over.

Before they entered the high bay experimentd area, one skinny man stepped up and said, I am most
anxiousto learn about how you enhance your beam to increase p-bar production. It isamiraculous
bresk-through.”

"Uh, thanks." Bretti wondered if they would be very upset when they learned that the enhancement
process had al been Dumenco's wild theory, not hisown. And that he had brought the antimatter in one
of the old, smple magnetic bottlesinstead of a crystd-lattice trap. But dl they redly wanted wasthe
antimatter, for their high-tech medica applications and cancer treatment pos-sibilities. They'd get the rest
of the p-bars later; that was the important thing.

Dr. Punjab steered him up along flight of meta stairsto abalcony that overlooked a cavernous high
bay. Pun-jab's staff followed at a polite distance.

Four stories high and haf afootbal field deep, the high bay experimenta area sprawled in front of
him. A yellow twenty-ton crane hung from the celling; white-painted concrete blocks each ayard long
and two feet thick were stacked in amaze, creating small storage a-coves against the wall.

At the center of the high bay atall cylinder stood twenty feet across with six blue rectangular arms,
each asbig as a boxcar, soread out radidly like asix-sided star. Bretti saw the diplomatic pouch
container holding the Penning trap near the central cylinder.

Dr. Punjab grasped the railing and spoke, pride evi-dent in hisvoice. "Thisis Experiment three
hundred twenty two, our one hundred megajoul e capacitor bank. It is capable of discharging hundreds of
megamperes of current in less than five microseconds to a center |load— we can produce over thirty
trillion watts of power here. It isthe largest fast capacitor bank in the world." He pointed at along, thin
tube on the side of the bay near where Bretti's still-crated Penning trap sat. " Our anti-matter injector will
dump your p-bars directly to the cen-ter of theload.”

Bretti looked out over the experimenta areaand sniffed. "Thislooks like a high-current physics
experi-ment. What does this have to do with medical applications? How are you going to treat patients



if the machineishdf the sze of ahospitd ?'

"Medicd applications? Oh, yes." Punjab smiled tightly. "Thisis a proof-of-principle experiment, Dr.
Bretti. We have much larger plansfor your antimatter.”

Bretti glanced around the bay area. "Well, useit spar-ingly. I'm not sure when you'll be getting the
reg."

Punjab scowled a him. "Y ou are not in a podtion to dictate terms, Dr. Bretti. Come. Y ou must show
us how to extract the antimaiter.”

Bretti followed the chief scientist back down the metd stairsto the high bay floor. Whining sounds of
ama-chine shop came from adoor at the base of the stairs. He smelled hot metal, lubricants, capacitor
oils—re-freshing after the nauseeting smells of sardine-packed humanity. Technicians dressed in bluelab
coats and or-ange or green pants milled around diagnostic units set in cement-block cubbyholes. Weirdly
out of place, two guards with rifles sauntered along a catwalk, high above thefloor.

Bretti peered a one of the capacitor boxesfor Exper-iment 322, reading the manufacturer's mark on
thesde. ' 'Maxwel capacitors? Thisall seems pretty standard for a high-capacitor 1ab." He glanced at
the guards patrol-ling overhead. ' 'Mr. Chandrawalia emphasized the need for secrecy. Why?'

Dr. Punjab studied Bretti for amoment. While the rest of his saff remained in the background, he
brushed back his beard and spoke in dow, carefully measured tones.

"Mr. Chandrawaliaexplained to you the, ah, commer-cia applications of what we intend to do here?
Manu-facture artificial medica isotopesto sdl on the world market?

"Of course," said Bretti. "It would take years to get permission to do that at Fermilab—if they ever
alowed it inthefirgt place. The accelerator isaresearch tool, and if some congressman ever found out
that we were pouring millions of dollarsinto underwriting Indias lat-est commercid activity, hed havea
fit. But werein India right now, and it ssems alittle cloak-and-daggerish to keep al this so secret.”

""We have our own reasons for operating the way we do, Dr. Bretti. Thc-e are other countries,
notably Paki-stan, who would do anything to ruin thingsfor us. Thereisintense competition for anichein
this ah... mar-ket."

Bretti shrugged. India's preoccupation with Pakistan was similar to the U.S. and the ex-Soviet Union
during the Cold War. But, whatever motivated a country wasn't his business. Aslong ashegot his
money, he didn't care. If they wanted guards around, they could keep them.

Punjab nodded toward Bretti's Penning trap, still in its shipping container. "Please, we are anxiousto
begin our experiments. Tell us about your increase in p-bar production, how you enhance your beam.
Thisis accom-plished by aresonance change in the cross-section, isit not? Where did you get the
gammaray laser to do this? And you need to show us how to extract the antimatter from the sdlt trap, as
wdl."

Bretti quickly stifled his uneasiness. He had brought only asimple Penning trap, anormal, low-dengity
mag-netic bottle. Why did they keep harping on the crystal-lattice trap? It was afairly standard design,
one pioneered by stuffy old Nels Piter—but, boy, did Piter crow about his accomplishment again and
again, until the Nobel committee had noticed him thisyear. But then, Bretti knew peoplelike Piter rarely
produced more than one important discovery intheir lives... if that.

Of course, if Bretti himsdlf had to stay on the run dl hislife, lying low, he wouldn't have an opportunity
to do much better.

He quickly ran ahand through his dark goatee. "Firgt off, I'll need a 110-valt line to take over from
the bat-teries." Bretti opened thelid of the shipping container and rummaged through the packing materia
to exposethe cylindrical device. A blue-turbaned man brought over an extension cord, and Breti



connected the trap. Dr. Punjab's staff stood in asemicircle around him, some quietly scribbling in black
lab notebooks.

Bretti stepped back. Dr. Punjab leaned forward to in-spect the device and frowned. "Thisisnot a
crysta-lattice trap!” He looked up, scowling. Do you take me for afool ? This magnetic bottle cannot
hold nearly enough antimatter for what we need!™

Baffled, Bretti shrugged. "What difference does it make? I've got some p-bars, and that's what you
want. Enough for you to get started. This trap holds about ten to the fifth particles—"

Dr. Punjab bellowed, "We need trillions of timesmore than that! Thisisajoke! You bring usa
picogram when we need milligrams. What are you trying to do, Dr. Bretti? Where isthe rest of the
antimatter you prom-ised?' He breethed heavily through hisflared nogtrils. Punjab's staff murmured
angrily behind him.

"Cam down, would you?"' Bretti glanced around, and the men seemed to step closer to him, closing
in, threatening. The armed guards on the catwalk above paused and stared down at him. "L ook, we had
an ex-plosion. An accident happened at the Tevatron. The beam fluctuated and my full crysta-lattice trap
dumped itsentireload of p-bars. This magnetic bottle holds the most antimatter | could divert from an
unenhanced beam in asingle day. | had to get out of there, fagt!”

""'We paid you in advance, Dr. Bretti. We expect you to meet your obligations.”

Bretti nervoudy wet hislips. "Y ou gave me adown payment, and I'm giving you adown paymernt. |
have until next month to deliver the p-bars, per our agree-ment. | had to cometo India... early. Things
happened back at Chicago, and since | had these particlesin stor-age, | thought | could get ajump on
things and ddliver some of them now, alow you to start your experiments with alittle amount, just asyou
wanted."

"We have no timefor this nonsense.” Punjab angrily dismissed him with awave. ' 'Go home, Dr.
Bretti. | will ask Mr. Chandrawaliato use another source to get our antimatter, and you can forfeit the
rest of your pay-ment.”

Bretti's heart pounded with panic. So much for re-maining here, for requesting asylum, for going to
ground in Bangdore. If he even mentioned his crime, about be-ing on the run, Punjab would probably
truss him up and deliver him directly to the authorities.

"No, wait! | candoit. Redly, | can. | aready have another working crysta-lattice trap installed in one
of the subgtations. The Tevatron isrunning dmost nonstop now, and with Dumenco's beam
enhancements | can get you amilligram of p-barsin afew days." He looked wildly from sdeto side,
seeking support from anyone on Dr. Punjab's staff. They all looked at him skepticaly.

He continued to jabber. "L ook, I've gone through a dry-run thistime. The production cross section
has in-creased and I've diverted antimatter from the enhanced beam. | proved | can safely transport
p-barsin adiplo-matic pouch. It'll be easy to bring you the rest of them. | can be back next week. Two
at themogd."

Dr. Punjab stared at him, tight-lipped, considering. Bretti knew they had him over abarrdl. A squat
tech-nician stepped over to Punjab and whispered rapidly in aforeign language. Surprised, Punjab asked
aquestion in the same language. The squat man strode to atele-phone by thewall, dided a number, and
waited for amoment before speaking.

Bretti shifted hisweight from foot to foot during the exchange, antsy, but he forced himself to keep
quiet. Insde, hefet furious with Dumenco. The old scientist was responsible for getting Bretti into this
whole mess by botching hiswork, somehow causing the beam-dump accident that resulted in the power
shutdown, and caus-ing the failure of the antimatter-loaded crystal-lattice trap.

Finally, the technician got off the telephone and re-ported back. Dr. Punjab nodded stiffly, then



turned to Bretti. He seemed to force the words, asif having greet difficulty keeping histemper in check.

"Itis... unfortunate that you did not tell usfrom the beginning that you did not bring al the antimeatter.
But you areright: Y ou have shown that it is possible to divert the p-bars and transport them here. Now,
you will return to Chicago immediately and bring us back what you have promised.”

He motioned with his head and two younger staff members stepped forward. "My colleagues will
escort you back to the airport. The Concord leaves New Delhi in six hours." He pressed hislips together
and stared at Bretti for amoment. "Do not fail usagain. Mr. Chan-drawdiawill go to grest lengthsto
ensure that the money he has dready paid you is not wasted. He will meet with you again to make sure
you understand.”

Bretti swallowed, knowing that he had just been, re-luctantly, given a second chance. Hetried to look
grate-ful. "I'll be back in aweek. | promise.”

But as he turned to go, he didn't know what he dreaded more—returning to Chicago and the manhunt
arrayed for him, or coming back and being stuck here for the rest of hislife.

CHAPTETrI SIXTEENI
Wednesday, 12:07 p.m.
Fox River Medicd Center

After driving at breakneck speed from the Fermilab Pub-lic Affairs Office, Paige hurried down the
corridor in the medical center. Her dress shoes clicked aong the much-scuffed linoleum floor. She
dodged nurses and orderlies with carts, family memberstaking older relatives out in their whedlchairsfor
adgtroll. No one seemed particularly concerned to see ayoung woman dashing down the hall, scanning
the room numbers. In the hospitd it happened dl thetime.

"I'm spending dtogether too much timein thisplace" she muttered.

Finally, she found the examining room where Craig Kreident sat looking gray and shaken. Even from
here she could smell the reek of chlorine bleach.

Without noticing her, hetried to regain his self-composure by retying histie. Craig coughed again,
wiped his reddened eyes, then looked down at his un-cooperative fingers. He flexed them and tried once
more to knot the necktie.

"l can help with that,” Paige said. She was glad to see how hisfacelit up when he saw her. She
stepped behind him, put both hands over his shoulders and pressed close as she untied his abortive
attempt at aknot.

Adjusting the ends, she flipped the necktie around un-til she had knotted it properly. It had been a
long time since sheld fixed aman's necktie. It wasn't normaly a skill young women needed to learn,
especidly inthese days of increasingly casud attire. But Paige had learned in order to help her father
when he had grown weak from the cancer that sapped his strength.

Working in Caiforniaand Nevadafor the nuclear wegponsindustry, Gordon Mitchdll had preferred
towear abolotie, if any at all, but occasona design re-views or government ingpections required extra
formal-ity. Paige had asssted him on those mornings when he fretted over his wardrobe so much he
didn't even taketimeto gulp hisusud coffee and orangejuice.

Craig looked asthough he still felt the terrible effects of his bout with homemade chlorine gas. Shefdt
apang of sympathy as shefinished straightening histie. Craig sood up and gave her agrateful look ashe
brushed down hiswhite shirt front. He coughed, still reluctant to draw a deep breath into damaged lungs.
Hereached for his suit jacket like aknight replacing a battered set of armor after losing ajousting
tournament.



"l can'timagine you went through all thisjust to become ablonde," Paige said with animpish grinas
she ruffled her fingersthrough his chestnut hair. "There are easier ways to bleach your hair.”

Helooked up at her, asif trying to regain his sense of humor. "And what would you know about
bleaching, maam?'

Paige laughed and stepped back, crossing her arms over her denim blouse. Craig attempted to laugh
aong with her, but broke into another coughing fit. Sitting down hard, he picked up ablue plastic pitcher
on the table and poured himself a cup of water. He swallowed two long gulps and then spat into the sink.
"My mouth tastes awful.”

"Y es, but your tongueisavery clean shade of white," she sad.
He looked in the mirror, sticking histongue out.
"So, areyou redly adl right?' Paige said with gen-uine concern.

Craig ran water in the sink and splashed hisface. "My eyes burn, my nose burns, my throat burns, my
lungs burn—but dl in all, it'sbeen a pretty good day. No question in my mind that we've got area case
here... asif | had any doubtsin thefirst place.

"Who could it have been?" she asked. "Did you see the person who attacked you? What was he
looking for in Dumenco's gpartment”?”

Craig shook his head. "We interrupted him, but he managed to destroy Dumenco's home computer.
All of hisdisks, maybe just as a precaution. But Dumenco wasn't dumb enough to do any important
research on his home computer, with no security.”

"Hiswork wasn't classified, so he could have worked at home whenever he wanted.”

"Sure, but Dumenco'sred ‘home wasin hislab any-way. He wouldn't have stayed in his gpartment
when he could have been a Fermilab. That gpartment was just a place where he went to degp onceina
while”

Paige laid ahand on his shoulder. "How's Jackson?"

"Seemsto bedl right," Craig said. "Trish hasn't comein to check on us yet—apparently she'saway
from the hospital. But the attending physician sayswell both recover. That chlorine gas knocked usflat,
but we got to the window soon enough, managed to crack the door open abit. No permanent damage.”
Hetook another dow, gradual breath, musing. "1 wonder what Jackson would ook like as a blond?"

""Probably not any better than you,!" she chuckled.
Craig broke out coughing insteed. "I'll be dl right. Just need alittlerest.”
"What you need isagood dinner, the best Chicago cuisine hasto offer.”

"Aslong asit's not more bratwursts and sauerkraut.” Craig looked over at her. ' 'Are you asking me
out on adate, Ms. Mitche |?"

"ltisthenineties” shesad, fedingwarmindde. Yes, shethought, it would be good to start seeing
him
again. She hadn't redlized until just that moment that shereally did misshissmile. Not that she didn't

enjoy forma dinnerswith Nels Piter, but Craig had a certain naive honesty she had come to miss, and
that was some-thing Piter certainly didn't have.

She grew serious. "I think we should spend some time discussing the case. Y ou know, like old times
back in Livermore or out in LasVeges."

"It'saded," Craigsad, "but | need to change clothesfirst."



Shewrinkled her nose at the lingering chlorine smell. "Yes, Craig, | think that would be agood idea."

When Paige stepped out of the examining room, she saw Trish LeCroix waiting by the door. As
Paige exited, Trish looked down at asheaf of papers, asif pretending she hadn't been eavesdropping or
wanting to see Craig hersdlf. "Why, it'sDr. LeCroix," Paige said. "Craig wasjust looking for you."

"Cdl mePatrice," she sad stiffly. Her words bore little friendliness.
"How is Craig's condition?" Paige asked.

Trish flipped her papersover. "l wouldn't know. I've been busy. Now if you'll excuse me." Sheturned
to walk down the hall, and Paige had to hurry to keep up with her. Craig had described Trish asbeing
somewhat cold and self-centered, and Paige could see how the woman gave that impression.

"Wait," said Paige. "Have you talked with his doc-tor?"

"I'm sure hell bedl right,” Trish said offhandedly. " The fumes only caused abit of superficid damage.
Hell have chest painsfor awhile, maybe an occasiona bloody nose from the damaged soft tissue, but
nothing too serious. Agent Jackson'sworse off, but he'stough. They'll be back on the case without even
taking time for acoffee break. FBI agents, you know—they think they've got to be more macho than

anybody dse"

Paige wondered why Trish was so0 cold and impatient. Out of curiosity, she had tracked down some
of "P. LeCroix's" impassioned editorid s written for the Bul-letin of the Physiciansfor Responsible
Radiation Re-search. Her writings were anything but lukewarm.

"If youll excuseme," Trish sad, "wedl have very littletime. Craig had atrivia exposureto a
mundane hazard that anybody could concoct with afew household chemicas. It's nothing compared to
what Georg Du-menco is going through.” She pressed her lipstogether in afrown. "Theres only so much
sympathy in theworld, and every patient can't have dl of it."

Paige blinked and stopped in her tracks, letting Trish continue toward the Intensive Care ward. She
found the other woman's behavior to be very odd—very odd in-deed.

CHAPTER | SEVENTEEN |
Wednesday, 7:48 p.m.
Batavia, IL

Holding ahand to his mouth as he coughed, Craig paced thelobby of Little Naples, waiting for Paige.
The smdll restaurant had dark wood paneling that had been popular several decades ago. It was adorned
with scenes from the Itaian Alps, photographs of immigrants, and an old coat of arms. A local holeinthe
wall, Paige had said, with extremely good Itdian food.

Craig wore amaroon tie, white shirt, and adark blue suit while his other clothes were cleaned to
remove the chlorine smell, though he doubted they could be sal-vaged. At least now that he was on
"officia travel," the Bureau paid per diem for sundries such as dry clean-ing—and for anew suit, since
the old one had been damaged in the line of duty.

Paige walked in wearing the same light blouse and blue skirt she had worn at the hospital, but she had
added a smart-fitting jacket and a string of pearls. Craig held out both hands to greet her. ™Y ou look
great."

"Thanks." Paige squeezed his hands, then flipped her blond hair behind her shoulders. "How are you
fed-ing?'

Craig gave awan smile, then coughed again. ' 'Hang-ing in there. Trish seemsto think I'll recover
quickly."

Paige became serious. "Y es. Patrice takes your ac-cident pretty lightly, from what | could see.



Y ou've got to take care of yourself—otherwise, you'll be sharing aroom with Goldfarb.”

Craig blinked. Did she just not get along with Trish, or was there a hint of jealousy? He never
had a problem reading body language of suspects—he wished he could do the same with Paige... and
Trish. Heforced aamile. "At least I'm glad we got a chance to be aone. I'd like to go over some details
of the case—after all, we've got agood track record of working together so far.”

Paige cleared her throat as she stepped up to the host-ess. "Mitchell, party of three. Reservations at
aght.”

Asthe young lady ran her finger down alist of names, Craig lifted his eyebrows. "Threg?"

Paige stepped quickly after the hostess, asif she didn't want to talk about it. "Nelsisjoining us, if
that'sal right. | thought it would be good to include him in the discussions.™

Crag'sface grew warm. He followed Paige as they wound around tablesto a private area by the
window. Three place settings adorned ared tablecloth, rotated 90 degrees on top of awhite tablecloth.
Large red wine glasses and smaller white wine glasses sparkled in the flicker of asingle candle. A
long-stemmed red rose perched in a clear vase. The hostess moved to pull out achair for Paige, but
Craig stepped forward and best her to it.

After taking his seat, Craig scanned Paige's face. "So far, you're the only person I've discounted from
Du-menco's case. | don't think it'sagood ideato talk about the casein front of Dr. Piter. He could be
the man re-sponsible.”

"Nelsasuspect? Oh, Craig, he's a perfect gentleman and well respected in hisfidd. It would be like
Albert Eingtein killing someone out of professond jeslousy. He may have abig ego—"

"Il say," muttered Craig, unfolding hisnapkin.
"But hemeanswell," continued Paige.

Craig stopped hisretort as abusboy slently poured water for them. After heleft, Craig leaned
forward and spoke with carefully measured words. " Someone did try to kill Dumenco. Someone did
destroy his home com-puter and his persond files. That substation exploded, Goldfarb was shot, and
Jackson and | were attacked with chlorine gas. All this might have something to do with Dumenco's
work, or the Nobel Prize, or Dumenco's past.”

Paige frowned. "Just another one of your complicated cases, Craig."

"Dumenco himsdf iskeeping information from me. I'm not surewhat it is, but he's hiding something.
And on top of that, he's more concerned with his experimen-tal resultsthan in helping me out. Until |
learn otherwise, Nels Fiter is going to have to remain a suspect.”

He paused for amoment, trying not to change the subject too obvioudy. " So, just how well have you
known Dr. Piter the past year?' He studied her face, looking for any clues asto exactly what type of
rela-tionship Paige had with the research director.

Paige smiled coyly as she reached for her glass of water. " Craig, now what do you mean by that?"
He fumbled with hisnapkin. "What's your profes-sond relationship with Dr. Piter?!
"Oh, | thought you were concerned about something else.”

Heraced through severa comebacks, and dmost told her the truth—that yes, dammit, he did have
fedings for her—but then athin, nasal voice interrupted them. "Paige, sorry I'm late. | was on the phone
with a col-league in Stockholm—he had gotten up early to call me, so | had to hear him out.” Nels Piter
waked briskly up, bent down and kissed Paige on the cheek.

Paige smiled. "Craigand | just got here, Nels."



Piter took notice of Craig for thefirst time and curtly extended his hand. ' 'Agent Kreident, good
evening. Nice of you to invite me aong tonight.”

"Yes," answered Craig in amonotone. "Glad you could makeit."
The cocktail waitress stepped to the sde of the table. "Excuse me, would you care for adrink?!

Piter spoke before either of them could respond. "Well have abottle of your best Chianti, please.”
He shooed her away as Craig scowled, snce he didn't par-ticularly like wine. Paige didn't complain,
though he had expected her to order an imported Italian beer or some-thing.

The Belgian scientist had high color in his cheeks as he told Paige about the phone cal. He made no
attempt to hold the details quiet, speaking just loudly enough that the nearest tables could hear. "So |
have it on au-thority that the committee has down-selected to a short list of three candidates.”

"And you're one of thefindists?' Paige asked.

Piter toyed with hisempty wine glass. "Marvelous, isn't it? They're going to announce the winner
Friday. And the latest copy of Phys Rev Letters hits the stands tomorrow with the latest Fermilab results
of my anti-matter trgp desgn.” Hethrew aglance at Craig. "The device |l invented while at CERN. The
timing of the article couldn't be better.”

"What about the other two finalists?' Craig asked. ' 'Do you know who they are?' He coughed.

"No," said Piter curtly, "just that I'm on the short list. But now that the chances are down to onein
three, | can win againg anyone.”

"Even Georg Dumenco?’

Piter looked asif he had swallowed something very sour. "He's probably on the short list aswell.
Georg isone of those rare individua s who could have won the Nobel at any time—if not thisyear, then
the next, or the one after. He is extremely well known and liked. And asa Ukrainian, heisafavorite of
the judges. So heis sure to win one of these years.”

"He's not going to have another chance," Craig said, coughing to the side. "Hell be dead in afew
days"

"Pity they can't award it posthumoudy.” Piter hesi-tated. He looked down at his empty wine glass and
spokewith ahint of bitterness, and with asuddenly quiet voice. "But for me... thismay be my fina
chance. My work issevera yearsold, and that's why I'm hoping this new paper will generate some
excitement." Helooked at Paige. "'l cannot afford to let chance play a part in the selection.”

Craig folded his hands on the tablecloth, speaking camly as he watched Piter. " So what doesthe
Nobe processinvolve? I'm not familiar with the details.”

Piter raised his chin, taking on the air of alecturer asthe cocktail waitress returned with a bottle of
wine. He dismissed her with awave after she opened the bottle and poured glasses for each of them.

"Each year the physics committee invites thousands of scientists, members of scientific academies, and
uni-versity professors throughout the world to nominate can-didates for the Nobel Prize. Asyou can
imagine, the competition isintense, and I've been subtly campaigning for years. The nominations are then
investigated by doz-ens of experts appointed by the Nobd foundation. The committee then makesa
selection among the candidates and submitsashort list of threefinalists."”

Paigelooked a him with abit too much admiration, asfar as Craig was concerned. " So that's where
you are now," shesaid.

Craig pushed hiswine glass asde without taking adrink. "l aways thought the Nobel Prize was
awarded years after abig discovery, so the long-term ramifications could be assessed.”

Piter took another sip of the deep red wine and forced asmile. ' 'Y es, indeed. Scienceis about peer



review and reproducible results. The work must be held up and in-spected for flaws, and it takes years
to assessitsimpact on the body of science. Eingtein himsalf won the prize not for histheory of rdativity,
but for his much earlier work on the photoe ectric effect, which eventudly led to the founding of the
quantum theory.

"I'll be blunt. My original work at CERN was re-sponsible for my gppointment as Director of
High-Energy Physicsat Fermilab. My novel method of storing antimatter isonce again summarized in this
new paper, which cementsal of those assessments with hard datafrom the Tevatron.”

A waiter appeared at their table in along-deeved white shirt and charcod gray tie. He carried three
black folders. "May | interest you in amenu?”'

Craig wondered if Piter was going to unilateraly or-der for them aswell. The Belgian research
director 4till had amotiveto kill Dumenco, but it didn't seem prudent for Piter to talk so much about the
competition. Then again, after working on high-tech crimesfor severd years now, nothing would
surprise Craig.

He spoke aoud as he accepted his menu. "Well, | wish you the best of luck, sir. But it'stoo bad Dr.
Du-menco won't have another chance to compete for the prize. He may not even have thisone.”

CHAPTETrI EIGHTEEN
Thursday, 4:39 am.
O'Harelnternational Airport

The Concord eased down from Mach 2, gpproaching the continental U.S. from the north at seven
hundred miles an hour, faster than any other arliner in the world. Half adeep, groggy and siff from time
changes, jet lag, and cramped quarters, Nicholas Bretti could have calculated the needle-nosed plane's
dtitude and temperature from the Mach number displayed on the front bulkhead; but his mind was
focused esawhere, seething.

Even when they had sent him packing, the damned Indians couldn't resist pushing him around. Where
did they get off? He was the one risking his neck, he had gotten the opportunity for them. So what if he
had man-aged to bring only a portion of the antimatter he had promised? Hewas still early, and he had
the meansto get therest.

However, upon returning to the U.S,, hejust might find himsdlf the target of an FBI manhunt. Bretti
would have to be very careful. He needed to dip in, grab the hidden crystal-lattice trap from the
substation, and ar-range to drop it off—but not before Chandrawalia made some further guarantees.
Bretti couldn't wait to have words with the smug, whip-thin man from the Embassy. After dl, if Bretti got
caught, he was damned well going to bring the rest of them down with him and expose dl their
embarrassng commercid plans.

Too bad he wouldn't have time to pay his respects to old Dumenco. He wondered if the Ukrainian
dave mas-ter had kicked off yet. In hisimagination, Bretti pictured the physicist writhing in ahospital bed
with hisskin doughing off, hishair falling out, his gums bleeding. Dangerous stuff, that radiation. The most
amazing part, though, was that Dumenco had been exposed while do-ing his own work for achange,
rather than bossing around his pet grad student.

Still agraduate student. After seven years of research, chasing down elusive leadsto prove anew
theory, spending al-nighters analyzing someone else's data and trying to contribute to the next experiment
on the mas-sve accelerator, he was ABD—AII But Dissertation.

Anyone else would have received a doctorate by now, donning the long, black robe, the
maroon-and-blue head ornament of the Ph.D. Each year Bretti watched the graduation ceremonies at the
University of Chicago, but never as a participant; instead, he stood back and et the others have their
fifteen minutes in the spotlight. He watched as new lawyers were awarded their JDs after only three years



of law school; watching new doctors awarded M Ds after only four years of med school.

And these people called themsalves professionals] All they had to do was memorize esoteric law
cases or ob-tuse medica language and they "earned” their degrees. These people didn't know about
gpending years in re-search with a perfectionist, domineering advisor who was never satisfied with what
had been done before.

Bretti wanted hisname first on aresearch paper, not just as one of the coauthors. Everyoneinthe
technica community knew that the real work was done by the first author. After seven years of kissing up
to Dumenco, jumping every time the old scientist sngpped hisfingers, Bretti deserved alittle credit of his
own.

And some extra cash. Hewastired of living in pov-erty, eking by on agraduate assstantship's sdary.
Chan-drawdiahad given him an opportunity to rise above dl that—but now it looked asif he would fall
on hisface.

At the University of Chicago, Bretti had sought out Georg Dumenco, a respected researcher from the
Ukraine, fresh off the boat with mind-boggling ideas of using gammea-ray lasers to induce cascades of
antimatter in normal particle reactions. Dumenco had obtained an appointment at Fermilab and needed a
grad student. .. just as Bretti was finishing his Ph.D. coursework.

It wasthe dream of alifetime. And Bretti had worked like adog for the following seven years, doing
Du-menco's work instead of hisown. Hed had no chance even to think for himsalf, much less make his
own breakthroughs. Seven wasted years.

Now, stepping nervously from the narrow, air-conditioned Concord into the Chicago airport, Bretti
felt asif he had entered another world. The deek supersonic jet had been avision of the future, aflying
meta idand kept immeaculatey clean and incredibly well-maintained; Chicago's OHare airport wasa
nightmare that couldn't heave itsdlf out of the padt.

Bretti bristled at the flood of memoriesthe airport gave him. Even so early in the morning, people
jostled hisebows, running past without excusing themselves; lingering scents from the previous
day—stale beer, burnt bratwurst, airport pizza, and popcorn—tolled over him. Coffee vendors began to
open their awnings, preparing for anew day.

Bretti searched the areafor arepresentative from the Indian consulate, someone who would expedite
him through customs. But no onewaited for him. Typical. He was on his own, and he would have to
handle every-thing himsdf.

Bretti snorted and fell into line, waiting with the other passengers as they trudged through customs.
'Anything to declare?' He moved dowly up theline, wondering if surly Dr. Punjab had dready ydled a
Chandrawaliafor sending him without the promised amount of anti-matter.

He saw airport security, saw TV cameras, wondering if the FBI was aready mounting itsforcesto
rash him. What if they had awarrant for hisarrest? What if they had seen him step off the Concord? But
why would they suspect he had goneto Indiain thefirst place? Asfar as anyone knew, Nicholas Bretti
was dill downin West Virginiaon afishing trip.

Ashe stood in line, heflipped through a newspaper he had bought, searching for a notice about the
FBI agent he had shot. Maybe it was old news dready. Fi-ndly, he discovered asmal article about
Dumenco and his condition, with amention of the FBI investigator who had been wounded during the
investigation and re-mained in critical condition.

Alive! Themanwasalivel Bretti svallowed hard. At least he wouldn't be wanted for murder then,
and the FBI agent just might recover. Bretti couldn't decideif that was better for him, or worse.

By thetime he cleared customs—thankfully without incident—he was fuming at the ineptness of al
civil servants, but more miffed at Indiafor not taking care of him. They just flew me around thefriggin'



world in three days—you'd think they'd pay a little attention to getting me back here.

If he'd had better sense, he would have gone right to the Pakistani consulate and offered them the
new batch of p-bars. That would show the smug Indians, rub their facesinit, just asthey had rubbed his
facein thefact that he didn't have his Ph.D. He dlowed himsdf adim grin at the thought of offering hot
new medical tech-nology right to India's biggest enemy. Servethem right!

"Hey, open your eyes" A large woman, dl three hundred pounds of her, glared through thick glasses
at him, lumbering out of hisway. Not that he could have missed her, with hipsthe size of Greater
Chicago.

Bretti clenched histeeth. Hed had it with people— the crowds, the rudeness, the self-centeredness.
"Put on aWide Load sgn, lady. Y ou're taking up half the con-course.”

"That'stough titty, you littlewimp."

Bretti gawked at her huge breasts, each the Size of awatermelon. "And | bet they are.”

The woman glared at him, but he pushed past her to the escalator before she could react. He had
meant to catch ataxi to the Indian consulate downtown where he could pick up hisred Saturn, but he
was too focused now on accomplishing unfinished business, business he should have taken care of years

ago.

Hedidn't have much time... the crysta-lattice trgp could wait only another few hours. At the end of
the week he could ditch the leased car, fly out with the stash of p-bars, and finaly start hislifeal over

agan.
If the Indians paid him.
CHAPTER
NINETEEN
Thursday, 6:12 am.
Fox River Medical Center
Silence. He stopped just outside the hospital room.

The hallway was deserted. No visitors, no sounds. Nearly six in the morning, too early for the nurses
to be making their rounds, yet late enough that the floor nurse would be dozing. He had checked only
seconds before. All clear.

The hdl lightswere dimmed, haf the medica center's fluorescent banks shut down. The only sounds
from the other rooms were faint snoring, a cough down the hdl, and the constant ping of an asssted
breathing device. Hospitals never entirely shut down, but they certainly became quiet.

Every movement required stedlth, any misstep might cause adisaster. Murder was atricky business, if
you didn't want to get caught.

He stepped up to a dark, unguarded room. No plague gave the patient's name, but this had to be
it—a private room, an updated checklist for the radiation-hedlth spe-cididt... asmall Ukrainian flag
taped over the name-plate. The bastard had never officialy renounced his citizenship. The gdl!

He glanced down the halway as someone walked past the cross corridor whistling an old Top 40
tune that ech-oed through the deeping building. Hisfirgt ingtinct wasto fleg, to dive into the shadows and
hide—but he kept moving, untroubled, unnoticed. That was the key. The night worker paid no attention
tohim.

Perfect disguise, chameleon, blend into even this odd environment. He wore stolen green surgery
garb, and the mask and cap gave him anonymity; astolen ID badge gave him an appropriate name, if



such was required.

He pushed open the door to Georg Gregorivich Du-menco's room. The hinges were quiet, the lights
out. A dimtrickle of dawn gleamed through the ditted blinds, dappling the waxed floor. The old scientist
lay on his side snoring gently, a sheet pulled up nearly to hishead and the blanket twisted around hisfeet.
An 1V line hung from a bottle and snaked into the old man'sarm. No one sat vigil with him, waiting to
hear deathbed confes-sions—no family, no friends, no graduate students. Even here, even now, the
physcist had isolated himsdlf from hisfamily.

Thelegendary Ukrainian scientist, dl done. Helpless.

Reaching into along pocket beneath the baggy sur-gery pants, he withdrew atightly folded serile
green cloth. He quickly unwrapped the cloth to expose athin surgical knife, carbon stedl, razor sharp.
The blade caught aflicker of light in acrazy pattern dancing againgt the wall.

Dumenco didn't dir. It would be like dicing the throat of adeeping bull, a powerful enough animal
when awake, but now unprotected and powerless. How many times had Dumenco been this close, so
helpless? The timing was never right, the circumstances never so cru-cid. Only recently had things
changed enough to de-mand action.

Dumenco just couldn't leave well enough done.

Padding silently across the room, he stood beside the dying man's bed. Clear target. He did not want
to risk reaching over the old scientist, whose arm could block the dicing motion across the throat. The
cut would have to be aquick dash a arm'slength to prevent the blood from jetting onto his stolen
hospital garb. That would draw attention during his exit. No clues could be left, no path of the Ukrainian's
blood. He would wipe the blade on the bedsheet and disappear into the night.

Keeping afirm grip on the ddicate surgica knife, he crouched down and dipped the blade under
Dumenco'schin—

"Hey, what are you doing in here?' A woman's voice shattered the silence. "Thisismy patient.”

Hejerked away, nearly tripping as he ssumbled back. The haf blinds on the window dapped ashe
backed into them. Dumenco stirred but didn't wake up.

Theroom lights blinked on, filling the white-walled suite with a harsh, overpowering glare. A woman
inawhite lab coat carried a cup of coffeein acafeteria cup, held a sheaf of papersin the other hand. A
stethoscope hung around her neck; delicate glasses highlighted her face. Dr. Patrice LeCroix. He had
talked to her before, one of the more outspoken members of the Physicians for Responsible Radiation
Research.

Now shewas in the wrong place at the wrong time, and she had spoiled everything.

Her mouth hung open, halfway between astonishment and horror. Coffee doshed on the floor. He
twirled, keeping the masked face and eyes away from her. Curs-ing, he brought down hishead and
launched himsdlf toward the door. Before she could sound an alarm. Be-fore she could recognize him.

The woman raised her voice, terrified aswell asin-dignant. ' 'What the hell are you doing here?' Her
sheaf of papersfell to thefloor as he charged past her. She opened her mouth asif to scream, but no
sound came out, only afaint gurgling. Her atention was torn be-tween stopping him and checking on her
patient.

He briefly considered killing both her and Dumenco, but precious time had aready been o,
attention aready directed toward the deepy room. In amoment, the night nurse would run to investigate,
police would be cdled, an intensve search would beinitiated.

Dumenco struggled up in bed now, awake but befud-died.



During hisflight, he shoved Dr. LeCroix aside. Shefell againgt the visitor's chair by the door. Coffee
spilled over her and on his stolen hospita garb. He felt the hot liquid soaking through, burning. Not
blood, but coffee stains on the surgical garb. He would be easily spotted, identified.

Samming the door behind him to gain an extrafew seconds, he sprinted away as Dr. LeCroix
shouted for help. His shoes squeaked as he ran down the halway, leaving smudges on the freshly waxed
floor.

Within minutesin the parking lot, in his car, on the streets, he could € ude any pursuit. Dumenco
remained dive, till dangerous—and now he would be even more concerned.

All the more reason to do it right the next time.
CHAPTERTWENTY,

Thursday, 7:.04 am.

Fox River Medica Center

After the early morning attempt on Dumenco'slife, Craig rushed in from arestless night'sdeep. The
Ukrainian was only aday or two away from death any-way—but Craig wouldn't stand by while
someonetried to hurry him aong. He had heard on the radio on the way in that the Nobel Prizein
Chemistry had been an-nounced, and Craig fdlt atightening in his gut. The countdown wasticking—if the
Nobdl could not be awarded to a dead man, had an unconfident Nels Piter tried to increase hisown
odds?

Hospital security had aready swarmed around the site, to no effect. Craig had called the Chicago
Bureau office, roused Agent Schultz, and asked for him to assign a protection detail to the medical
center. The other agent preferred to be in the thick of things himself, rather than snooping around the Site
of adays-old blast. The attack on both Goldfarb and Dumenco had finaly lent a sense of legitimacy to
Craig'sown investigation. This entire case went far beyond amysterious explosion a an un-inhabited
blockhouse.

Craig dso started the Chicago office on setting up anews blackout for Dumenco's protection,
keeping dl re-porters off the hospita floor. It infuriated him that the media had a so begun pestering
Goldfarb'swife about her husband's shooting and hisinvolvement in the case.

Trish LeCroix stood outside the door to Dumenco's room, bustling in and around the guards, trying to
get her duties done. Before she noticed Craig approaching, he took a mental snapshot of her demeanor,
ng her gate of mind. Trish's skin was grayish, her expres-son tight with confusion and salf-doulot.
He put it down to her being flustered at being caught in the eye of an unexpected storm; she had dways
hated it when things didn't go her way, according to arigid plan. She had enough stress tending the dying
scientist, but thwarting awould-be killer wasn't her job. Craig was the one who chased after the bad
guys.

When Trish saw him, she strode forward quickly, gave him ahug. He squeezed back, but she broke
the embrace quickly.

"Is Dumenco dl right?' Craig asked. "Are you al right?' He coughed to the Side; at least hisown gas
ppoi soning symptoms were nearly gone.

"Wewerevery lucky," shesaid. "But Georg isa-ready in afragile sate. He's entering the find stages
of systemic collgpse from the radiation exposure. He's quite distraught at the moment.”

"Wdl, | would be too if someone had tried to kill me," Craig said. "But maybe Dumenco managed to
rec-ognize something about the killer that could give us the breakthrough we need, if it's shaken him
enough to get himto talk. | ill think Dumenco's been hiding too much from us.”

""Yes, but he was adeep at thetime. Besides, | expect to see mental effects from central nervous



system dam-age very soon now. | wouldn't consider him to be com-pletely reliable.” She glanced down
at her clipboard, avoiding hisgaze. "Uh, addusiond stateisaso likely."

Craig reached into his pocket and withdrew the family photos he'd picked up from Dumenco's
gpatment. "Maybethiswill jog hismemory."

They placed sterile masks over their faces, then en-tered the room. It was a useless gesture to protect
the scientist from infection in that way. The radiation had criticaly damaged hisimmune system, so his
injured body couldn't resst infection. And it had destroyed the lining of hisintestines, |etting the trillions of
innocuous bacteriathat normaly lived there gain easy accessto his bloodstream. It was those microbes,
deep insde him and now made deadly, that would soon make him go into shock—and die.

Dumenco sat up, wild eyed. "Go avay—away from me!l" he croaked, asif afraid Craig intended to
kill him aswell.

Craig stood back in shock, his stomach knotting in revulsion to see how much the physicist's
condition had degenerated overnight. His skin was scarlet, and hisjoints were so swollen he could barely
move. His eyeswere crimson, covered with athin film of blood from hemorrhaging vessdls.

"Georg, it'sus" Trish said in an attempt to be sooth-ing, but her voice came out dry and strained. "Dr.
LeCroix and Agent Kreident. Y ou're safe. We have ex-traguards at your room.

The scientist sagged, and recognition seeped into hisface. Craig came closer. "We need to talk to
you, Dr. Dumenco. Please, who did this? What did you see?’

Overnight, more medica instruments had been hooked up to his disintegrating body, replacing fluids,
deadening the spreading pain, suppressing nausea.and raising his dwindling blood pressure. Oxygen tanks
had been whedled in beside his bed, with arespirator mask that he had removed; Craig could till seethe
marks the mask had pressed into the damaged skin of hisface. Only gpparatus kept his lungs breathing,
his heart best-ing.

Dumenco squirmed away as Craig spoke firmly. "Dr. Dumenco, you must have someideawho this
man was. Why did hetry to kill you?'

"No!" he said, moaning as he turned from side to Side. Part of the skin on his shoulder split open,
0ozing blood-tinged fluid, like sap from adiced-open tree. I have put usal in danger. | brought this
upon mysdlf, and | won't make it worse. Better just to let it die, let me didl”

Craig seized on the words and leaned forward. " So you do have an ideal Whoisit? We haveto stop
him"

Dumenco shook his head. "I they knew enough about my work at Fermilab, if they were worried
about what | would reproduce, if they could get inside and cause my accident. .. they can find anyone.”

Trish backed away, sickened and deeply concerned. Her professona demeanor dissolved into that
of some-one emotionally attached to the patient. "They've been looking for along time, haven't they,
Georg?"

Craig turned to her, struck by her reaction. ' 'Do you know something? Trish, what aren't you tdlling
me?'
"Nothing," Trish sammered. "l... I'm still shaken by thekiller."

Dumenco dumped back in hisbed. ' 'Perhapsit isbest if you ignore the case, Agent Kreident. Call it
an acci-dent, and everything will be nestly explained. | never should have brought you here.”

Craig crunched hisjawstogether in an effort to re-main cam. Trying adifferent tack, he removed the
pho-tographs from his jacket pocket. "Dr. Dumenco, take alook at these photos, please. Who are these
people, and why did you have their photographs hidden in your drawer?



The dying physicist blinked and stared, trying to focus his eyes—and then he recoiled in shock. Tears
began to stream down the old scientist's face. As his body wracked with sobs, aline of blood trickled
out of hismouth. But he refused to answer.

Trish saw the pictures and gasped in surprise. Craig glared at her, and she answered immediately.
"Hisfam-ily," shesaid. "l met them on my Chernobyl trip. But | haven't seen them since he defected from
the Ukraine. | know he didn't bring them to Chicago.”

"L eave the pictures here, so they can be by my side," Dumenco said.

Trish removed the photos from Craig's hands and stared down at the snapshots for along moment. A
strange expression crossed her face before shelovingly stood them up in their smal frameson his
bedside table.

"Good thing you took them from my apartment,” Dumenco said, hisvoicerattling. "Otherwise he
would have gotten them.”

"Who, Georg?"' Trish asked. "Who would have got-ten them? The man who tried to kill you?'

Craig took out his notebook. The family members added anew twist. Was Dumenco protecting
them? Were they hostages somewhere? Had they already been killed by the assassin?

"'Why are you protecting someone who just tried to kill you?' Hetook agamble. "Isit something to
do with your physicswork in the Soviet Union? What re-search did you do before you cameto this
country, and why wasthe U.S. so anxiousto get you here?’

“No records," Dumenco said. "Doesn't matter."

"If it has something to do with who'strying to kill you, it does matter! Why were dl your papersand
re-sults covered up? They're not in your files."

Dumenco sat up in the bed with a Herculean effort, completely lucid now. Now he seemed dmost
paternd. "Y ou don't understand, Agent Kreident. There are some vows | made, some promises| intend
to keep. And I'm not going to change my mind. Not because I'm so close to death | can put my arms
around my own tombstone."

Craig shook hishead in disgust, and he tossed alast glance at the photos of Dumenco's wife and
children. The frames sood on the data printouts from his Fermilab antimatter experiment. Craig couldn't
imagine the sci-entist doing any deep mentd caculationsin this state of mind.

"If you have anything to tell me, Dr. Dumenco, well have other agents standing by. They can getin
touch with me," he said with abitter voice. "Meanwhile, | have acase to solve, with or without your
help."

Asheturned to leave, Trish followed him out. He faced her. ' 'And what do you haveto tell me?1
can seethat you're hiding something. Did you see something this morning?”

"No, Craig," shesad, her faceflushing. "I didn't.”

Hefrowned at her. "I know you too well for that, Trish." But she just met his gaze with stony silence.
He had seen the same sort of doggedness when she had moved away from California, leaving everything
they had and going on her own to Johns Hopkins.

He shook his head in disgust. "Everyone around hereisamarve of cooperation." As he passed the
hospital security officers and the FBI man outside the door, he snapped, "I want this guard to be airtight!”

Craig looked a hiswatch, then back at Trish, giving her the brush-off. "Paige is picking me up to go
to Fer-milab. | have another meeting with Dr. Piter." At least Paige wasinterested in solving the case.

He glanced back at the closed door to the Ukrainian'sroom. "Dead mentell no tales,” he said to
himsdlf, shaking hishead. "But dying men aren't much help e-ther.”



CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE
Thursday, 9:07 am.
Fermilab

Hanging up the phone, Randall Jackson couldn't decide whether to be frustrated and angry ... or
elated at having found a solid lead. Regardless, he couldn't wait to tell Craig. At the least they'd meet that
afternoon in Ben Goldfarb's hospital room, asthey had agreed.

Dumenco's graduate student and assistant, Nicholas Bretti had been gone on vacation in West
Virginiafor the past week. He had not called his advisor, had not shown that he even knew about
Dumenco's letha ex-posure, though the story had been on most of the mgjor news media

Explainable enough, Jackson thought, if Bretti was out on afamily fishing trip, on the deep lakes and
icy riversin theisolated West Virginiamountains, as he had told his colleagues. Jackson himsdf rarely
watched the news when he was on vacation.

But Bretti'sfamily had no idea where their son was. No, they did not know that he was on vacation,
and the last time he and hisfather had gone fishing was when he had been twelve years old.

Jackson had thanked them, hung up. And let his sus-picions grow.
Nicholas Bretti was not where he had claimed to be, and perhaps he held other secretsaswell. |||

Jackson flipped through a stack of |ab notebooksin the cluttered cubicle while Nels Piter's grad
student Frank Chang watched by his side. The hardback note-books had cloth spines and numbered,
lined paper in-side—not the typical cheap, spiral bound college specid Jackson had used asan
undergraduate. But each volume had NICHOLAS BRETTI stamped proudly on the front. Other than
the notebooks, the cubicle office held nothing but physicstexts, journd articles, preprints, and
equip-ment manuals.

Frank Chang seemed anice enough guy, with agoofy, friendly grin. With hislong hair and small metal
glasses, helooked like he belonged more at Berkeley than in the Midwest. And at least he was
thoroughly impressed, if not intimidated, by the FBI badge.

Frank Chang stifled ayawn. " Sorry—had awild night last night." Hetossed hislong hair over his
shoul-der and pointed to the top notebook. "If Bretti wrote anything worth keeping, it would bein this
gtack. That's the most important thing we learn in grad school—doc-ument the hell out of everything.”

Jackson flipped through the pages. Nothing in here made sense—equations, columns of numbers,
scratched-out formulas, "diffusion rates' and "annihilation op-erators.” Craig had directed Jackson to
Piter, who had in turn assgned Frank Chang to show him around Bretti's office—a cubicle shared with
two other grad stu-dents. The tiny room looked more like arepository for missing paperwork than an
office.

Jackson looked up, frustrated at not being able to de-cipher Bretti's scratchings. It reminded him of

trying to work with those computer jocks at the Lawrence Liv-ermore National Lab—introverted
geniuses. "So what'sin here? What was Bretti working on?'

Chang grinned. "The same thing every other graduate student has been working on since Nels Piter
blew in from CERN—crysta-lattice trgps. Antimatter holding devices. Here, I'll show you." Chang
waved Jackson over to another desk inside the cubicle. He picked up asmall white cube the size of a
sugar lump encased in some sort of plastic. One side of the plastic had an array of tiny pin points. "Thisis
asdt crysal, an imperfect one, but it's ftill useful to show how the trap works.”

Jackson turned the feather-light cube in hishand. "Thisis sat?’
"Y eah, smple table sdt. Sodium chloride. We grow them in the lab. But when we get agood one, we



canfix itin aplastic mount, like thisone. Thetiny pock-marksyou seein the plagtic are actualy banks of
solid state lasers—there's another array at right anglesto this one, fixed on the perpendicular wall. When
the lasers are turned on, they create resonancesin the sdt crystal, and it allows usto store one particle of
antimatter at each molecular lattice Ste. That way, the antimatter won't react with ordinary matter—it
would destroy itsdf if it did. Thisisamuch more efficient way of storing p-barsthan using abig old
magnetic bottle. And it all comesfrom Dr. Piter'swork at CERN."

"'Antimatter? How dangerousisthis?'

Chang shrugged. "Not very. But only because we can't produce very many antiprotons. At least not
right now. That'swhat Bretti was working on with Dr. Du-menco."

Jackson held the sdlt crystal up to the light. The whole thing weighed less than hiswatch. " Then what's
the big ded? Can thistiny crystd hold very much? An ounce or two?"

Frank Chang looked shocked. "Agent Jackson, if every availablelattice Stein that little crystal
contained an antiproton, it would hold nearly three kiloton's equiv-aent of nuclear explosive energy—one
sixth the atomic bomb dropped on Hirashima."

"Areyou dl right, Craig?' Paige asked after she had parked her red MG sportscar beside the
concrete towers of Wilson Hall.

Unlike Trish, she had alowed him to drift in hismen-ta world during the drive through the midwest
prairie, strip malls, suburbs, and morning truck traffic. Trish, on the other hand, would haveinssted he
share every thought and force him out of hisintrospection into an extroverted therapy session.

"Just having trouble understanding people,” he said. From hislaw school daysin Stanford, Craig
knew that a dying man's deathbed confession held far more weight than anorma statement. If Dumenco
would only be straight with him, it would make much more sensein the long run.

Thewind swirled red and yellow leaves around their feet as Paige led him behind the adminigrative
building into one of the experimenta buildings. Blue and orange wals, linoleum, and plumbing adorned
theinsde of theindustria laboratory setting. Craig buttoned his suit jacket asthey walked in, searching
for Dr. Piter.

"Nelsisunder alot of pressuretoo, Craig," Paige said. "The Nobel Prize meansalot to him. It must
be sobering to know that you only have one chance to ob-tain the most important god in your life.”

"Tdl that to Dr. Dumenco,” Craig said dryly.

They passed down oneflight of stairs below ground, to a computer-run control room. Painted
cinderblock walls gave way to poured concrete tunnels, heavy tech-nical equipment, and more chain-link
fences and gates. Technicians and other grad students manned the con-soles, touching the screens of
colored flow charts. The air-conditioning was on high to cool the eectronic equipment.

Piter waited for them. He wore a disheveled white shirt, arumpled tan suit, aloosened brown tie—a
curi-oudy doppy appearance for the meticulous Belgian sci-entist. Craig immediately noticed the
shadowed rings around his eyes.

He peremptorily clagped hishandsin front of him. "Good morning, Dr. Piter. Thanksfor seeing us

again.

Piter appeared flustered. "It's been quite abusy day adready. | even had to have one of my graduate
students show your colleague around.”

"Issomething wrong?' said Craig.

""We got along string of spurious results in the mid-dle of the night—I've been here since about three
inthe morning. And right when we're trying to verify the run, congtruction activities on the Main Injector



caused afatd fluctuation in the beam and we had to shut the Tev-atron down.” He sighed. "And weve
got more anomalies, probably caused by Dumenco's unfortunate accident.”

The graduate students continued to peck on their screens, bypassing safety interlocks to massage
their re-sults. They seemed to be functioning well enough after the substation explosion the previous
Sunday evening.

"You'll haveto excuse meif | seem alittle disjointed.” Piter sounded embarrassed.

"Was there aserious problem?’ Craig asked inno-cently. "Isthis going to affect your own
experiment?’

Piter'sface twisted. "While we were at dinner last night, the p-bar production rate went up
dramaticaly, then went back down again. Unexpectedly. Actudly, the increase wasin line with what Dr.
Dumenco had projected. But it seems quite curious that it would hap-pen now. All by itself."

Paigesaid, "Isn't it good news to increase the anti-matter production?”

Piter gave her athin smile. "In aphysics sense, of course, because the p-bars give us the opportunity
for many high-energy experiments. But unlesswe find out why the production rate isfluctuating so
dradticdly, it means nothing.”

Craig followed an idearthat had just occurred to him. " Could antimatter have caused that substation
explo-son, Dr. Piter? Some sort of buildup that went critica? Wouldn't that explain your missing p-bars
fromtheflow?"

Piter looked sharply a him. "In theory, | suppose— but there's no way for the antimatter to have left
the main Tevatron ring and gone into the beam-sampling substation. It's preposterous.”

"'Could one of your grad students have tampered with the support equipment?* Craig spoke quietly,
looking at the technicians at the control panel.

Piter suppressed a scowl, and didn't even try to keep hisvoice low. "In an experiment this mgor, Mr.
Krei-dent, the grad students have little real responsibility. They are just hired help, nothing more.”

"Then | see nothing much has changed,” said Craig tightly.

"Ah, you have been a graduate student?" Piter looked at him, eyebrows arched as helifted his chin.
"Inthe FBI?' He moved away from the console and started for the door; Craig and Paige followed.

Craig shook hishead. "1 mgored in physics a Stan-ford before going on to Law Schooal. | took a
course and worked at the Linac—the Linear Accelerator—my sen-ior year. Since | wasn't going on to
study physics, | didn't have the pressure on melikethered grad stu-dents, but | certainly remember what
itwaslike

"| see.” Piter continued down the huge opening. They walked briskly down another set of Sairsto the
underground entrance. Their shoes echoed hollowly against the bare cement walls. "We can goinsdethe
Tevatron, now that the beam is shut down. We don't have to worry much about residud radioactivity.”

Piter took aright-hand turn and stopped before an-other control room door. He used a
badge-locked key with amagnetic strip and access code, making three at-tempts before he finally gained
access. "Too many dis-connections and supposed upgrades,” he said. "Nothing works the way it should
anymore." Ahead, the under-ground tunnel curved around, vanishing around abend in the distance,

Glaring lights shone down on wide conduits mounted to the walls. Banks of superconducting magnets
sur-rounded the beam channdl's, and substations, and fuse junction boxes; diagnostics stood out in regular
intervas.

Technicians moved down the line, a pale young woman with dark hair and atwentysomething man
with a goatee and the build of aweight lifter. The woman stopped at each junction box, checking



readings as she munched from a bag of fat-free pretzels.

Craig stepped up and spoke quietly. "Dr. Piter, can you verify that you were at the lab early this
morning, when you said you were cdled in?'

Piter looked up with an astonished look on hisface. "Of course | can—but what on fool's earth for?!

" Someone attempted to kill Dr. Dumenco in hishos-pital room thismorning. Thekiller got away, but
we have awitness

" "Then why are you bothering meif you have an eye-witness?' Piter drew himsdf up to hisfull five
feet Sx inch height. He purposely brushed lint from his suit and straightened histie. "Surely they don't
think itsme?"

" just want to diminate as many potential suspectsas| can.” He paused. "That includes everyone,
Dr. Pi-ter."

Piter drew his mouth tight and lifted his chin. "Y ou may confirm my presence here with any one of
those technicians. Or one of my grad students, Frank Chang— he's showing your partner around aswe
speak. Weve dl been here putting in alot of hours. | refuseto believe that you would serioudy consider
me, the Director of High-Energy Research, a possible suspect in any scheme to harm my esteemed
colleague, Dr. Dumenco.”

"People have plenty of motivesto do things out of the ordinary, Dr. Piter. How about the Nobel 7"

Piter took a step backward and blinked. "That's just an award, Agent Kreident. It certainly isn't
worth killing someone over! Infact, even coveting the prizeis con-sidered quite unprofessond.”

Craig just watched him, knowing that Piter coveted the Nobel agreat dedl.

He thought he would be going back and forth between the medical center and Fermilab quite afew
more times before he had answersto this case.

CHAPTER TWEIMTY-TWO
Thursday, 1:03 p.m.
Fox River Medica Center, Main Cafeteria

"Have lunch with me" Craig said to Trish, gesturing toward the cafeteria. "It's hospitd food, but it's
the best | can do right now, considering Jackson is meeting me here a three. And I'm paying. | owe you
anyway, be-cause you won our bet."

"Our bet?' she asked with an uncertain smile. She adjusted her delicate glasses, fdling into step
besdehim.

"When you firg called me on the phone, you swore that this case would be unlike any of the others
I've worked on. Y ou wereright." He held open the swinging cafeteriadoor for her. Thefood insde
ameled asif it had gone through an automatic dishwasher, but his som-ach rumbled anyway.

"So | get fine hospital dining,” she said, arching her eyebrows. "Good thing I'm not normally a
gambling woman."

In the cafeterialine they each took atray and studied the unappealing selection of foods. Craig
refused to take one of the bowls of jiggling, brilliantly colored Jell-O, choosing tapioca pudding instead.
Heladled out aserv-ing of mushy spaghetti and meetballs. Trish looked at him sdelong, and Craig
decided it might be better if he didn't eat the meatballs after al. Trish choseadubioudy fresh sdlad, a
helping of fruit cocktail, and a carton of skim milk.

They settled down at atable at the far end of the cafeteria. Craig scanned the mix of doctors, nurses,
vol-unteers, and families visting patients. The noise droned around them, giving them complete



anonymity. He still had the nagging suspicion that she knew or suspected something about that morning's
attack, and he decided to follow hisintuition.

"I've been thinking about you alot recently,” Trish said, sdf-conscioudy removing her glasses.

Craig swallowed hard. That was abold move for opening their first real one-on-one conversation in
sometime. ' "'Then how come you never called me until amur-der case forced you to?"

"Me?" Trish blinked. "How come you never cdled?'

Craig looked away, studying the gelatinous red and white swirls of the alleged spaghetti. He searched
for the right words, but Trish had histhoughtsin too much of aturmoil. Things had changed. They were
two different people from the years they were together at Stanford.

Finally, she answered her own comment. "Y ou'reright. We promised not to get into that
finger-pointing thing, but | had hoped you would send me aletter... or something. | redly did want to be
friends”

"Well, my casdoad has been very full,” Craig said with forced enthusiasm. ™Y ou know me, devoted
tothe FBI."

Trishtook abite of her salad. ' 'And I've been intently involved with my own research. Johns Hopkins
isn't any more relaxing than your Bureau.”

"l don't supposeitis,” Craig sad.

"Because of my speciaty I'm in intermittent demand, whenever aradiation accident happens. But my
work with the PR-Cubed keeps me on the go congtantly. Were till doing follow-up and tracking of al
the stud-ieswe did in the aftermath of Chernobyl. Remember when | went over there asa pre-med?”

"How could | forget?' Craig said. For months she had been wrapped up in her own thoughts, or
bombard-ing him with stories of what she had experienced there. She had merely been ajunior member
of theteam, ardlief worker interviewing residents who had lived in the densest fallout plume from the
nuclear reactor disaster. It had been her job to keep massive datigtics, chronicling the overwhelming tide
of medica problemsfrom the Chernobyl survivors.

"The Ukraineisabeautiful country, like our Mid-west. It's the breadbasket of what used to be the
Soviet Union... but that power plant accident was the greatest man-made disaster in history. The falout
gpread from the Ukraine into Belarus, even around the world in the jet stream.” She shook her head,
blinking her dark eyes asif to wipe away haunting memories.

Then she leaned forward, fixing him with her gaze. Craig felt a sense of dread as he wondered what
she was about to confess.

"1 met Georg Dumenco there, in the Ukraine, dl those years before. He and hisfamily. He
desperately wanted to leave the country, to get hisfamily safe, but there was nothing we could do. Once
he emigrated here, | kept tabs on him through the PR-Cubed.” As shetook her dark gaze from him, he
fet asif atargeting cross had just dipped away. " So did other people, | think."

Craig took a deep bresath, trying to assess the infor-mation. "What do you mean by that? What
happened to Dumenco's family, the onesin the sngpshots | found?”

Trish shook her head. "Nobody knows. They disap-peared during the upheaval, the breakup of the
Soviet Union. For years now, somebody. .. somebody at the PR-Cubed..." Shetrailed off.

Reflexively she drank her milk and ate more sdlad while Craig waited in slence. "I'm... having ahard
timewith this. It's bringing back too many memories. Dumenco is dying from aradiation exposure, just
like those people at Chernobyl. Maybe hisfamily died back in the Ukraine before he cameto this
country. Therés nothing | can do for him, or for them."



"But I'm sure you managed to help,” Craig findly said, still trying to get her to open up. "That'swhat
you've dways wanted to do, help people.”

"But that isn't dwaysthe casg, isit?' she said tetily. "How can you stand it, Craig? Thisfataigtic
inevita-bility. By thetime you're caled in to amurder inves-tigation, the crime has dready happened.
Youreawaystoo late... and I'm dwaystoo late. When | get called to treat aradiation exposure, like
Georg's, thereés not much | can do. | can't even make him more comfortable ashe dies.”

She pushed her tray away. "My sole purposeisto collect dataon his decline and degth. No onein
the world could have cured hisletha exposure, but I'm the one they called—so I'm the onewho
ultimatdy fals"

"Oh, Trish," Craig said trying to be soothing, but he sounded scolding instead. What other information
did she have? What did the PR-Cubed have to do with this?"Y ou help people who receive smaller
exposures.”

Trish sat back and thought for amoment, then smiled. "Y ou're right. Sometimes | can help. In fact,
that'swhy 1've been thinking of you recently.”

Craig blinked, unsure of where shewas going. She couldn't be trying to get back together, could
she?

Trish leaned forward. "I treated afriend of yours. They cdled mein after that Russian Genera Ursov
re-ceived his exposure out in Nevada. Y ou were there. The man couldn't stop talking about you."

"Tow treated Ursov?' Craig said in astonishment. But of course, it made sense. Trish LeCroix was
one of the few medical radiation experts, and she waswell known in her field. When asenior Russan
military officer had received the large radiation dose, medica expertswould have called someone like
Trish. "So you're the one he meant. In aletter he added a postscript saying that our ‘'mutud friend' sends
greetings. | was baffled until now. | couldn't figure out who he was talking about.”

Trish amiled. "I guess he played alittletrick on you."

"Those Strategic Rocket Forces guys, what abunch of jokers." He had thought a great deal about
Ursov and respected the stoic generd for his unwavering devotion... and now anideaformedin his
mind.

Seemingly eager to be away from the prior conver-sation, Trish continued offhandedly, "Y our friend
Paige Mitchdl seemsa... nice enough sort of person. In her own way."

Craig concentrated on his spaghetti. He couldn't tell if Trish was being catty or if shewasjust trying to
gauge hisresponse. "We've worked closely on severa cases now,” he said, wiping his mouth with a

napkin.
Shewaited, but he refused to give her more details about the cases.
"She'svery smart,” hefinaly continued. "Easy to get dong with." He left the thought hanging.

He didn't particularly enjoy being caught between two such women. It might be best for him, for the
case, and for hisown sanity if he spent the next days working with Jackson and trying to steer clear of
both Trish and Paige.

Dumenco's accident, the substation explosion, Gold-farb's shooting, the saboteur in Dumenco's
gpartment, and the mysterious attacker in the hospital—not to men-tion the Ukrainian's connection with
Trish and the PR-Cubed—gave him quite enough to worry about for the time being.

chapter i twenty-three!
Thursday, 1:17 p.m.

Evergreen Espresso, Aurora, Illinois



Nicholas Bretti sipped on his double espresso, though he was wired enough, unsettied, edgy. He sat
on one of the metal-mesh chairs under a green-and-white sun um-brella, scanning down the sdewalk.
Where the hell was Chandrawdia? In downtown redneck Aurora, he shouldn't have trouble finding the
whip-thin Indian rep-resentative.

At least outside he could have a smoke. The whole damned country was getting to be anonsmoking
zone. Thank goodness Indiahadn't gone that direction. That was one thing he could look forward to if he
went back to Bangaore... for therest of hislife.

He swalowed hard, then nervoudy lit another ciga-rette with his chegp butane lighter and stuck it
back into his pocket. He took along drag, pulling the thick smoke deep into hislungs. Yes, inIndiahe
could smoke wherever he wanted. That was an advantage. He was sure there must be other advantages,
at least one or two. There must be.

The too-cute rustic coffee shop was set off the main street, shaded by treesthat had just begun to
shed their leaves. Insde, Formicatopped tables and red vinyl booths filled most of the floor space. A
wooden stage held an old Fender amplifier, two microphones, astool, and four guitar standsfor Friday
night festivities. The smell of different coffee beans wafted through the air—

French vanilla, Irish creme, amaretto, mocha, al tum-bled together.

Bretti sat done outsdein the clear, cool autumn air. He had never felt so isolated in hislife. What was
he going to do? He looked at hiswatch again and groaned. The Indian bastard better show up.

Bretti took another drag, then coughed. Inside the cof-fee shop, the only other customer—some girl
who hadn't even looked hisway when held entered—kept her nose buried in the Chicago Sun. Good.
Hedidn't want to draw any attention to himsdlf.

Chandrawalia had told Bretti to meet him there, in no uncertain terms. Bretti hadn't dared dip into
Fermilab yet. He had even cruised past his gpartment three times before he finally decided no one was
watching the place—but ill, he refused to flick on hislights. He had sumbled in the dark to his bed,
crashed, and spent most of the night trying to deep.

Back at the accelerator, his crystd-lattice trap should still be installed down in the beam-shunt tunnd,
unnot-iced. It had been two days since he had | €ft, two days since he had shot the FBI agent. No doubt
teams were crawling over the site, but they would be concentrating on the substations, where the first
explosion had oc-curred and where the shooting had happened. He doubted they would have any reason
to scour the ex-perimenta target aress.

He had no ideaiif the FBI was watching for him, if they even suspected. Would they come and arrest
him in the middle of the night, have astakeout inside Fer-milab—or would he get away with everything,
no onethe wiser?

Bretti took another sip of espresso, tasting the burned bitter smell on histongue asit mixed with
tobacco smoke. Then he saw Chandrawalia coming down the street, wearing a blue turban. Thetall
Indian stood out, even when he was dressed in a short deeve, open-collar shirt. Chandrawaiagave a
perfunctory bow, scraping aheavy chair across the patio concrete to take a seat next to Bretti. He didn't
seem to have any intention of or-dering coffee for himself.

"Yourelate" Bretti said.

"Traffic," Chandrawalia said. His dark eyes searched the near-deserted coffee shop. "Y our car is il
parked at the Consulate garage. When are you going to pick it up?'

Bretti shook hishead. "It'stoo risky. | may just haveto ditchit.”

Chandrawdiawas unimpressed. | am told that your trip to Bangal ore was disappointing to Dr.
Punjab. That isvery disturbing newsto me. | thought we had an agreement.”



Bretti tried to look Chandrawaliain the eye, but the man's gaze kept jumping from one spot to
another on the street, in the coffee shop. Heleaned forward. "1 told you that | had to get out of the
country. And fast. Don't you watch the news? They still might belooking for me after the explosion and
after the shooting.”

"And why should we help you when you have proven yoursdf unreliable? And adanger to usas
wdll." Chan-drawdias eyes seemed to click as he swung his entire focus to Bretti. He scowled, showing
perfect white teeth againgt hisdark skin. "Y ou did not ddliver the quantity of antimatter we had agreed
upon. Our work depends on those p-bars. Y ou have caused many difficultiesfor us."

Bretti fumbled for another cigarette, indignant. "Hey, | brought you more than you ever had before—"

"And now you must do much better. | had to arrange some political favorsto get you and your
antimatter into Indiain the first place. Do you think it was easy for me to use adiplomatic pouch to
trangport your device?'

"l did thebest | could,” said Bretti defensively.

"No doubt you discovered that other, competing po-litica partiesin my government are dready highly
sus-picious of my activities" Chandrawdialeaned forward to emphasize the words. "The next time you
enter my country it will not be so easy to get past customs.”

Bretti took another gp of the now-cold espresso, fed-ing the acid of caffeinerail in hisstomach. It
was now even clearer just how much the Indians needed him. He started to feel cocky. "Fine, I've got
one crystal-lattice trap hidden in the main experimental target tunnel, and another in one of the
substations, collecting stray anti-meatter. The large one should have collected ten timeswhat | promised
you, more antimatter than has ever been stored before. In fact, we may even be nearing the ca-pacity of
the device desgn." Hiseyes glittered—now hefindly had the man's atention.

"'l can go fetch it early tomorrow morning, after mid-night, and we can be on our way—but | need
something more from you." He narrowed his eyes and nervoudy stroked his goatee.

Chandrawdia gtiffened. "We have already paid you agreat ded of money for an incomplete task—"

Bretti pounded hisfist on the metal table, rattling his espresso cup. "And you need to be ready to
offer me sanctuary. If things go to hell around here, | may haveto run. Thisisn't like shoplifting acandy
bar from agrocery store. The FBI isaready on site, and my advisor Dumenco just may be ableto figure
out what'sgoing on, if he livesthat long. He's probably the only one who can unravel what's happening to
his enhanced beam, where dl the extraantimatter isgoing. | may haveto lie low in your country for a
while”

Bretti swallowed hard, but tried not to let uneasiness show on hisface. He wasn't a professiond
crimind, didn't have any idea how to cover up evidence, keep hisdibi straight, avoid suspicion. For al he
knew, he could have lft telltale, incriminating Sgnsdl over the place.

"I'm afraid that isimpaossible, Dr. Bretti,” Chandrarwaiasaid coolly.

Fueled by the caffeine-charged espresso, Bretti stood up. ™Y ou don't seem to understand who's
cdling the shots around herel”

Chandrawalialooked a him with amaddeningly smug expression. "Yes| do, Dr. Bretti. | understand
quite wdll. It isyou that does not understand that | do not spesk for India—my position isa concession
of the party now in charge, a position designed so that the Peo-ple's Liberty for All codlition will support
the present government. After our work with your antimatter supply succeeds, perhaps then my political
party will bein aposition to offer you asylum. For now, we are at asgreat arisk asyou are.”

Bretti's cheeks burned. "For doing medical research! Give me abreak.”
Chandrawaialowered hisvoice. "Don't be stupid, Mr. Bretti." The Indian'swords stung. "Even | did



not think you to be so dense. If we redlly wanted the anti-meatter for commercia applications, we would
have gone through your Department of Commerce. These p-barswill be used for weapons
gpplications—nuclear weap-ons, abold new design.”

"That's crazy,” said Bretti, confused. "Y ou don't use p-barsin anuclear chain reaction—" But ashe
spoke, heredized he wasn't sure. In fact, he had no idea, had never even considered the possibility.
Holy shit, hethought. Nuclear weapons? What have | gotten into?

"Properly harnessed, antimatter injected into an im-ploding bomb core can draméticaly increasethe
yield. These results have been widely reported by aresearch group at your own Penn State. In short,
with the proper technology, your antimatter will alow usto build far more warheads with far less
precious plutonium. It will give Indiaa strategic advantage such aswe have never had over Pakistan or
China—and the Peopl€e's Libera-tion for All party will become heroes.”

Chandrawadlias gray beard and mustache surrounded his expression of intense focus. " Tomorrow,
you will be ready with your cargo. | will expect you at the airport for the early afternoon flight. Y ou will
board the Con-cord again and return to New Delhi. If you are true to your word, and if you deliver ten
times as many p-bars, perhapswe will discuss the matter further.”

He brushed down hisjacket, stood, and carefully pushed the metd chair back into place at the table.
"Good day."

Bretti seethed as he watched the man walk back down the sdewa k. Damned. .. towelhead! Then he
camed himsdf, clenching and unclenching hisfists. Hewould just have to avoid the cops, and the FBI
until then. It was only one more day, and they couldn't possibly have had time to check the thousands of
employees who might have been working in and around the Tevatron, substations, and admin building
during the daysin ques-tion. Besides, theinvestigators probably thought he was still on vacation, so
maybe they hadn't even considered looking him up.

Nuclear weapons!

He ran a shaking hand through his hair and glanced around the deserted coffee shop, at the traffic
rushing past on the street. This changed everything. With every passng moment hefdt himsdlf being
dragged deeper into a bottomless pit. Deeper and deeper . Bretti tried to wet hislips, but his mouth was
dry, cottony. The coffee made his mouth taste sour.

He needed another cigarette, but his hands shook so badly he could barely use hislighter.
CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR

Thursday, 2:21 p.m.

Aurora, Illinois

Standing at a pay phone outside a gas station near the hospital, Craig flipped open his notebook and
found atelephone number he never thought he'd have occasion to use.

His stomach knotted. He couldn't believe he was about to make this call. He kept telling himself it
was abad idea, that he was going against numerous regul ations about contacting foreign national s without
prior ap-proval.

But it also might give him answers no one el se wanted to talk about.

Thinking of how Goldfarb had been eft for dead, how awould-be n had comeright into the
hospital to kill the aready-dying Dumenco, and how the Ukrainian continued to avoid answering his
questions, Craig de-cided to make the call—and damn the consequences.

Hed report the contact to the Office of Professiona Responsbility and the Oakland security office as
soon as he was done. But thiswas his case now, and he had to pursueit in the manner he deemed best.



Beddes, it wasn't asif thiswasthefirst time held done anything June Atwood could scold him for.

He opened the dangling phone book, flipping pages until he found the Internationa Access Codefor
the Russan Republic.

He had afederd credit card for officid cals, but de-cided in this caseit would be better if he paid for
it out of hisown pocket. Despite the inconvenience, he had bought a handful of prepaid phone cards
ing de the gas station. He had been on many crimina cases, but this was the degpest Counter Intelligence
suff he had ever tried.

Using the phone cards, Craig punched in the access code and dided the international number he had
written down. He didn't bother to calculate the time difference, because he had to call now. Severd lives
depended on the information he needed.

If General Gregori Ursov wasthere, he was there,

When the phone rang and was answered by someonein garrulous Russan, Craig spoke clearly and
patiently. "English please.”

The person on the line said something and ran off. Craig wasn't sureif the person had hung up. The
Rus-san Strategic Rocket Forces probably didn't get many calls from non-Russans.

Finally another voice came on the line, heavily ac-cented. "I speak English. Who isthis?!

"I must talk to Generd Ursov," he said dowly and clearly.

The voice sounded surprised. "Ursov?' He spoke aburst in Russian, yelling at someone behind him,
then came back. "No General Ursov here. No Ursov."

Craig knew he had dialed the right number, knew thiswas adodging tactic. "Tell General Ursov this
ishisfriend from the United States. Thisis Specia Agent Kreident.”

"No Ursov here," the voice said again.

"Tdl himit'sCraig Kreident," heingsted. "I have an important matter to discuss with him. He owes
me hislife—he can at least talk to me on the phone.”

Another mutter, then the line went sllent again except for occasiond clicks like gnawing rodents on the
wires. He was confident the conversation would be recorded, especidly now. He hoped the
eavesdroppers enjoyed the change in the pattern of their day.

In the service station next to the pay phone, mechanics used a power wrench to lock on hubcap bolts
with such force that no stranded motorist would ever be able to get them free. A dropped wrench
clanged on the cement garage floor, while another mechanic drove ablatting car without a muffler around
back.

Craig looked at his stack of phone cards, ready to use another one as soon as histime ran out. After
al this, he couldn't risk being cut off by atelephone operator.

Findly the Russian generd's gruff voice came on theline, blustering loudly. "Agent Kreident! Thisis
most unexpected.”

"Hello, Generad. Thank you for the officid citation your government sent me. That was most kind of
you, sir. And our mutud friend again says hello. It turns out we're working on another case together, one
amilar toyours... only much worse. A lethd radiation exposurethistime.™

Ursov suddenly sounded cagey. "'l am sorry to hear that, my friend. An accident? And... wheredid
thisra-diation come from?"

"It happened at a high-energy accelerator. Perhaps an accident, or perhaps not,” Craig said. "l need
some in-formation from you, Generd."



"Me?" Ursov sad, genuinely surprised. "How can | assst you? | am on the other sde of the world.”
""Thevictim isan emigre Ukrainian scientist. He de-fected during the breakup of the USSR—"

"A defector?"

"Encouraged by us. He came to work at Fermilab, our largest particle accelerator, near Chicago.”
"l am familiar with CERN in Geneva. Itissamilar, yes?'

"Yes. From what | can tell, the victim worked for the Soviet Union on some projects—but he has
kept ex-tremely quiet about it. However, | believe some of his previouswork may have endangered him
here. And oth-ers. My own partner Ben Goldfarb has been shot. Y ou might remember him.”

"l seewhy you have such incentive to solve this case. But a defector—"

"Thevictim has only about two daysto live, Generd. A distinct part of thetrail leads back to the
physics he performed in the former Soviet Union. | want to know what it was, and why it might have
marked him for deeth.”

Ursov was sillent for amoment. "Agent Kreident, | have no knowledge of such matters. Y ou must
redizethis"

"But certainly, General Ursov, aman in your position hasways of finding out?' He pursed hislips, but
Ursov didn't riseto the bait. "The scientist's name is Georg Dumenco. He was a highly esteemed
physicis. | believe hiswork must have been ground-breaking, judging from the terms my country offered
him when he defected. He's under consideration for this year's Nobd Prizein physics.”

Ursov interrupted him sourly. ' 'Y es, we remember Dr. Dumenco. It istoo bad he fled to your
country. We would have been proud to have him accept his prize in Stockholm in the name of my
country instead of yours.”

"Wdl he's not going to be accepting it for either country,” Craig said. "Dumenco isin ahospital bed
dying from radiation exposure. | need to know about him, General. Tell mewhat you can about his
work."

Ursov paused again, asif pondering the implications of answering. "'If he conducted his research for
Soviet military, those records are classified and sedled. | now merely work for Russian Strategic Rocket
Forces."

"Yes, Generd," Craig said with total skepticism, "and I'm merdly an accountant for the FBI."
Ursov chuckled. More static came on theline.

Crag glanced at hiswatch. He didn't have aclue how much money was left on his card, but he made
ready to dip in another one before the line went dead. "L ook, Generd, | don't need to know the exact
nature of what he was doing—I probably wouldn't understand it any-way. But give me alead, something
that'll help me solve this murder.”

Ursov sighed. "1t will take sometime, my friend, and do not expect too many details. | know | owe
you my life, but sometimesalifeis not worth al that much. At least not to people over here.”

"Do what you can, Generd, and don't take too long.”

"Very well—and say hello to the lovely Dr. LeCroix for me. From the way shetalks, | believe you
dill hold aspecid placein her heart.”

"Thanks, Generdl," Craig said, embarrassed, "that's not the information | wanted to hear.”

"And say hdllo to the equdly lovely Ms. Mitchell." Ursov sighed. "Ah, to be twenty years younger.
Y oumust gtill work with both of them.”



"Yes, 9r, | an—but it's much too complicated to go into now." And boy is that an under statement,
he thought.

CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE
Thursday, 3:31 p.m.
Fox River Medicd Center, Intensive Care Unit

Asthey left Ben Goldfarb in hishospita room, Craig and Jackson strode down the hal in their dark
suits, making their way past ICU roomswith dying or recov-ering patients. Their partner's condition was
unchanged, still weak and precarious; but the doctors had kept him on aventilator, sedated and
sabilized, with the endotra-chedl tubein histhroat, which prevented him from speaking even if he had
awakened. Goldfarb'swife and daughters hovered beside him, giving their silent sup-port.

Trish had gone to her temporary office to study lab results and chemical andyses of Dumenco's
condition, leaving the orderliesto do their rounds. Until he heard back from General Ursov, if he heard
back, Craig saw no point in returning to Fermilab.

Seeing the curly-haired agent lying so severdly in-jured, Craig felt hisanger rising. Besde him,
Jackson was slent and rigid, held erect by hisinterna fury and his need to find atarget against which to
releaseit.

Craig vowed to talk with the Ukrainian scientist one moretime. Craig knew that Dumenco held akey
piece of information, but refused to reved it. Craig had no further patience, no more desireto play
games. Ben Goldfarb had put hislife on the line for that man. Du-menco could be abit more
cooperdive...

According to Jackson's research, the Ukrainian's grad student was nowhere to be found, not at
home, not on vacation. Maybe he had just changed his plans, not initsalf unusud, especidly not for
someone without awife or children. Perhaps Bretti had even come back to work—but finding any
particular individual at Fermilab was a daunting task, since the scientists and technicians didn't usudly
bother to make their whereabouts known. Of course, if Bretti had returned, he would certainly have
found out about Dumenco.

As he and Jackson strode down the hall toward the dying scientist's room, they saw a blond-haired
orderly flash his1D and hospital badge to the guards stationed outside. The two hospital security men
glanced a the orderly's 1D and let him pass. The white-uniformed or-derly dipped insde with his cart of
medications and his clipboard.

Agent Schultz from the Chicago Bureau office saw them coming and stepped around from a bank of
pay phones he had been using. He greeted Craig and Jack-son. ""Nothing much happening,” Schultz said.
"That old guy isgoing to be dead tomorrow or the day after. What's the use anybody trying to kill him
now?'

Craig checked hiswatch, trying to remember the shift changes. "Makes no senseto me either,” he
said. "But that doesn't mean I'm not worried.” The guards saw them approaching and nodded, aert for
any terrorists coming down the hospita corridor.

An intercom called for assistance on the third floor. Pediatrics paged adoctor. Another orderly
emerged from aroom down the hal carrying abedpan.

With Schultz tagging aong, Craig and Jackson ap-proached Dumenco's room. Creasing his brow,
Craig stepped closer, wondering what the orderly was doing insde. Jackson reached for the door, and
the nearest se-curity guard moved aside to let the three agents pass.

"Hey!" Jackson snapped, turning on them. "Areyou going to just let usbarge in there?' Thefirst
guard looked flustered, glancing over at his counterpart.



Craig glanced through the wire-reinforced window in Dumenco's door. Oxygen from awall-mounted
vave system ran through hosesto the bed. A thick plastic privacy curtain surrounded the dying scienti<t,
blurring details. Through acrack in the curtain, Craig saw the orderly hunched over the bed, blocking the
view. He seemed to be adjusting Dumenco's pillow, his head rest. In front of the curtain, ateenage
candystriper unloaded towels from a cart.

"Y ou should at least check our badges." Jackson continued his reprimand, hisvoice harsh. "I don't
careif you recognize us or not. Don't you guys understand what high security means? Ever vigilant.”

"Sorry, gr," both guards said in unison. Agent Schultz stifled asmile.

Then Craig noticed Dumenco's hand reach up, thrash-ing in the air, weskly struggling. Battering
againg the curtain, he struck the back of the orderly'swhite coat, leaving areddish stain from his
damaged skin. The or-derly didn't flinch, but continued to hunch over Du-menco.

Craig shoved the door open and dashed inside. "FBI! Stop right there! What are you doing?' The
candystriper looked up, eyes wide. She stood between Craig and the orderly.

The orderly lurched upward, spinning around. His face was stony but flushed, hishair so pdethat it
looked recently bleached. The orderly's eyebrows had been shaved off aswell, leaving only smooth skin
on hisface. A ample but very effective disguise. Hewould look entirely different from the dark-haired
man Trish had seen during the previous attack.

Dumenco's free hand reached over to claw at the small, wet pillow that had been shoved againgt his
face 0 hard his skin had bruised. He gasped in alungful of air. Blood trickled from his crushed nose.

The orderly moved like acobra. With hisleft hand he whipped out along razor-edged surgica knife.

"Don't movel" Craig shouted, whipping his hand back to his pancake holster and pulling out his
handgun. "FBI!"

Moreintent on killing his victim than in escaping, the blond-haired man dashed downward toward the
body on the bed. But Dumenco somehow had enough presence of mind to yank the wet pillow across
his chest. The blade plunged into the pillow.

The assassin twisted the knife free. Craig leveled his gun, as did Jackson and Schultz, who aso
charged into the room. The candystriper screamed and backed into the curtain, uncertain where to move
in the confusion.

Jackson's eyes narrowed, and he held up hispistol. The n dashed sideways with the knife, this
time severing some of the tubes and cables connecting Du-menco to the oxygen, IV fluidsand
life-monitoring ap-paratus.

Alarms squealed from the disconnected apparatus. A louder, more insstent darm sounded at the
ICU's central monitoring station.

Jackson ydled, "Put down your weapon, Sir! Now!" and tightened hisfinger on the trigger.

From the other side of the hospital bed the murderous orderly grabbed his cart and shoved it
forward, moving in front of Dumenco. Jackson pulled hisgun back, not willing to risk hitting the
Ukrainian or the candystriper.

"Block him off," Craig said, moving toward the door. Theimpaostor orderly ran with surprising power,
using the sharp-edged cart like a battering ram. He smashed into Schultz, and Craig heard the sound of
cracking bone. The young candystriper scrambled out of the way, gasping.

With deadly precision the orderly threw hisknife at the nearest hospital guard, who also stood in his
way out in the hall. The blade dug into hisright breast, and he staggered back, gasping and coughing
blood. Jackson ran after the impostor, but Schultz went down in front of him.



More alarms sounded out in the hdls. Doctors came rushing from their emergency stations, while
hospital aides stood at the doors, perplexed and astonished.

Asthe orderly plunged through the door, Craig dove at hislegs, but the man kicked him in the chin.
Histeeth clicked together with anoise that vibrated through his skull. In his spinning vision, he saw black
gdic.

Jackson legped over amoaning Agent Schultz and passed Craig in hot pursuit after the orderly.
"Every-body, out of theway!" heyelled. "FBI!"

Craig struggled to hisfeet asthe first emergency doc-tor arrived in response to the automatic alarms.
"Help them!" he said, shaking his head to clear it as he ges-tured to where the stabbed guard writhed in
pain. Du-menco lay disconnected from the oxygen, 1V fluid, and life-monitoring equipment, wheezing,
and Agent Schultz nursed what appeared to be broken ribs and abroken arm. "Get help for all of them."

Craig raced down the hall after his partner. The would-be assassin ran for the stairwel | with Jackson
close behind him. Grabbing ameta cart, the orderly flung it behind him like acarniva ride. Jackson
crashed headlong into it. The cart toppled over with aloud clat-ter, spraying medication cups, syringes,
and supplies acrossthefloor.

Jackson didn't dow, hopping over the obstacle and staggering to regain his balance. He held his
handgun out, but didn't fire as he charged ahead. People in the hall squedled and scattered out of the

way.
The n hit the sairwell, ripped the meta fire door open, and bounded down the gairs. On

pneumatic hinges, the door began to shut behind him. Jackson, run-ning at full speed, grabbed for the
door.

Craig saw the potential trap and shouted, " Jackson— on your guard!”

Thetdl, dark agent passed the threshold at full speed into the dimmer light of the stairwell. He posed
aperfect target—but Craig shouted hiswarning at just the right instant, and Jackson apparently redized
his peril. He threw himsdlf Sdewaysjust as bullets smashed into the stairwell's meta door, making large
puckered craters.

Jackson wasted no time and swung down his own gun with practiced ease. He didn't bother
identifying him-saf—and FBI agents were trained not to fire warning shots. Jackson pulled the trigger
three times, clustering the shots around the impostor orderly's chest. Aim for the center of mass. Remove
the threet.

The orderly flew backward into the concrete wall, his chest ripped open. With theimpact, he
bounced like arubber ball down the remaining haf-flight of stairs, leav-ing a series of red stains until he
crashed againgt the corner landing. Jackson froze in position, hisgun still amed, waiting to seeif the
blond man made afurther move. But the attacker lay sprawled, his eyes wide but unseeing. Speckles of
blood and cooling perspiration dotted his smooth forehead.

It had happened in only afew seconds. Craig finally caught up with his partner, who stood panting
and shak-ing in the instantaneous after-rush of the ordedl.

"Where's hiswegpon?' said Craig, scanning the floor.
Jackson nodded down the stairwell. " Secureit—I kicked it away."

Furtively, Jackson glanced over at the bullet holesin the meta door only inches from where his chest
and head had been. His skin took on a pasty appearance, tinting the rich brown of hisface with agrayish
cadl.

One of the doctors on duty rushed up and knelt over the n. It only took amoment to check the
man over and determine that nothing could be done to save him. The doctor stepped away.



After retrieving the dead man's wegpon, Craig felt cold. He had known there was no other option,
but till he shook hishead. "Isthat our killer?' he asked. "Y ou think that's the guy who triggered the
accident at Fer-milab?"

Jackson panted, then sank to hisknees. "He sure didn't want Dumenco to live through the day."

Then the other implications struck homefor Craig. * 'Just what we needed, a Board of Inquiry inthe
midst of this. We're dready short on time." Jackson seemed too wrung out to do more than just stand
motionless. Craig squeezed his shoulder. "I'll back you up dl theway, Randall.”

He went down the stairs to search the body. Hisfin-gers sticky with blood, he patted down the man's
clothes, pawing in his pockets.

Naturaly, he discovered no identification. With the disguised gppearanceit would be difficult to tell
who this man was, unless the FBI fingerprint database could help out. In the shirt pocket beneath his
white orderly coat, however, Craig found two pieces of paper, one bearing alist of nameswith
corresponding cities, and another asmall business card. Physicians for Responsi-ble Radiation
Research, with astylized logo that showed PR-Cubed. Craig's ssomach twisted in knots.

What did Trish haveto do with this?

Back in Dumenco's room doctors scrambled to put everything back in order. Schultz and the injured
guard had been taken off to be treated, but they weren't in any danger.

In hisbed the Ukrainian lay devastated. His dready horrifying condition had grown noticegbly worse,
asif he had been through some mangling industrial machine. Hisface was ravaged, hiseyeswild and
carlet.

Trish tended him, trying to soothe him. Her face was flushed, her expression pinched with concern.
Sheld suc-ceeded in replacing the 1V drip tubes and reattaching the e ectrodes to his medical monitoring
equipment. Trish looked up a Craig with concern and questionsin her sepiaeyes.

He took a deep breath and clasped his hands, still sticky and stained with blood from the dead
assassin, behind his back. Other Chicago Bureau agents, local law-enforcement, and the remainder of the
hospital se-curity staff, had converged on where the body had falen in the stairwell.

Soon it would betimefor al the paperwork, al the reports. Craig nodded at Trish. "Y ou don't have
to worry about that man anymore. Whoever he was. He doesn't have any identification.”

Trish looked rdieved.

Craig narrowed his eyes and spoke sharply. " So do you want to save usalot of time and trouble and
tell mewho heis?'

Trish blinked, apparently baffled. Craig held up the business card, and it seemed to burn in hisfingers.
"He had thisin his pocket. PR-Cubed, Trish. Y our organi-zation! | thought you were hiding something
from me thismorning, not telling me everything you thought. Now who ishe?!

"He could have gotten that card anywhere—our con-vention wasin town last weekend, and—"
Craig raised hisvoice, but was till under contral. "Whoishe, Trish?'

She paled and rested against the meta support bar of Dumenco's bed. "I... | thought he might have
looked familiar. Someone from the PR-Cubed who was—who said he was tracking down Chernobyl
information. He wanted to know where | could find Georg's family mem-bers, since I'd had some contact
with them in the Ukraine. But | didn't know anything. He asked me sev-erd times, and he was very
ingstent—but | didn't know!" Her voice became thin and watery with her own anxiety.

"Then why didn't you tdl me thismorning, dam-mit?'

"Because | wasn't sure. He was wearing asurgica mask, it was dark. | thought | wasimagining



things"
Dumenco spoke weskly from hisbed. "Not... imag-ining things."

Craig marched toward Dumenco, holding out the ligt, unfolding the sheet of paper. "Dr. Dumenco, |
need you to look at these names. Do you recognize them? The man who attacked you carried them.”

The dying scientist seemed to have trouble focusing on the names. Craig pushed the list closer, and
Dumenco stared at the words. Then tears gushed out of his hem-orrhaged eyes. He trembled on the bed,
glancing at the names, then over at the framed snapshots Craig had taken from the dresser drawer in his

apartment.

"'One name, then a city written down. Who are they, Dr. Dumenco?' he said. Trish looked over his
shoulder, wide-eyed.

"My... my family,” the scientist said. "My family's new names... dl of them." He drew adeep,
shudder-ing breath. ' 'They have been in hiding. They were sup-posed to be—" He shook his head.
"They were supposed to safe, safe from peoplelike him."

He dumped into the bedsheets and continued weep-ing. "My family."
CHAFR»TEFI

TWENTY-S X!

Thursday, 5:01 p.m.

Fox River Medica Center

In the aftermath of the shooting in the hospital, the FBI's Office of Professional Responsibility
swarmed to the Fox River Medical Center, armed with interview ques-tions and formsto befilled out.

Though he hated to have cameras shoved in front of hisface, Craig had made the appropriate
satements to the reporters, explaining about the ongoing investigation into the soon-to-be-fatal radiation
exposure of Nobel Prize contender, Georg Dumenco. An as-yet-unidentified assailant had twice
attempted to kill the physicist in the hospita before being killed himsdlf. The assailant was now the prime
suspect for having caused the origind radiation accident, aswell as the devastating substation explosion,
and the shooting of Agent Ben Goldfarb.

With forced patience, Craig spoke to the reporters be-cause he wanted to protect Jackson. He took
the hard way out with the toughest questions, just answering "no comment,” knowing that the presswould
speculate like crazy—but even if he had wanted to answer infull, Craig till didn't know how the pieces
fit together, what the n had been after, why the man had carried the diases of Dumenco's family
hidden by the State De-partment.

Craig went to see Goldfarb again, trying to escape from the insanity, but the curly-haired agent just
lay mo-tionless. Julene had falen adegpinachair a hisbed-sde, whilethetwo little girls kept
themsdves quietly occupied with agame of Trouble they had found in the hospital's game cabinet.

While Jackson met with representatives from the Of-fice of Professona Responsibility, giving his
detailed statement, Craig paced the halls. Should he go back to Fermilab? Did Paige have anything else
for him, any new statement from Nels Piter?

He passed by awaiting-room lounge, pausing long enough to watch afew seconds of Headline
News. The Nobd Prize Committee in Stockholm had announced their selection for the Prizein
Literature, an Eskimo whose poetry had described the plight of the vanishing harp sedl. The newscaster
speculated on when the few remaining Prizes would be announced; Craig hoped Du-menco lived long
enough to learn of their decision.

After the second nation attempt, Trish remained terribly shaken and refused to leave



Dumenco's side. Surrounded by guards and doctors, the physicist seemed distressed and claustrophobic.
Craig wondered if the PR-Cubed people had any greater involvement, if Trish still knew more
information she kept hidden from him.

Why wasit everyone wanted him to solve this case, but no one would give him al the datahe
needed? None of it made any sense. Craig pressed hisfingers againgt histemples, rubbing the skin there
to make his headache crawl dowly away. He knew he was still missing akey piece of the puzzle.

And then hiscdll phonerang.

Craig fumbled with thetiny receiver as heflipped it open; one of the nurses glared at him, ready to
scold him for using the cell phone inside the hospita, but he moved quickly toward the door to a
smokers courtyard. "Hello?' There was static on theline.

"Specia Agent Kreident? Thisis Generd Ursov speaking. How are you today, my friend?" | ||

Craig stood at Dumenco's bedside, livid with anger. ™Y ou're not being honest with me!” he said, trying
to keep hisvoice down from an outright shout. He shooed the doctors and orderlies out of the way,
while the guards stood at the door.

Trish stepped toward Craig. "What are you doing?' He held up afinger and Trish pulled hersdlf
upright, flustered at his harshness.

The Ukrainian scientist squirmed in pain on the hos-pital bed, somewhat ddlirious. His crimson eyes
took along timeto focuson Craig.

"'l just learned of your black-program research for the Soviet military,” Craig said. "Why didn't you
tell me about it before?"

Generd Ursov had been coy, giving few specific de-tails but confirming that Dumenco had indeed
been akey physicist developing directed-energy wegpons for the Soviet military. But he and hisfamily
had defected to the West during the breskup of the USSR. While he himsdlf had retained ardatively high
profile, Dumenco's family had never been seen again.

" 'Has someone tried to kill you because of your weap-ons research?' Craig demanded. "The
classfied work you left behind in the Soviet Union? Isthat whet they're after? I sthat why someone
exposed you to radiation in the Fermilab accelerator?!

"Perhaps," Dumenco croaked. "Probably not." His eyesrolled, leaking fluid that might have been
tears or just mucous from damaged membranes. "They didn't want meto talk about the things | had
discovered. | had sworn to keep that work secret. But after my accident, they were afraid, afraid | would
talk on my deathbed." He shook his head. "But | had promised not to reveal what | know, and | am a
man of my word."

"And you haven't reveded anything. But I'm not ask-ing for classified results, Professor. I'm asking
for help.”

Dumenco was quiet for along time. He looked to Craig, but could find no empathy.

Dumenco'slip trembled. "When | came herel had to... leave my family. Y our State Department
changed their namesto keep them safe. | thought if | remained silent about my research, then the secret
police might leave me done, might leave... them done.”

Craig held up the folded sheet of paper found in the n's pocket. "Then why do you think he
hed thislist? To mail them Christmas cards? | don't think so."

Dumenco |looked devastated at the revelation. "Even | didn't know where they were located. | haven't
seen them in ayear. Names changed, they moved to different places, an odd stepchild of your U.S.
Marsha witness protection program.”



Craig stiffened asthe gppalling truth hit him. June Atwood hadn't told him any of this. Dumenco had
kept quiet al these years, and hisfamily had been in hiding, with new lives set up by the Bureau itsdlf!

Trish hurried around to check on Dumenco's IV drip, monitoring hisvital signswith the gpparatus, but
shejust wanted to get closer to the old man, trying to offer comfort by her presence.

"So why did thisman try to kill you? How did he get into Fermilab, and how do you think he
triggered your radiation exposure? Was he a hired-gun from the former Soviet Union, someone |eftover
fromthe KGB?'

"'"My work at Fermilab was beginning... to repro-duce some of my effortsin the Soviet Union. |
should have known it would draw their attention.” Dumenco swalowed hard. "But this man could not
have operated the Tevatron—it is much too technical for him. He couldn't have caused the accident.”

Craig stood back crossing hisarms over his chest an-grily, but knowing that while the scientist was
stubborn, he did at least seem sincere. This entire Situation in the hospital might beirrelevant, or at least
merely tangentia to the origina radiation accident.

Butif that weretrue, then who had actudly triggered the experimentad failure that had caused the
beam dump in the first place? What was the explanation for the va-porized blockhouse? Did it have
something to do with antimatter storage, or the Nobel Prize? Who had shot Goldfarb, and why? And
how was that connected with dl this?

Trish injected Demerol and sedative into the IV. Du-menco watched her with faint suspicion, glancing
around the entireroom asiif aplay of light, adance of shadow might hide another killer. Trish turned to
Craig, anger gpparent on her face. "That's enough, Craig. He needsto rest.”

"No," Dumenco said, the panic risng on hisface. "No rest. | haveto understand. .. thesetest results.”
He clawed over for the well-thumbed data printouts from his p-bar experiment. "They'rewrong, and |
don't know why." He looked at her with amartyred expression. "If I'm going to diefor this, at least |
want to beright.”

"Y ou haveto deep, Georg," Trish soothed. ™Y ou can do it in the morning.”

If there's going to be another morning for him, thought Craig. Helooked down &t the list of names
of Dumenco's hidden family members. He would leave Dumenco for now. He had other questionsto
ask—and SSA June Atwood was damned well going to answer them.

CHAPTERI TW ENT Y -SEVENI
Thursday, 5:32 p.m.
Fox River Medica Center

After much practice Craig had learned how to keep his frustration in check when he talked to the
Boss Hersdlf, June Atwood. Usudly. After the stress of the past few days, though, with time running out
for Dumenco, with the chlorine gas attack on himsdlf and Jackson, and with Goldfarb barely clinging to
life, Craig had had enough of tact.

He strode swiftly down the hal, aready arguing in hismind. If Dumenco had been involved with the
State Department for many years, the Bureau must have afile on him amilelong.

So why hadn't Craig been given aheads up? Of course, he had horned in on this case, coming in
through the back door, screwing up the bureaucracy. But that was no excuse.

Craig went to abank of pay phone booths. The land line would be safer than his cell phone, and he
wasn't supposed to use his cell phonein the medica center anyway.

A lone blond nurse with her hair pulled back in a French braid glanced a Craig as hefidgeted at the
phone, waiting for June to answer. A woman with a high-pitched voice squawked at the adjacent booth



while an old gentleman dressed in a blue bathrobe waited be-hind her.
June answered breathlesdy. "Craig! | just heard about
Jackson and the shooting. Iseverything dl right—"
"June" heinterrupted, "1 need background on Du-menco. All of it."
Hestation. "Y ou have hisfile. I've given you—"

"] don't mean the dossier Fermilab usesfor its bro-chures. | want thereal details: where he came
from, who he worked for, and why he defected.”

"Craig, | don't have any ideawhat you're talking about—"

"June, no PR bull! | want it straight. Dumenco him-sdf just confessed that he worked on Soviet
black-program research. | know about hisfamily, how they were hidden—"

"Craig!" June'svoice came like ashot over the phone. "Can you get to a STU-37"

Craig answered dowly. "I can get down to the Chi-cago office, but that'll take nearly an hour. | need
to know now, June. I've got amurder, attempted murder, and sabotage to solve here—not to mention a
victim who's only going to last another day at most. I'm getting more information from the bad guys than
from my own office! How do you think that affects my confidencein the FBI?"

The nurses paid him no attention, indifferent to the usua patients conversations. The maninthe
bathrobe tapped hiswife's shoulder for attention, but the woman just put afinger to her ear and kept
talking away on the phone.

"Areyou cadling from your cdl phone?"

"I'm on aland line—it'sthe best I've got." June waited a moment before speaking. " 'All right... but
thisisclose hold." She hesitated, then said, "The Bureau had known about Dumenco for years. Our
gov-ernment desperately wanted him over here because of dl hisformer work in the Soviet Union.
Fundamenta stuff, ground-breaking research he could never publish openly over in Russa We wanted
him to reproduceit here."

"In exchange for protecting hisfamily, and getting them—and him—ouit of a country that wasfalling
apart, after Chernobyl, after the end of the Cold War."

"That's right. Soviet weapon scientists weren't even known until lately, and they certainly weren't
allowed to travel outside the Iron Curtain. But when you've at-tained Dumenco's stature, you can make a
few demands. He went to European physi cs conferences—compl ete with KGB escorts.

"But they couldn't watch him every second, prevent him from passing anote to another scientist.
That'swhen he made his break, and he was granted asylumin the U.S." She paused. "We set up a
coordinated effort to grab hiswife, his daughters, his son. Everything wasin such chaos over there at the
time, it was easy to do a bait-and-switch."

Craig pressed the heavy black phone closeto hisear. "But Dumenco hasn't exactly been hiding. He's
one of Fermilab's pet physicists, working and publishing for seven years. The Nobel committee even has
hisnum-ber."

"Dumenco knew he would dways bein the limdight somewhere,” she said. "But his family wasthe
bargain-ing chip, not him. Unless they were hidden, they could become pawnsfor the KGB, blackmail to
keep himinline. We couldn't have that, so we put them all in amodified witness protection program. Not
even Du-menco knew where they were living. Under tight secu-rity, the U.S. Marshd's office arranged
for him to see hisfamily once ayear in asafe house, at aclassfied location.”

Craig swalowed in adry throat. "So in order to pur-sue his one lovein life—physics—Dumenco had
to pro-tect his other love, hisfamily. That'swhy the n kept trying to track down the names and



aliases, why hetried to kill Dumenco before he could make any death-bed confessions.”
June kept her voice carefully neutrd. "That about sumsit up.”

Craig knew what he had to do. " June, you've got to give me detailed contact information for his
family."

"Impossible" shewas quick to say. "Absolutdly classified.”

"Look, June," he said into the phone, hisvoice hard, "you owe it to me, and to Dumenco. Y ou kept
infor-mation from me oncein thisinvestigation, and I'm run-ning up against the clock. Dumenco probably
won't last through tomorrow. Give me those names and addresses. We need to get those people out
here, preferably with an FBI escort, beforeit'stoo late.”

Junetried to sound soothing. "But those family mem-bers are protected and hidden, Craig. For their
own sfety.”

"l don't care, June! Y ou can do it. Thefamily was only hidden as a safeguard for Georg
Dumenco—and that doesn't matter anymore. In another day the entire reason for isolating them isgoing
to bein adrawer in the hospital morgue. They deserve to see him one more time—he'sther father and
hushband. I'm surethey'd be willing torisk it, if only to say goodbye.”

In thewaiting room severd people sat nervoudy pre-tending to read the old magazines scattered
about on the tables. Otherslooked at the ancient television set; the off-kilter hue adjustment made the
people on CNN look yellow-skinned and jaundiced.

A candystriper walked by with a cart bearing plastic-wrapped gifts, flowers, chocolates, and stuffed
animas. Theintercom brokein repestedly, caling the names of doctors or stating nonsensical phrases; to
Craig, it sounded like a conversation during the old CB radio crazein the 1970s.

He continued to wait, but June remained quiet on the other end of the line. He had experienced her
cold, slent treetment before when she didn't have a counter-argument for him but still didn't want to
surrender theissue. Apparently, she thought that if she remained quiet long enough, the bothersome agent
would give up.

But not thistime. Craig could dish out the Sllent treat-ment aswell as June could. In fact, many of his
rela-tionship problemswith Trish LeCroix had semmed from his not talking to her often enough. In this
circum-stance, he could use that character flaw to his advantage.

"All right, dammit," Junefindly said. ™Y ou win. Give methe hospitd'sfax number. I'll transmit thelist
toyouassoon as| getit. | can't just look them up in aRolodex, you know. I'm going to havetocdl ina
lot of favors.”

"They'll be favorswell spent, June," he assured her. After giving her the med center's fax number, he
hung up.

But as he turned away from the phones, another thought occurred to him. If Dumenco had walked a
real razor's edge, doing work but trying not to reveal too much, the secret police would have watched
him—but they would never havetried to kill himin thefirst place. And certainly not in adow, lingering
death like radia-tion exposure. It gave him too much chanceto talk.

The n Jackson had shot couldn't be the one who had engineered the fatal accident. As
Dumenco had pointed out, the Fermilab incident was caused by some-one extremely knowledgeable
about the inner workings of the accelerator, how to cause afluctuation in the Tev-atron, which would
lead to an emergency beam dump.

Craig let out aquiet groan. He was exactly back where he had started in thefirst place.
chapter i twenty-eight!



Thursday, 6:10 p.m.
Fox River Medical Center

Leaning againgt the door frame of Dumenco'sroom, Trish looked up at Craig as he returned from his
phone call. Her sepia eyes were surrounded by a coronaof red. "I haven't felt thishopelesssince
Chernobyl."

"Ishe going to makeit through the night?' Craig asked.

"Maybe, maybe not. Human endurance is not a pre-dictable quantity. It's just everything else on top
of that—two nation attempts, the attack on you and Jackson, your friend Goldfarb shot.” She
shook her head. "'l know I'm the one who asked you to look into this suspicious accident, but sometimes
| wonder if | should have left thingswell enough aone, let Georg die peacefully rather than introducing all
thischaos"

"But doesn't your PR-Cubed want to use him as a poignant example, aposter boy against the hazards
of radiation?' Craig couldn't keep the edge of sarcasm out of hisvoice. Trish had a penchant for tilting a
wind-mills, and he knew that she had certainly found her birds of afeather in the Physiciansfor
Responsible Radiation Research.

She adjusted her glasses. "Sure, they want to talk about him, but nobody el se has bothered to come
inand talk to him. The PR-Cubed is moreinterested in their idealsthan in the real people—I see alot of
that now."

Craig folded hisarmswhile she spoke. She did look worn out. It reminded him very much of the way
she had looked right before she packed all her belongings and drove cross-country to Johns Hopkins.
Devadtated from working the summer near Chernobyl, Trish had decided to specidizein tregting
radiation injuries. And she couldn't do it in Cdifornia

That was when she had left him, calling herself Patrice instead of Trish... though Craig never could
re-member to cdl her by the right name. She didn't seem to notice much.

Craig reached out to squeeze her shoulder. Trish Sghed again, exhausted. "Why don't you get some
rest?' hesad.

"How can you stand to live thisway, Craig? Isthis how things are for you now? Always unresolved,
aways another clueto chase?'

Craig shrugged. "Pretty much. You get used to it.”
Trish walked away toward a doctor's lounge where she could rest.

As soon as she rounded a corner, Craig dipped through Dumenco's door. He heard a cough and saw
afeeble hand wave himinsde,

The Ukrainian lay on hissde, hisback to the door. A light in the corner burned low, and outside the
win-dow agibbous moon dominated the night sky. Histech-nical paperslay in adisheveled stack, within
reach, near the photos of hisfamily. Two intravenous lines ran into Dumenco's arm. His eyeswere
hollow, hislimbs pale and looking like they could snap intwo if hetried to lift any weight. He appeared to
have aged greetly in only thelast hour.

"Agent Kreident,” Dumenco said, with aforced smile that showed bleeding gums. "'l would offer you
another game of chess... but thereisn't enough time." His face suddenly looked even more stricken. "I'm
not going to have enough time, am 1?7

Craig pulled up a chair and scooted close to the bed. ™Y ou have enough time to help me solve this
cae."

Dumenco breathed in shalow gasps, asif he had greet difficulty merely forcing ar into hislungs. He



didn't answer.
"1 need to know what you've been holding back. What you tell me will stay with me. | promise.”
"There... isnothing more."

Craig waited. Moments passed, and Dumenco's eyesflicked away, unable to hold hisgaze. Craig
didn't move, didn't say aword.

"Thereisno reason for you to stay," Dumenco whis-pered.

Stll, Craig remained slent. He shifted hisweight from one foot to the other, determined to wait the
man out. Findly, he said, ' 'l know about your family. | know what they mean to you, and | know the
terms of your defection. | can find them for you. Bring them here.”

Dumenco closed hiseyes. "My poor, sweet Luba. | cannot forgive mysalf for putting her through al
this. But if | had left her and the children in the Ukraine..." Hisvoicetrailed off as he dowly shook his
head. Tearswelled in his hemorrhaged eyes as he opened them. ' 'Y ou do not know what it islike, to be
so close to your family, yet be alowed to see them only once ayear. Thegirls... they need afather,
someoneto tell them how beautiful they have become. And my son—" He paused.

"| understand why you had to do this, Dr. Du-menco.”

Dumenco struggled to an elbow. His expression, va-cant only moments before, now held anew life.
He reached out abony hand to grasp Craig's suit jacket. "Promise to let me see them one more time.
Now that my pursuer is dead, you must bring my family here. Let me see Lubaand my children.”

"l am dready trying," said Craig. "I'll get your fam-ily here." In fact, he expected a response from June
Atwood any time now.

Dumenco searched Craig's eyesfor any hint of be-traya; seemingly satisfied, he relaxed back on his
pil-low. His cracked lips moved in awistful smile asthough he were reminiscing about atime specid to
him. "For years| worked at Armazas 16..." he paused, asif unsureif he should go on.

Craig nodded, encouraging him. "The Soviet Union did not even acknowledge the existence of that
facility until afew yearsago.”

Dumenco threw him aglance, then his eyes softened. "Y es, you of al people would know. Armazas
16 was our premier nuclear weapons design laboratory. It was an exciting place, and an exciting time.
Wewerelavishly funded, held in high esteem. Without its massive nuclear arsend, the Soviet Union
would have been no different from any other Third World country. Only bigger, and poorer.”

Craig thought fteetingly of General Ursov and his pride in the Russian Strategic Rocket Forces.

"Back then, Mr. Kreident, weapons physicists like mysdf were the sorcerers—court magicians who
trans-formed a collection of diverse and backward republicsinto one of the strongest nations on Earth.”

"S0 you designed nuclear weapons? How does that relate to your antimatter work at Fermilab?”

Dumenco shook his heed, rustling the pillow. "Not nuclear warheads, Mr. Kreident. Directed-energy
weap-ons, particle beams, and lasers—but these required mas-sive but compact amounts of energy. We
studied the use of nuclear detonations as power sources, which would of course destroy aweapon each
timeit was used. The United States itself advocated fielding a nuclear-powered x-ray laser in space. But
| set my sights on another, more e egant solution.

"Matter-antimatter reactions could power the di-rected-energy weapons my nation desperately
needed to counter President Reagan's Strategic Defense Initiative, the so-called Star Wars program. It
was the only way the Soviet Union could stay in this new armsrace. Of course, then the key question
was how to produce suf-ficient amounts of antimatter to make such a scheme practical.”

His brow creased with concern. "If the Soviet Union had had accessto the powerful particle



accelerators here or at CERN, we could have gone forward with my an-timatter enhancement technique.
We would have been successful. We would have been able to counter your SDI, and we would have
had true directed-energy weap-ons." He opened his eyes as he whispered, "But per-hapsit isthe best
for dl of usin thisworld that we did not succeed.”

Craig put down hissmall notebook as everything fell in place. "' So you pioneered antimatter work in
the So-viet Union and brought it with you when you defected. That's why the U.S. wanted you so badly.”

Dumenco nodded. "At Aramazas 16 | discovered the mechanism for increasing the production of
antimatter, for enhancing the p-bar beam, which | am "rediscover-ing' here. And it was a Aramazas 16
that | also built thefirst crysta-lattice storage device, years before the esteemed Dr. Nels Piter. But
because my work was clas-sified, | could tell no one about it."

Craig drew aquick breath. "Does Piter know this?' The Belgian scientist was banking on his CERN
deve-opment to win him aNobel Prize. But if Dumenco had aready done the work years before. ..

"Dr. Piter knows very little, if thetruth istold. Heisatalker, not aresearcher. | gave up my efforts
with the crysta-lattice trap—I suspect that with the present level of technology, it istoo unrdiable.
Ungtable. Unfortu-nately, we have not had sufficient antimatter available to test the upper limits of
crystal-lattice containment. Until now. My own concepts for dramaticaly increasing p-bar productionin
the accelerator beam should have changed dl this"

With agesture more vehement than Craig expected, Dumenco struck the papers on his bedside table.
"But it doesn't work! The Tevatron should be creating orders of magnitude more antiprotons, but they
just aren't showing up! | have checked and rechecked the experi-ment. It works, | know it does—but
theresults aren't therel”

Craig placed ahand on the old man's shoulder, struck to be in the presence of someone so pivotd in
the course of politica changes, al behind the scenes. The actions of individua people & critical times
determined the flow of world events.

"I'll let you get back to your work," he said, cowed. Someday, perhaps, Dumenco's discoveries
would be recognized for their importance. Someday.

Craig just hoped the Ukrainian was gill dive when the Nobel committee announced their choice.
Georg Du-menco had earned the prize, whether or not anybody knew it.

CHAPTER TWEISITY-IMINE
Thursday, 8:49 p.m.
Fox River Medica Center

After he received the fax from the Oakland Bureau of-fice, Craig knew the next part was ajob for
Paige Mitch-dl and no one else. He found her in the hospital halls. She had been looking for him.

"Paige, you're the people person, the Protocol Offi-cer,” he said, gripping the curling fax in his hand.
"You talk wdl to strangers. Y ou know how to make people fed at ease even in difficult Situations.”

She smiled and crossed her arms over her cream cable-knit swester. Theloose swester hung long
over her hips, complimenting dark brown dacks. "Keep on like that, Craig, and you're going to make my
head swell.”

Craig didn't joke with her ashe held out thelist of names and addresses. "I need you to do some
cdling for me. Timeto break the bad news and bring in the cavary, for what it'sworth."

Paige squinted down at the names, then looked up at him with her blue eyes. "What isthis?’

"Georg Dumenco'sfamily. Their names were changed, everything kept classified. He wantsto see
them onelagt time"



Paige studied the addresses. "They'reright herein the Midwest," she said. "And Dumenco kept them
se-cret?'

Craig shook hishead. "The U.S Marshal kept them secret. Dumenco didn't know where they
lived—he's only seen them once ayear since he fled to this country. Dumenco wanted it that way, for
their own protection.”

Paige's eyes widened. "Y ou mean they've dl been here within aday's drive of Fermilab, and they
never saw him, never got in touch?'

"Only once ayear, under U.S. Marshd supervision, on carefully prearranged visits.”

"But putting the family up so close to him and yet blocked away, they must have known everything he
was doing. Dumenco was in the paper often enough, at least in the technical journas. Hiswife could have
tracked him down without much trouble.”

"Unless shewas afraid. Unless he had told them not to."
Paige shook her head. "I can't decide if that was a kindness or a cruelty on Dumenco's part.”

Craig sghed. "1 won't debate the matter with you, but it'stime for one last kindness. I'veingsted on
it." He nudged the paper in Paige's hand. "1 want you to get in touch with them and bring them here.
Now. To-night. The FBI will provide the transportation, Code Red." He looked down the long halls of
hospitd rooms. "Timefor afind family reunion.”

At the nurse's station several women and one man looked at computer screens, drank coffee, and
gossiped with each other. Overhead, Craig saw one of the fluo-rescent light bulbs flickering, trying to
throw out just afew more photons beforeit finaly gave up the ghogt... like Dumenco would, sometime
soon.

Craig watched Paige's expression grow serious. She swallowed hard and then nodded. Her eyes
were misty. "Of course, Craig, I'll doit. It'stheleast | can do.”

She went immediately over to apay phone by the waiting room, picked up the receiver, and began
diding.

Friday, 4:47 am.

Fermilab

Nicholas Bretti knew that this early in the morning, the Fermilab grad students would be groggy,
fueing them-sel ves with stale coffee and paying no attention to any-thing but the largest disaster, such as
the accelerator going down. It wastoo late for faculty or staff members to be around, and too early for
the cleaning crew.

But it was the perfect time to dip in, move around without being hindered. He could retrieve his
crystal-lattice trap and head back to O'Hare.

After Dumenco's clumsy accident had wrecked his previous stash of antimatter, and after the
emergency repairsto get the Tevatron up and running again, the accelerator had provided agood beam
amost continu-oudly for days. By now, the sophisticated antimatter trap would befilled nearly to
capacity with p-bars.

It was more than enough to set him up for the rest of hislife, if that bastard Chandrawdiaremained
trueto hisword. Bretti didn't know if he trusted the towelhead after the thrests Chandrawalia had made,
and after having been deceived dl aong regarding the intended use for the antiprotons. Why should Bretti
keep working with a cretin like that man?

But then what other choice did he have?
Outside, in the pre-dawn darkness, prairie grasses whispered quietly, and the eectrica wires



hummed overhead. Bright lights shone over the Fermilab site, but few employees or vehicles moved
around. The only peo-ple here would be Director Nels Piter's paid daves, working away on someone
elsg's experiment. Bretti thought it was just abunch of wasted time, as Dr. Piter was good at meetings,
good at presentations, good at politicking... only his science was old hat, not cutting edge anymore.

Signs on fencepogts announced the coming weekend's " Prairie Harvest" community activity, when
Fermilab volunteers and their families would go across the grass-lands, plucking seeds from weeds so
they could scatter them again the next spring in an effort to restore the long-lost primordia tallgrass
prairie. After the week-end's activities, the fire marshal would direct controlled burnsto raze some of the
grass. For now, the captive herd of domesticated buffalo stood around placidly, dim shadowsin the
night.

Bretti till had asmall crystal-lattice trap rigged in the beam-sampling substation where he had shot
the FBI agent, but the main treasure was the larger trap down in the experimental target area. He hoped
he could retrieve both, to increase hisreward. Now that he knew the In-dians planned to use the p-bars
for weapons work, maybe Bretti could get them to up the price.

He scowled. Fat chance! For al he knew, they would take the antimatter and throw him to the
wolves. He had to make sure he was paid up front, before he finaly delivered the merchandise.

Snuffing out his cigarette in the ashtray, Bretti pulled hisdark blue rentd car into the shadows next to
the concrete building, glad he had turned down Chandra-walia's offer to get his own car back. He
couldn't afford to draw attention to himsalf. He could dip in and out, and be gone forever. Bretti shivered
and pulled hisjacket around him.

To the south, in the broad, cleared area of mangled earth, the construction machinery for the Main
Injector sat like silent behemoths, ready for another day of hard work. Big plans, big new
projects—Bretti thought of the wegpons work the Indians were conducting with their huge capacitor
banks and physics machinery at Banga-lore. They would never be able to compete with Fer-milab.

He used hiskey to gain access through the side en-trance into the experimentd target areas, where a
quick walk brought him to a series of doors and chain-link gates. After opening two other locks with
dightly dif-ferent combinations, he was down the hall from the main accelerator control. Warning lights
glowed red, caution-ing that the Tevatron beam was up and running, but nobody would be down herein
the target areas. Du-menco's accident would have done agood job of spook-ing al of them.

The floors were tiled with an orange and blue check-erboard of linoleum, worn but still garish; the
ceilings hung with suspended acoudtic tiles, water-stained in places from lesky plumbing. The piping on
the wallswas painted a deep blue.

Y ears ago, the halls would have been filled around the clock with students and steff dike, everyone
eagerly anticipating the latest results of an accdlerator run. Grad studentswould pull large photographic
plates that had been exposed in abubble chamber, and then they would painstakingly measure each
swirl, each line and cork-screw of high-energy charged particles, shrapnd from nuclear collisions
spirding inmagnetic fields.

The tracks on the film corresponded to fundamentd types of matter, most of them known and
well-characterized from years of research. But everyone searched for an unknown track, spiralswith the
wrong curvature, the wrong direction—anew elementary par-ticle,

But that task was now automated. Every second, mil-lions of collisonstook placein the
counter-rotating beams, and the tracks were scanned, catal ogued, and scrutinized by an immense farm of
Cray supercomputersin the Feynman Supercomputing Center. Individuas no longer played such a
pivota rolein the big science of accelerator physics, replaced by the cold efficiency of automated
mechinery.

All of which alowed Bretti to move with confidence through the deserted complex, knowing that no



onewould be around to confront him. He couldn't afford another disastrous situation like when he had
unexpect-edly encountered the FBI agent.

Bretti opened one more locked door to where a bank of computer terminals showed displays of each
of the experimenta target areas. Here, he'd have access to the main lattice trap he'd planted.

A thick bundle of fiberoptic cables ran into the room, taped to the floor before running up to banks of
diag-nostic equipment. Thick concrete walls enclosed the room, shielded by fine wire mesh to prevent
electro-magnetic interference.

Bretti checked the status of the Main Ring and the Tevatron. Dumenco's gammearray laser had been
up and running, operating in the smal-signd regime, exciting the nuclear resonances so that an elevated,
steady supply of p-barswould be injected into the main racetrack.

Bretti allowed asmileto form at the edges of his mouth. No one had discovered that he was bleeding
off p-bars, and old Dumenco wasn't in any condition to point the finger at him.

He debated leaving another collector in place, perhaps coming back in severad months—by which
time he might even have a gram of antimatter available! But that would be far too risky—he shouldn't be
loitering here even now. No, the Indians didn't deserve any more, and he wanted to be long gone. Cut his
losses, diminate further risks.

Gaining entrance, he quickly typed in acommand se-quence. He raced past the menu of options and
posted warnings that scrolled up on the screen, then waited until the computer confirmed that the
crystal-lattice trap had been pulled from the beam.

Now, with nothing to capture the surplus antimatter, the Fermilab researcherswould suddenly find a
dramatic increasein "events." He expected they would find it quite baffling, and no doubt work to
concoct a hare-brained theory of physicsto explainit al.

Bretti glanced at the clock set above the row of com-puter screens. It wasjust after 5am. Timeto
grab the device and get moving. He had a plane to catch that afternoon.

A few moments|ater he pushed alab stool under thejoint in the main beam channel that ran to the
experi-mental target area. The thick pipe that made up the chan-nd ran down the upper part of the
concrete tunnel. Diagnostic wires, vacuum piping, and meta struts ex-tended from the conduit,
accompanied by afaint chug-ging of the pumps that maintained vacuum. Dim light, thrown out from bulbs
screwed into protective cans, il-luminated the tunnel with yellow light.

Bretti grunted as he reached up to disengage the an-timatter trap from the experimenta canister,
which had been designed for quick and easy access by the research-ers. Hundreds of such canisters
hung in the main beam path, and so Bretti's addition had drawn no specia at-tention.

He carefully pulled the crysta-lattice trap away from the interlocking mechanism and held the device
by two bulky protrusions, the base for the solid-state diode la-sers that trapped the p-bars in potential
wells between the sodium and chloride atoms.

The crysta-lattice trap was much more efficient than the crude Penning trap he had transported to
Indiaearlier in the week. He was aware of the danger of carrying such alarge quantity of antimatter—the
glassy crater from the substation explosion provided clear proof of that—but the diode lasers seemed
dable.

He stepped down from the stool while holding the trap, careful not to bump it againgt anything. The
device was designed to be rugged, but he couldn't afford to be doppy. If he knocked the lasers out of
aignment, this cache of antimatter would be enough to wipe out severd city blocks.

Bretti eased the small, cube-like container onto its side, then stepped back up on the stool to close
the ex-perimenta container above. The whole apparatus weighed no more than afew pounds. Electrical



wires ran from the container down to the antimatter trap. He would attach the battery and clean up the
area.

In less than ten hours held be out of the country. And amillion dollarsricher.
CHAPTERI THIRTY-ONE I

Friday, 6:17 am.

Aurora lllinois

Jackson snatched up his cdlular phone on the car seet after thefirgt shrill ring. Thetraffic in small,
resdentia Bataviawas dmaost nonexistent at this hour. It beet the hell out of putting up with theidiots
driving in down-town Chicago, and for an assignment away from the Oakland areg, it wasn't
bad—except for the fact that Ben Goldfarb was lying in Intensive Care.

"Jackson here," he said, keeping one hand on the steering whedl as he drove toward the medical
center. Time was running out, not only for Goldfarb, but for Dumenco aswell.

"ThisisCraig. Where are you right now?"

"Ten minutes from the hospital. | volunteered to watch Dumenco this morning, since the Board will
gill be investigating yesterday's shooting. Agent Schultz is banged up and won't be back on duty for a
while, so | offered to help out the troops from the main Chicago office.”

"I'll takethat duty,” Craig said. "I'm trying to make some... arrangements for Dumencoin
downtown Chi-cago, and then | have to go to a gift shop Paige told me about.”

"A gift shop?' Jackson said.

"Don't ask," Craig said. "It'simportant. But | was planning to go through the experimental areaearly
thismorning, without Dr. Piter present, to get afresh view on Dumenco's accident. Can you cover that
for mein-stead?Y ou might see something | missed thefirg time."

"That'll bethe day! Okay, I'll grab Frank Chang, the grad student who showed me around Bretti's
cubicle Jackson signaled with hisright blinker as Craig spoke, looking for aplace to turn around.
"Anything specid | should belooking for?"

"Get him to take you dong Dr. Dumenco's path the day he received hislethd exposure. Seeif you
can figure out what it would take for someone to disengage the safety interlocks. Could our hospita
assassin have doneit, or did it have to be an insdejob, as Dumenco ingsts? I'm till not convinced that
just anybody could work the beam controls."

Jackson pulled onto the shoulder and dowed to a stop, preparing to turn toward the Fermilab site. A
sngle cow stood by a barbed-wire fence, watching Jackson's car. "Craig," he said, "just check up on
Ben for methismorning, would you?'

"Mr. Chang, | want to go over the safety interlocksin addition to seeing the experimenta target area
where Dumenco's accident occurred.”

Chang tossed hislong hair over his shoulder, grinning with self-importance to be the FBI agent's
chosen escort. "You'rein luck, Snce we just brought the accelerator down. P-bar production suddenly
shot off the scde at about five thismorning, which is pretty incredible. Theincreaseis exactly what Dr.
Dumenco predicted. Some-thing screwy is happening in the acceerator, and until the theorists come up
with agood explanation, well play it safe.”

Chang gestured for Jackson to follow him, lowering his voice conspiratoridly. "Dr. Piter'sgoing to
have afit when he finds out the accelerator is down again, es-pecialy because of increased p-bar
production. Some-timesit seems he doesn't want to see anything that would verify Dumenco'swork.
Piter'sa... soreloser,



| guessyou'd say. HE's got his heart set on that Nobel."

"What about al the construction work on this exten-sion ring—the Main Injector. Doesn't that
interfere with your work? Lots of shutdowns?'

Chang shrugged. " Some of their heavy machinery screws up our delicate beam baance, but we just
haveto ded withit."

Jackson followed the young man down the tunnels. He smelled ozone, lubricants, cool concrete,
metal shav-ings. "So what'sit like working for a person up for the Nobel Prize?' he asked in aforced
conversationd tone. "Must be exciting.”

Chang squinted up a him. "Y ou mean Dr. Piter?1 don't redly work directly for him, hejust holdsthe
purse strings. But the man'sadave driver, areal nano-manager, looking at administrative details down to
the billionth part.” The grad student shook his head, flash-ing his goofy grin again. "He'slucky to keep
any grad students around.”

"So why don't you leave, go somewhere else?' Jack-son towered over the young graduate student.

Chang looked appalled. "Hey, I've got achanceto be in on the discovery of the century. If thisp-bar
en-hancement redlly works, then welll bein an energy range close enough to go for the Higgs boson." He
looked at Jackson asif he expected the lean agent to share the excitement, but Jackson didn't even know
what he was talking about. "\When the Main Injector comes on line next year, the whole accelerator will
work in this new energy range, and we just might have a chance to detect it. Wouldn't that be
something?" Jackson blinked, but Chang's enthusiasm was infectious.

They passed through a chain-link gate to the main beam tunnel and walked briskly down concrete
sepsinto the long experimentd target area. Their footsteps echoed against the bare wadlls. Indudtrid lights
burned at intervals down the tunnel.

"Dr. Dumenco was down here during the emergency beam dump,” Chang said. "He never should
have been in the area, not with the beam on. It's a safety hazard.”

"Yes, he sure proved that." Asthey waked, Jackson continued asking questions. " So what exactly
happened to the guy? Some sort of an accident dumped the beam in here?"

"It doesthat automatically,” Chang said. "If the beam fluctuates too much, or if it's contaminated, the
gystem shuts down and the beam crashes down here. Dr. Dumenco happened to be in the wrong place
a thewrong time.”

Jackson craned his neck. The tunnel was deserted and silent, except for alow, throbbing hum.

Chang nodded to the left. " 'I can unlock the systems from the control room just around the corner.”
He pushed away black hair that had fallen into his eyes. "Then you can look around wherever you want.
There's nothing dangerous down here anyway." He hurried down the tunnel, disappearing into the
shadows.

Alone now, Jackson looked around the huge under-ground facility, built to re-create conditions that
had ex-isted during the earliest seconds of the universe. But with all the concern now about socid illsand
poverty, Jackson serioudy doubted the public would ever go for building anything so massive
agan—unless the benefits could somehow be more clearly explained. .. and sci-entists weren't terribly
good at things like that. He thought of the expensive Superconducting Supercollider that was supposed to
have been constructed in Texas.

For now, though, the big science didn't matter at al to Jackson—he was more interested in finding
Ben Goldfarb's assailant. Damn, he hoped hisfriend would come through dl this.

The sound of someone shuffling across the concrete floor drew his attention, coming from farther
down the curved tunnel, labored bresths, heavy footsteps, asif someone was carrying aheavy load. It



was eaxrly in the morning, and few people were around. Frank Chang had gone in the other direction.

"Mr. Chang?' Jackson caled out. He looked around. Nothing. He saw only the series of lights that
disap-peared in the distance, darkness and a cold silence like aheld breath. He took a step forward, his
brow fur-rowed. "Who'sthere?' He felt hiswegpon in its pan-cake holster a hiship. "Thisisthe
FBl—stop and identify yoursef.”

Without warning he heard the sound of feet dapping againgt the concrete floor—someone turning
around and running away through the darkness.

Jackson set off after the footsteps. " Stop! ™ Why would someone be skulking around in the tunnels
where Dumenco had been zapped, so long before work hours?

Asheran, the tunnd gently curved ahead of him, and Jackson never quite seemed to reach aplace
where he could see hisfugitive. He heard panting bresths over the background hum of the machinery.
"Hey!"

Somewhere ahead the shadowy figure stopped. He heard akey scraping against metd followed by
the un-mistakabl e creaking of aheavy door swinging out. He saw ayoung, disheveled man with flushed
skin, swest-plastered dark hair, and a scruffy goatee—and he rec-ognized the face of Dumenco's grad
student Nicholas Bretti, the man who was supposedly on a vacation fish-ing trip, but who had been
impossibleto locate. Bretti was here—at Fermilab, in hiding! The young man van-ished ahead, running in
full panic.

"Nicholas Bretti! FBI—I know you! Stop right now!" Jackson sprinted into the uneven light. He il
couldn't see Bretti. He amost ran past adark shadow at the side of the tunndl until he recognized an
opening.

Breathing hard, Jackson cautioudy placed a hand on the metal door to a diagnostics alcove and tried

to peer through the darknessinto the side chamber. Nothing. No sound, no light. Where'sthe light
switch?

He tightened hisfingers and wondered if he should draw hisweapon—but other than the sound of
someone running away, there had been no indication that this St-uation threstened hislife.

Ever snce Ruby Ridge, FBI guidelines had been crys-ta clear about the use of deadly force, and this
ingtance certainly didn't qualify. Especidly after shooting Du-menco's would-be nyesterday,
Jackson couldn't take any chances.

But then somebody—maybe even more than one per-son—had tried to kill Georg Dumenco. And
someone had shot Goldfarb, someone had attacked him and Craig with poison gas. Perhaps it had been
Bretti.

Jackson took a cautious step into the darkened room. "Thisisthe FBI. Specia Agent
Jackson—come out and identify yoursdlf." He heard breathing, skittered foot-steps—and his own heart
pounding.

Jackson felt cold sweat form at hisbrow. Man, | wish | had a backup right now. In hismind'seye
he saw Goldfarb being shot al over again... except thistimeit was him.

He cautioudy reached out with hisright hand to pat the alcovewall for alight switch. Again, nothing.
He swept hisarm in ahdf circle againgt the wal and findly found a control box. Fumbling, he switched it
on, a the same time drawing his wegpon and crouching, ready for the worst.

A row of overhead fluorescent lightsflicked on, dim at first, but throwing enough light to show
equipment jumbled acrossthefloor. A dozen gray meta carts held oscilloscopes, computers, users
manuals, and instru-ments. A large-diameter pipe ran through the room about ten feet off the floor, one of
the conduitsfor the high-energy beam from the giant accelerator. He heard alow-frequency throbbing,



seemingly from the large conduit. The beam channel ? Was the accelerator running again?

"ldentify yoursdlf." Remaining in alow crouch, Jackson swept his outstretched gun hand around in a
semicircle. Insde the room he heard no sound of move-ment. He had been tricked, somehow. Bretti
wasn't there.

Jackson purposdly tried to dow his breathing—but his body was kicking into high gear, dumping
adrendineinto his system. His heart pounded as he inched into the alcove. The place looked likea
high-tech junkyard, a cross between afuturistic lab and a storage facility for computer nerds. Red and
green lights glowed from every pane—taking data?

Jackson spotted an emergency phone on the wall to hisright. He edged over, keeping his eyes on the
equip-ment in the dcove, wondering where Bretti could have gone. He wouldn't dlow himself to get in
the same sit-uation as Goldfarb without a backup.

He glanced at the digits while punching in the num-bersfor Craig's cellular phone. He looked up but
could see no movement. Three cheerful tones played, then ametalic voice: "I'm sorry, the number you
have dided isnot valid. Please did eight to access numbers outside the laboratory.”

Jackson swung his attention back to the phone—

Thelights clicked off, plunging the acove into dark-ness. He heard someone moving, gasping deep
breaths, then the heavy metal door dammed, sealing Jackson in-side.

Stumbling forward, holding his handgun in front of him, Jackson made hisway toward the door. He
tried to keep low, not sure if anyone remained in the room. He couldn't be more than ten feet from the
door, but it seemed amile avay.

His knee struck something hard—one of the metal carts. A sharp edge cut hisleg. Findly, he crashed
into the door, found the handle. Pushed—

Nothing. Some kind of locking mechanism had falen into place, and he was trapped.

Then he heard the low frequency thrumming grow louder in the conduit running across the room. Had
the accelerator powered up again? Icy sweat bristled on his brow as he pounded on the sealed door.

His situation must be just like Dumenco's, just before he had received hislethal exposure.
CHAPTER | THIRTY-TWO |

Friday, 8:43 am.

Fox River Medica Center, Intensive Care Unit

Despiteintensve searching, the FBI compuiter files had no match for the fingerprints found on the
bleached-blond n Jackson had shot in the hospital. Craig looked down at the faxed notice he had
just received from FBI Headquartersin Washington, DC, and frowned.

He hoped June At wood wasn't holding out on him again thistime.

He crumpled the fax and turned to Trish who stood next to him in Dumenco's room. From her
mannerisms, her extreme attentiveness, she seemed more like agriev-ing friend than aconcerned doctor.
Even after dl of her minigtrations, the dying man had entered hisfina stages and she could do littleto help
him.

Lessthan aweek ago he had been adriven, intdligent physicist on the verge of winning a Nobel
Prize. Day by day, he had disintegrated.

Trish looked at Craig for support, but he found it hard to credit her grief for what it was. Once, shed
been the most intimate friend Craig had ever had. Even before their breakup, though, Trish had spent so
much time with her impassioned causes, her intense medical stud-ies, her outspoken work with the



victims of Chernobyl... he wasn't even sure he knew who she was anymore.

Dumenco tried to Sit up, coughing. Fluids had leaked into hislungs, and each bresth was |abored.
Trish had muttered something about him developing ARDS— adult respiratory distress
syndrome—secondary to his sepsis. Hiswords were now heavily accented and diffi-cult to understand.

"l fed... detached, Dr. LeCroix," hesad. "My body isfighting off athousand infections, asif I'm
re-jecting my own interna organs.”

Trish bent closer to him. "That'sagood way of de-scribing it.”

"Having trouble thinking, too. Connections aren't fit-ting together right in my thoughts, leading to
nonsense.”" He coughed out asmall laugh. "Maybe now I'll be able to understand quantization..."

It seemed important for Dumenco to give Trish dl the data he could, describing his symptomsin
excruciating detail day by day as he degenerated. He meant to leave one last legacy to science. Looking
pained, Trish wrote down the notes he dictated.

Craig could hardly bear to watch. Awkwardly, he reached insde hisjacket and pulled out the gift he
had bought at a strip mall. He stepped forward, placing the flat, squarish box on the table beside the
hospital bed, weighing down the sheafs of experimenta papers.

"I brought you something, Dr. Dumenco,” he said. Asthe scientist turned his attention, Craig opened
the ends of the deceptively heavy cardboard box. Moving gingerly, he did out asmal but beautifully
polished chesshoard made of aternating squares of onyx and jade; two smaller boxesin hisjacket
pockets held the tissue-wrapped chessmen.

"l remember our first conversation, Doctor. Y ou're right, you should have a chance to play onelast
game on afine chess set. My gift to you.”

The Ukrainian's eyes, hideoudy damaged and barely able to see, filled again with tears. He reached a
swollen hand toward the polished chessking. His fingerslooked like pieces of mest that had begun to
rot.

Dumenco spoke, having trouble forming each word, asif the thoughts kept euding him before he
could man-ageto get them out. "I'm afraid... | would not be aworthy opponent for you, Agent Kreident.
A good in-vestigator like you, sharp-witted. .. more than amatch for me."

"On the contrary"—Craig smiled—"judging from our previous game, | think the stakes now are a bit
more even."

Working diligently to distract himsdlf, Craig set up the pieces on the dick sone board, though he
didn't know if Dumenco had sufficient dexterity to move them.

Trish watched him curioudly. Behind her delicate glasses, her rich brown eyesheld awarm and
grateful expression.

The door opened and Paige Mitchell entered, escort-ing a shaken-looking Nels Piter. The Belgian
scientist's suave dress and cultured appearance looked disheveled, asif too much had been weighing him
down for afew days.

Recognizing them, Dumenco grew indignant. "Come to see me off, Nels?"
Paige stepped forward. "Dr. Piter wanted to see you. He has something | think you'd want to hear."

Craig wondered if the Nobel Prize committee had an-nounced their decison. But the administrator
scientist had something elsein mind. "Professor. .. weve gath-ered some strange data at the Tevatron. Of
course you wouldn't find them surprising.” He stopped, at alossfor words.

When Piter paused, Dumenco closed his eyes and whispered, "My results. The p-bar production
rate... far too low. Should be higher. Has to be higher. Some-thing is wrong with the data, not the



experiment.”

He glanced at where his paperslay stacked under the chessboard. Craig didn't think Dumenco had
touched them in the previous day, but he wouldn't be surprised if the scientist had memorized enough
datato work out the difficultieswith no other tool but his own degener-ating mind.

"I've been tracking the datamysdf,” Piter said with an effort. "Until recently, they seemed to fit within
the parameters| had predicted, proving that your gamma-laser enhancement technique wasineffective.”
Piter swalowed. "Until thismorning.”

Dumenco jerked his hand sidewaysin a gpasm that knocked the papers and the chessboard off the
table and onto the floor. Paige and Trish bent over quickly to pick up the mess, but Dumenco only had
eyesfor the other scientit.

Craig watched the confrontation between the two ti-tans of science. Even on his deathbed, Dumenco
dog-gedly defended hiswork. ™Y our predictions were incorrect,” he muttered. "Wrong." Hisswollen
hand clenched into afigt, and the skin cracked. He didn't even fed the pain.

Trish stood up, her handsfull of scattered papers. "Cam down, Georg. Don't overexert yoursdlf.”

Piter shook his head. "Y ou had no datato back up your predictions, and yet you still inssted. |
thought you wereirrational, self-centered, and blind to the self-evident data—a disappointment to
science.”

"The datawaswrong," Dumenco said, somewhat petulant.

Now Piter looked upset, and he stepped closer. ' 'But how could you know? This morning the p-bar
production rate went up dramaticaly, reaching the levels you had predicted al dong. | shut down the
beam until we could understand the mechanism, discover what is hgppening. But with thisresult you've at
least proved your theory viable. How did you know it would happen?

With agreat effort, Dumenco sat up in the bed, leav-ing stains on the crisp sheets. ™Y ou do not
understand, Nels—I have dready done these experiments at Ara-mazas 16. That was the work that
brought me to the attention of the United States government. | dready

know the correct results..." He flopped back against the pillow.

Piter looked a him in stunned horror and dismay as Dumenco continued in aweak whisper. "I could
not tell anyone about it, so | had to reproduce dl the experi-ments here, from first principles.”

Piter took a step away from the bed, stricken. Paige looked from one scientist to the other, then at
Craig. Craig tried to remain unobtrusive, attentively watching as the discussion unfolded, hoping some
crucid cluewould dip out.

"But how?' stuttered Piter. "The Soviets never had an accelerator large enough to act as a seed for
your experiments.” Then he stopped himself. "Unless your enhancement technique worked from the
dat!”

"My work was to produce antiprotonsto—" He hes-itated, asif unwilling to fully explain to Piter. He
strug-gled up in hisbed. "I dready knew what | was doing when | came here to Fermilab. | had good
results et first, but when | went into full-scale production with the gammarray laser increasing the
cross-section, alarge fraction of my new p-bars... disappeared somewhere."

Piter wasintent now, hisface flushed. Histhin lipsformed aconcerned line, asif hiswhole world was
fdl-ing gpart. "But why haven't | ever heard of your early work? Why didn't you publish your results?’

"Those experimentswere highly classfied... for other purposes. My work ultimately came to naught
be-cause we did not have away to store the additional p-bars efficiently. We did not have amature
enough technology to overcome asaturation ingtability.”



Dumenco paused, then laying back on the bed, whis-pered, "And neither do you. Y our crysta-lattice
trap comes close—hut it is ill unstable. Dangeroudy unsta-ble. Y our solid-state lasers are an
improvement over our old cross-feeding laser system, but you need to have them phased together better.
Otherwise, your trap easly saturates and becomes unstable. We learned thislong before you invented
your design.”

Piter reded. Craig knew that Dumenco had struck the Belgian scientist to the core—the crystd-lattice
trap for holding large quantities of antimatter was the bresk-through on which Piter had staked his
reputation, the basis for his Nobel nomination. But the world had— supposedly—never produced
enough antimatter to test it fully.

And Dumenco had just claimed Piter's precious de-vice would fail.

Craig drew aquick breath. ' 'Dr. Dumenco, if you said your new technique was producing alot of
antimatter, but the data didn't show it—isit possible the antimatter was diverted somehow, taken awvay
before it could in-teract with the data-collection diagnostics?* Both Piter and Dumenco looked at him
skepticaly. He continued, "Could it have been collected in one of your crystal-lattice traps, skimmed out
of the accelerator beam down-stream somehow? And if the crystal-lattice trap is so unstable, could that
have caused the explosion in the beam-sampling substation?!

"Prepogteroud " Piter sniffed.

"Yes, itispossible™ Dumenco said dowly. Helooked over a Craig, raising afinger as he stated his
theory, letting the thoughtsroll off asfast asthey cameto him. ' 'If someoneisindeed diverting
antiprotons from the particle accelerator into a crystal-lattice trap, the best place to store them would be
in one of the beam-sampling substations, or in one of the beam-shunt pas-sages. But thetrgp is unstable.
If the lasers ever became misdigned, or experienced arapid current flux..."

Piter swallowed hard, looking defested. ™Y ou mean, likein an emergency beam dump?'

Dumenco nodded vigoroudy. "Yesl Even amicro-gram of antimatter would have caused such a
devas-tating exploson. It would leave aglassy crater, and the eectromagnetic pulseit generated would
knock out electrica power systemsfor kilometersaround.”

"Just like we saw," Craig said, growing excited. "And Ben Goldfarb got shot in one of those
ubgta-tions.”

Dumenco looked over at Piter again. ' 'If your results suddenly showed adramatic increase in p-bar
production this morning, that means another... diversion trap has been removed. The beam fluctuations
you observed early yesterday morning could have been due to the crystal-lattice trap saturating.”

"But why would somebody want to stedl p-bars?' Paige asked.

Piter looked down at her, and his voice had a sort of condescension, awithering disgppointment
because she didn't intuitively know the answer to her own question. "It's antimatter , Paige. Extremdy
rare, extremely dif-ficult to create. It has thousands of high-technology uses."

"l sent Jackson over there earlier to look around,” Craig said in darm. "If somebody istrying to leave
with an antimatter trap, we can catch him, see what heintendsto do. | need to cdll for backup.”

Craig snatched the sunglasses out of his pocket and pointed to Piter. "Let's go out there, Dr. Fiter,
now that we know what to look for. Maybe that's what Goldfarb ssumbled onto.”

Flustered, Nels Piter turned and followed him out of the room.
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Craig and Piter reached Fermilab some time before the backup agents from the FBI's Chicago office.
Using hisown keys, Nels Piter took him through the access doors and beyond Restricted Areafences
down into the un-derground experimenta target channdl.

They ran down concrete stairsinto the thick-walled underground tunnels. Before them sprawled low
ceil-ings, naked pipes, and garish lights that vanished to a point in the distance, which made the
high-energy facil-ity seem to go on forever. The walswere smooth and painted athick yelowish-white.

Piter nodded to the left. "We haven't used that beam-dump facility snce Dumenco's accident. No
need to worry about residud radioactivity, though. It diesdown quickly... wel, fairly quickly anyway."

"Y ou redly know how to inspire confidence," Craig answered dryly.

In the opposite direction was the main entrance to the underground passages and the Tevatron
control rooms. Technicians, graduate students, and contractors for sci-entific teams set up equipment for
internationa experi-ments, making the underground corridors bustle like asubway station. Inthe
midmorning rush of activity, they took advantage of the beam’s down time. Peoplein |ab coats or dark
coverals moved about in the main target areas and diagnostics acoves, intent on their own work, trying
not to get in each other'sway.

An announcement came over the scratchy, echoing intercom that everyone was supposed to remain
where they were and to offer whatever assistance the Federa agents requested. But Craig didn't think he
would find anything in the crowded areas—the Tevatron accelerator was four milesin circumference, and
the experimenta target tunndl was nearly amilelong.

They briskly set off away from the main entrance. They had alot of empty areato cover, many places
to hide, many placesto set atrap. What disturbed Craig most, though, wasthat he couldn't get in touch
with Jackson. Thetal agent did not answer his cdllular phone.

Piter brushed aside his concern. "Don't worry. With al the copper shielding, high-energy equipment,
and thick walls, cdll phone transmissions are difficult under the best of circumstances. It'slikebeingina
Faraday cage."

Stll, it just didn't fed right to Craig.

Piter hurried dong the tunnd at abrisk pace, puffing; sweat glistened a his blond temples. "We
should first check the other beam-dump alcoves," Piter said, out of breath. "They're rarely inhabited and
would be an idedl place to hide suspicious equipment, such asthis aleged antimatter trap. Few workers
ever have reason to go in-side. Dr. Dumenco shouldn't have been there either—as he's learned too
dealy.”

Craig jogged easly dongside the dapper scientist. * "Unless someone intentionally caused the crash
and the exposure." He watched for Piter's reaction out of the corner of hiseye.

Piter snorted. " 'Intentiondly killed him? Preposterous. | can believe someone may have wanted an
experiment to backfire or be delayed, for whatever reason—but mur-der is another thing entirely.”

"Yes" sad Craginamonotone. "Yes, itis."

They hurried down the long corridor, running so in-tently that technicians and scientists hustled out of
their way. A repeat of the announcement came over the in-tercom, and Craig knew that other Chicago
agents must have arrived, descending into the tunnels of the giant accelerator. Bandaged and on
adminigrative leave, Agent Schultz might even have used alittle influence.

Craig listened to the humming of the upper and lower accelerator rings built into the sSide of the
corridor. The superconducting magnets throbbed, barely audible. When the Tevatron operated, the
magnets formed a shaped field that curved the beam of high-energy parti-clesin aprecise circle. When
the beam was on, the pro-tons and antiprotons accel erated around and around, picking up energy with



each trip through abooster. The flow waslike an atomic fire hose, gushing currents pow-erful enough to
dam adeadly dose of radiation onto anyone who stood in their way.

Asthey neared the first beam-dump acove, Craig was surprised to observe that the door had been
wedged tightly shut and barricaded from the outside.

Piter frowned. "Those doors are supposed to remain open at al times. It's for general equipment and
diag-nostics storage.” He stopped in front of the barrier, shaking his head. "This makes no sense.”

At the sound of their voices, someone pounded againgt the heavy door from theinside, and Craig
heard amuffled yell. Surprised, he and Piter rushed forward to unwedge the lock and pry away the
barricade, tugging and grunting to swing the heavy hatch open. They heard more banging, a push—and
then Randall Jackson stag-gered out into the tunnd, blinking in the wash of fluo-rescent light.

"Craig!" he said, leaning againgt the smooth wall for support, ' 'I'm aways glad to see you—but more
S0 now than usud." He panted heavily.

"What were you doing in there? Y ou were supposed to be looking—"

"'l was trapped). | caught our man in the act trying to set up something. | thought heran in here, but
he tricked me. It's Bretti—Nicholas Bretti, Dumenco's grad stu-dent. The twerp seled mein, and I've
spent thelast half hour just waiting here, knowing | was standing right in the high-energy bull's-eye. Not a
pleasant feding, | cantdl you!"

"But Dumenco's grad student is on vacation. He left days before the letha exposure.” Piter turned
pae. "And the subgtation explosion.”

"l bet he never went on vacation,” Craig said. "His parents had no ideawhere he was. He knew that if
he was out of state, we had no reason to suspect him.”

"Until now," Jackson growled. "I kept thinking any second the accelerator would crash and send
another blast of radiation in herejust like the one that hit Du-menco.”

Jackson struggled to regain his composure. He brushed himself off and straightened histie, asif trying
to pretend he wasn't bothered anymore. "It was like he was trying to retrieve something held hidden. He
was carrying something, but | didn't seewhat.”

Craig swallowed hard. "An antimatter trap. It could be one of those unstable crystal-lattice traps.”
Piter clamped his mouth shut, indignant at that characteriza-tion of hisinvention that had been Nobel
Prize worthy.

Jackson said, "If Bretti goes on the run, well never catch him—and he's dready got haf an hour head
dart, thanksto my stupid clumsiness”

Piter said, "1 think hell be up top. If hel's got anti-matter traps planted el sewhere, they'll probably be
in the beam-sampling subgtations outside.”

"Likethe onethat vaporized,” Craig said.
Jackson nodded. "'Y esh—and the one where he shot Goldfarb."

Craig spun around. "L et's get out of this sewer and into the open air. Were too late to do anything
down here, but we can stop Bretti at the substation before he gets away.”

Piter huffed at the insult to his giant accelerator, but Craig paid him no attention. He turned to
Jackson. ' 'Get to a phone and have al gates and entrances to Fermilab closed off. WEIl converge on the
substations around the ring. Nicholas Bretti is our man. | don't want him dip-ping through our ringers now
that he'sso close™

Carefully, feding ashiver of awe crawl benesth his skin, Nicholas Bretti pulled the small crystal-lattice
trap through the access port in the beam-sampling substation. In the garish light of the cramped and chilly



blockhouse, he held up thetiny container. 1t would only take afew minutesto transfer its antimatter to the
other crystal-lattice trap, but he would keep atiny fraction of the p-bars embedded in the salt. They
could till be useful— as adiversion. Now, for thelast time, he had to cover histracks.

After today, he wasn't planning on coming back. With the additional p-bars added to the antimatter
dready in-sdethe main trap, it would keep even Chandrawadia off his back.

Bretti checked the LCD diagnostic panels on the crystal-lattice trap as he started the transfer. The
solid-state diode lasers were dligned, confining the antimatter. Each p-bar oscillated in precarious balance
within atiny eectropotentid trgp of crystaline salt molecules.

He knew now that Chandrawalias pretext of needing the antiprotons for "medica applications’ was
just asham, alousy story to cover their nuclear weapon schemes. Maybe now they would be willing to
pay him even more—certainly, they wouldn't brush him off.... not with this much antimatter in hand. He
knew what it could do.

Finished with the transfer, he carried the crysta-lattice trap toward the haf-open door of the
subgtation asif it werefilled with nitroglycerin. He longed for acigarette, but couldn't take thetime. If the
antimatter containment grew unstable, held be gone in aflash of incandescent energy—himsalf and most
of the prairieingde the Tev-atron'sring. Bretti could have caculated the exact amount of energy released
from the annihilation of so much antimatter, but his ssomach tightened at the thought.

Of course, the survivors and investigators would take years to piece together what exactly had
happened, what had turned most of the Fermilab accelerator into aglassy-smooth crater... if the
bumbling detectives ever managed to figureit out.

He had no idea how soon it would be before the trapped FBI agent down in the beam tunnel would
be found. But the black agent had recognized him, called him by name—and now Bretti wasroyaly
screwed. He had hoped just to dip in, grab the p-bars, and duck out again. Now, he had to keep them
off histrail, get the hell out of Dodge, and stay one step ahead until he could board the planeto Indiaand
demand asylum or diplo-matic immunity, or whatever it was cdled.

Getting away was worth sacrificing afew precious antiprotons, he decided.

Squinting in the exaggerated shadows of the cramped blockhouse, Bretti carefully inserted the main
crystal-lattice trap into afoam-padded suitcase shell, a disguise that would make it appear to be mere
carry-on luggage. Asfar as any ingpection would show, he was smply taking a paperweight full of sdt.
And if Chandrawdiawastrue to hisword, he wouldn't have trouble with any inspections at dl.

Bretti would take one last trip on the Concord, and the payoff would be worth more than anything he
might have left behind in this crappy, cold, and miserable place. Given the promised reward, Bretti could
livelike aking, even asanationa hero for what he had done.

If he could get out of here.

Sedling the suitcase, Bretti looked at hiswatch. Timeto move. He carried the other, nearly empty
crystal-lattice trap to the door of the substation and connected wiresto the wall, and to the door jamb.
The next time the door was opened, it would cut power to the cross-feeding lasers—releasing afew
hundred nanograms of antimatter.

Enough to blow the hell out of the blockhouse.
Enough to keep the FBI busy for quite sometime.

Bretti had to erase histracks, create an immediate di-version, and keep away from the relentless
federa agents. The stakes were high, the time was now, and everything would depend on how he
managed to get through the next few hours. He didn't have any other choice.

He aready had histicket for the Concord, aone-way trip to India... and safety for the rest of hislife,



compli-ments of the Liberty for All party. He had his passport and packed suitcase waiting in the trunk of
the rentdl car.

Lugging the main trap with him, Bretti departed from the blockhouse and carefully closed the meta
door be-hind him, connecting the leads and preparing the booby-trap. Not looking back, he set off
across the dry, shoulder-high grasses of the restored prairie. It was the most direct way to his car, with
the least chance of him being seen, swallowed by thetal waving grass.

He had just stepped into the shelter of the prairie when he saw agold rental car racing toward the
blockhouse. Kicking up dugt, it drove dong the narrow access road that followed the curve of the
racetrack accelerator. Bretti ducked down in the dry grass, his heart pounding. Already! Shit!

He backed dowly away, rustling through the grass as he waited for the fireworksto start.

Minutes earlier, in the first blockhouse around the ac-celerator ring—where Goldfarb had been
shot—Craig, Jackson, and Piter had found nothing, exactly as Craig had expected. Schultz's evidence
technicians had scoured the subgtation for clues. Among the fingerprints found there, Craig was sure they
would identify Bretti's—but that proved nothing, snce the grad student had been authorized to work in
that building, after dl.

The site of the second blockhouse held only the glassy crater, which they now guessed had been
caused by afailed antimatter trap.

Asthey approached the third substation, though, Craig felt the hairstingle on the back of hisneck. He
waan't thoroughly familiar with the smdl and ugly buildings, but something about the trampled grass
around the ex-terior, the mussed gravel around the stedl door, the way the padlock hung on the latch,
made him think that someone had been here not long before.

Squinting through his sunglasses, he looked over at Jackson. The other agent stood tense, asif he
could sense something in the air. The three men cautioudy approached the substation door, and Craig
nodded to Nels Piter. "Give methekey. Let's open it up and see what we find insde.”

The Belgian scientist fumbled with hiskey ring. Se-lecting akey and handing it to Craig, Piter stood
back and watched. Craig twisted it in the padlock with aclick, and hung the lock on thering, swinging
aside the hasp.

Before opening the heavy door, Craig looked around, squinting into the bright autumn morning. The
brown grass stretched ahead of him ingde the circle of the bur-ied accelerator, rasping together like
witches broomsin the brisk, chill breeze. He sensed someone watching him, but he put it down as
nerves. Fermilab's famous buffalo wandered out on the prairie, incongruous among the high-tech
substations and high-voltage eectrical wiresthat ran around thelab. An intense sillence hung intheair.

Craig pulled on the door. Before he could say any-thing, though, before the words could even formin
his mind, an explosion ripped through the thick-walled blockhouse,

The blast hurled Craig backward like a punch from agiant fist. All he could see were dazzling flames
and abright wal of light.
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The overpressure wave hurled Craig backward into Nels Piter and dammed the battleship-steel door
agang the outer wall with athunderous clang. He covered his head with hisarms, sheltering Piter with his
body. His ears throbbed from the boom, and heat seared his skin.

The concrete-block walls split and cracked, squirting flames like blood leaking from a cracked scab.



A sec-ondary fire crackled with plumes of greasy, noxious smoke, but the blaze found little fuel insdethe
block-house. Broken fragments of cinderblock and metal rebar rained around them like a snowstorm of
junkyard ob-jects.

Moments later, Piter groaned and rolled to the sde. Craig stood up, shaking his head. His suit jacket
wastorn, dusty, battered, and he did his best to brush himsdf off.

Jackson had tumbled to the rough ground, skidding his shoulders across the gravel and into the
autumn-dead grass. Now he got to his hands and knees, cradling his skull, disoriented and stunned. "Was
that another anti-matter release?" he asked. "Did we set one off?"

When Craig shrugged, his head throbbed with the sud-den movement. His ears continued ringing. "I
0, this one wasn't as powerful.”

Piter sat down heavily on the gravel pathway, looking comica with his dapper appearance now
smudged with soot and dust. "We shouldn't go insde the rubble, in case theré'sresidud radiation.” He
gripped his kneeswith long, angular hands and blinked his pale blue eyes. "Were lucky the blockhouse
wals and the heavy door were thick enough to absorb the prompt radiation—oth-erwise, we'd be going
to the hospita like Dr. Du-menco.”

Jackson was silent for along time. "Bretti set that up deliberately,” he said findly, keeping hisvoice
under control. "A boobytrap.”

""Just like how he must have boobytrapped Dumenco in the beam-dump alcove,” Piter said quickly.

"After helocked me down in the tunnel, he knew weld come looking for him. So he was waiting for
us here. Could have been adiversion, or maybe he'sjust homiciddl." Jackson's voice was agrowl. "That
guy isredly garting to annoy me.”

"After thisexploson, and after shooting Goldfarb, and after dumping the letha exposure on
Dumenco, it's safe to say he's got abloodthirsty stresk amilewide." Craig placed his hands on his hips,
scanning the silent prairie that stretched around them for miles. "I've got agut feding, though, that we
missed him by only afew minutes™

He heard srens swelling in the distance, emergency response crews from Fermilab racing to the site
of the explosion. Bretti had grabbed their attention, al right— but by now the grad student could be

anywhere.

They would comb the areainch by inch, get dl avail-able FBI and law-enforcement personnel to
barricade the exits. They had to trap Bretti here before he did anything else.

From hishiding placein the thick grass, Bretti watched the explosion. He had jury-rigged the power
to disengage from the crystal-lattice the moment the sub-station door opened the merest crack; but he
didn't think the FBI would be so close behind him. He should have had more time, even just afew more
minutes.

He hadn't wanted to kill the agents outright—just in-capacitate them, get them out of theway so he
could make hislast run, escape from this place forever. Of course, he had aready shot another FBI
agent, the curly-haired one, even though he hadn't meant to. At this point, with everything that had
happened, with every-thing he had aready done, Bretti hoped the other agents would make adistinction
between Attempted Murder and Murder.

But those FBI men looked redlly pissed off.

All the more reason to get out of the country, politi-caly safe from any possible extradition. Hed
gotten in much too deep to talk hisway out, and he had to keep plunging forward no matter who else he
had to step on. He just wished he had alittle more faith in Chandrawalia and the crackpot nuclear
wespons schemes of arenegade political party.



Fermilab was already crawling with FBI, and the new explosion would only draw their attention. He
had to create another diversion, amajor one. Seven thousand acreswas one hell of alarge areato
search. If he could keep them busy with several emergencies, it would di-lute their manpower, limit the
FBI's ability to watch for asingle man who knew hisway around.

Luckily, Bretti had parked his car outside the Fermi-lab perimeter, near the temporary living quarters
for visiting scientists. He shouldn't have adifficult time getting there. ... if he played hiscardsright.

Out in the grass, the wandering herd of buffalo—great shaggy beasts as stupid asthey were
large—stood adigned likeiron filings to a magnet, staring at the site of the blockhouse explosion, asif the
loud noise had somehow penetrated their fuzzy awareness. He could get past them without a problem,
given asufficient distrac-tion.

Taking out his digposable cigarette lighter, Bretti bent over, struck aflame, and ignited the dry grassin
front of him. He checked the wind, judged which way it was blowing, and ran the opposite direction.

The flames gnashed at the dry grasses. It was about the time of the year for the community service
groups, the ecology-minded volunteers, to come into the prairie restoration areas and set their autumn
fires. By smulat-ing anatura lightning strike, they burned the dry grassto promote the growth of the
ecosystem they weretrying to restore.

Bretti himsdf would be the lightning today.

Heran dong, dipping the cigarette lighter to the dry vegetation, like agraffiti artist with aspray can.
The flames spread like acid soaking into filter paper. Bretti crouched to ignite another flashpoint, sprinted
ahead, then lit another idand of dry grass.

The numerous blazes swelled rapidly. Even againgt the breeze the flames began to eat their way back
toward him, hungrily consuming the dry fudl. Bretti ran at top speed, sweeting and panting, in adirect line
across the featureless prairie toward the shalow holding ponds, the accelerator ring, and the outer
boundary of the Site.

If everything worked right he could be home freein less than an hour.

With his head il ringing from the explosion, Craig scanned the waving, crisp brown prairie. He
rubbed his nose, finding atrickle of blood from one nodtril, but he figured he could survive. The grass
blades spread out like alake of kindling enclosed by the boundary of the particle accelerator. He froze,
asdread formed achip of icein hischest.

Out in the sea of grass, another column of smokerose. A brush fire that spread rapidly toward them.

Craig saw the figure running behind the flames. Though the prairie grasswastal, the man's head and
shoulders rose above the swaying blades once he stood up to run.

"There heis" He grabbed Jackson'sarm.
"Letmeat him."

Craig spun about to face the Belgian scientist. "Stay here, Dr. Piter. Jackson, call for immediate
backup. Tell thefire crew to worry about the grass blaze more than the blockhouse.”

Jackson yanked out his cellular phone, punched in anumber for theloca FBI team aready
responding to the explosion.

Piter smoothed his suit jacket, il trying to regain hisdignity. "I'm going back to my office," he said.
"Thisisno gamefor me."
Ignoring him, Craig ran at full speed into the grass, pumping hislegs, heading toward where he had

seen thefigure run. But the smoke grew rapidly thicker. The flames rushed onward, pushed by a stiff
October breeze.



As Craig approached the edge of the flames, he cut Ift, trying to find athin patch of smoldering
ground he could stomp through. The air smdled of thick pungent smoke, burning vegetation. Birdsflew
up from their hid-ing places, but the tearing-paper crackle of the blaze drowned out their squawking
cries.

Jackson puffed up beside him. "Didn't anybody ever tell you you're not supposed to run into an
oncoming flame front?" he said. "Head over to the pond. We can sKirt the fire there and get past it."

Craig saw what the other agent meant and took off, plowing through the grass, sumbling on insdious
weeds, old lichen-covered branches, and rocks that pro-truded from the uneven ground. He swiped
blades of grassout of the way like asafari explorer plunging through an uncharted jungle.

Black smokefilled theair. Hisquarry, Bretti, had fled far on the other side of the firewhile heand
Jackson struggled to continue their roundabout pursuit.

Soot and ashes and sparks flew around him, and the blaze swept toward them no matter how fast
they ran.

Jackson pounded Craig on the shoulder to smother an ember that had settled on his suit jacket.

The downside to the other agent's plan about getting to the holding pond was that the vegetation also
grew thickest around the water's edge. The two agents stum-bled through the weeds with the flames hot
ontheir heds.

Therippling wal of fire approached with ahissing roar. Craig turned to see they had no choice but to
head into the pond itsdlf. Without a pause, Jackson rammed into him, knocking him down the dope
toward the muddy water. Craig maintained his balance in greenish-brown pond scum up to his knees,
while Jackson, over-exerted, ssumbled, and sat down in the water.

Kicked onward by the increasing breeze, the fire struck the obstacle of the pond and curled around it,
devouring the grass at the water's edge. Frogs hiding in the shore weeds splashed into the pond, while
indige-nous birds took flight. Craig ducked and kept hisface low to the water.

Findly, once thefireline had passed, Craig hel ped Jackson splash out of the pond. Dripping, they
sprinted across the burned stubble, the ground still smoldering and charred benegth their soggy shoes.
Thick with smoke, the air scraped Craig's throat and lungs raw. His eyes burned, stinging from the heat
and the soot, but he kept racing toward where he had |ast seen Bretti.

The grassfire had dready consumed an amazing sec-tion of ground. Helicopters thrummed overhead,
and emergency response teamsfindly arrived at the newly destroyed substation half amile behind them.
Ground fire crews rushed out across the flat ground to control the blaze, but it would take them along
time to get up to speed and pull their act together.

Craigwasin close pursuit now. Bretti had to be near. He staggered into the smoke, unable to see,
frequently losing hisbaance. Once, he barely caught himsalf from plunging face-first into the hot embers
of aburned tree,

Just ahead, though, he spotted a dim figure moving through the murk. He yanked out his handgun and
bel-lowed an ultimatum. "Bretti! Federa agents—give up now, sir!" Craig's smoke-clogged throat made
his voice hoarse, and hiswords came out as araspy croak. The soot burned histhroat and eyes and
nose, which were gtill raw from breathing chlorine gasless than two days earlier.

The fleeing suspect, barely seen, did not respond. In-steed, the figure moved closer, threatening.
Craig blinked hisburning eyes, desperately trying to get apos-itive ID. "Bretti, thisisthe FBI!"

"Craig!" Jackson shouted from the side, and then pointed, forcing him to take a closer look. "It's not
hunt-ing season yet.”

Craig redlized that the large form was one of the do-mesticated male bison, its hide singed. Lost and



disori-ented, the beast lumbered past, snorting, its huge round eyes red-rimmed. Frightened and
aggressive, the bull thundered away from the flames, avoiding their noise.

"You havealot of faith in your firearm, if you expect awegpon of that cdiber to do anything more
than piss off abuffdo.”

"ItsaSig-Sauer,"” Craig said, abashed, "alittle more powerful than my old Beretta" He continued
running after the fleeing grad student. They dashed across the blackened ground until finaly—covered
with soot and drenched with both perspiration and stagnant pond wa-ter—they reached the end of the
burn zone.

Craig bent over, placing hands on his shuddering knees as he squinted into the distance beyond the
Fer-milab boundary, toward the cluster of buildingsin Ba-tavia, the streets, parked cars... awedth of
placesto hide. He removed his sunglasses, blinking in the light, straining to see ahead—but he saw no
Sgn of their sus-pect.

Craig took a deep breath shaking his head. Sweat dripped into his eyes from his chestnut-brown hair.
Once again, Nicholas Bretti had escaped.

CHAPTERI THIRTY-FIVEI
Friday, 11:44 am.
Fox River Medica Center

Onthelast day of hislife, Georg Dumenco's exiled family members began to arrive—spectators at a
pre-mature wake. Paige led them in, hesitant but proud to perform one last service.

On his hospita bed, Dumenco looked hideous with his skin blistered, reddened, and doughing off in
wet flakes; it seemed amercy for him to remain drugged, but the scientit ralied and fought, ingsting on a
last few hours of use out of hisbrilliant mind.

Upon learning that his prediction was correct after al, but that the antimatter was being bled off and
thereby ruining the data from the detector apparatus, Dumenco sagged into stunned relief, asif prepared
to die now that he had verified his precious theories.

The Ukrainian struggled to wakefulness and squinted at the new visitorsin hishospital room, trying to
see through the trand ucent curtain surrounding his bed. Paige thought Dumenco's face bore adreamlike
expres-son, asif he couldn't believethat hisfamily had finally cometo him, that thiswasn't just
radiation-induced de-lirium.

Paige stood beside the vigtors, trying to remain un-obtrusive. Thiswas their moment with their
long-lost Georg. She had the flight schedules. The FBI had ar-ranged for ther tickets with the greatest
expediency, rushing them from their hiding places across the mid-western United States.

Dumenco'swife, Luba, his youngest daughter, Alyx, and his son, Peter, had come from Minnegpalis,
while his eldest daughter Kathryn ironicaly had just begun college a the University of Chicago. Shelived
closeto her father, but was discouraged from seeing him.... un-til now, when helay on his deathbed.

Kathryn came forward in new blue jeans with her two hands clutched in front of her. Her
straw-colored hair was cropped short, sticking out in a scarecrowish style that made her look like awaif.
Her lower lip trembled. Her eyes were huge and shadowed asif she hadn't got-ten much deep.

Paige's heart went out to her, though she said nothing, just watching the tableau. Living in Chicago,
young Kathryn had probably learned on the news that her father was dying and had spent daysin anguish
wondering whether she should break the secrecy, to put her entire family at risk by going to see her
father onelast time.

Luckily, Craig had taken care of that choice.



The wife aso came forward to hold Alyx and Peter tightly, both of them shuddering asthey stood
beside the bed rails. Luba seemed afraid to approach the radiation-damaged wreck that had once been
her hushand. Georg Dumenco lay breathing raggedly through an oxygen mask, his eyes darting back and
forth, sometimes with recognition, sometimes without.

Peter reached tentatively forward to touch hisfather's hand, but then drew back, afraid he might
cause further injury. The scientist looked so fragile, asif the sogp bubble of hislife could easily burst.
Instead, the young man hunkered down, leaning againgt the visitor's chair and began to whisper. Kathryn
stood next to him, il biting her lower lip like aghost.

In his bed, Dumenco managed aamile.

Because of hishigh-profile research, the technical pa-pers he published, and his consideration for the
Nobe Prize, Georg Dumenco would have been easy to locate. Paige was sure the family members must
have followed the career of the man who had arranged for them to flee the Ukraine. But, because of the
sharp and secret eyes of enforcers from the former Soviet Union, Dumenco had insisted that they never
get intouch with him, never be seen with him.

It seemed ahorrible prison sentence to Paige, but the man who had tried to kill him in the hospitdl,
who had broken into his apartment, destroyed Dumenco's com-puter and incapacitated Craig and
Jackson with chlorine gas, had proven such precautions necessary.

Carrying abag under one arm, Trish LeCroix stepped into the hospital room like aworried mother
hen. Paige watched her fidget in her clean white doctor's uniform, her figure petite, her nails done
perfectly, her hair short and no-nonsense, her glasses ddlicate and stylish. Irish's every move spoke of
carefully planned elegance.

Paige could see why Craig had been attracted to her, but the woman seemed more like atrophy than
ahuman being. With her aggressive work for the PR-Cubed, her time spent studying the fallout and
repercussions of Chernobyl, and her impeccable training and residency record, Trish LeCroix had many
passions and convic-tions... and little flexibility. Craig must have just gone dong with her, distracted by
hisFBI duties.

Paige amiled, thinking that for being so decisivein hiswork as a Federal agent, where he could
discern the faintest connections, Craig was naive and dmost passve in persona relationships. But his
dightly-embarrassed nervousness, which he awaystried to hide, was one of the things Paige found most
endearing about him.

She had forgotten how much sheld missed him over the past year.

Trish crossed her arms over her chest and scrutinized Dumenco's family, then glanced over a Paige.
Shewore asour but grudgingly tolerant expression.

Trish reached into the bag and removed various items: an ornate gold-plated cross, framed
photographs of Ukrainian churches, and colorfully enameled rdligiousiconsthat looked like collector's
plates. Trish set them up on the bedside table and around Dumenco's room, firmly pushing his stacked
technical papersaside.

The scientist's wife nodded in gratitude, perhaps rec-ognizing afew of the kegpsakes. The younger
daughter, Alyx. helped to display afew of the items, thankful for something to keep her busy. Paige
dared at Trish, her blue gazefilled with questions.

"l went to Georg's gpartment. He gave me hiskeys," Trish said defengvely. "1 took afew thingsfrom
hiswalls. | thought hed be glad to have them around him."

Earlier, Paige had set up the polished stone chess pieces Craig had brought for Dumenco, placing
them where the dying man could reach them if he wanted. Dumenco had made no move, no suggestion
that he wanted to attempt agame of chess, but he seemed to enjoy looking at the pieces nevertheless,



hypnotized by the way the light played acrosstheir dick curves.

Alyx'sblond hair, longer than her sister's, flowed down between her shoulder blades. She picked up
one of the smdll icon paintings and clutched it as she stood beside Kathryn, looking down at her father.
Lubastood stoicaly, gripping the shoulders of her children; she stood in Silence asthe boy Peter
continued to talk aim-lessly. Now he was saying something about various basebal | teams and pitchers.

Dumenco sat awake, watching them. His eyes were bright and sparkling. He leaned forward,
reaching out with one swollen hand, then he winced as his entire body convulsed.

As Dumenco shuddered, Trish hurried forward. She glanced down at aprep tray and selected afilled
hypo-dermic syringe, which she prepared to inject into one of the IV linestaped to Dumenco'sarm.

"What are you doing?" Paige asked quietly, touching her elbow.
Irish's dark eyesflashed. "Hesin pain—can't you see that? I'm trying to relieve some of it."
"But won't that make him unconscious?' Paige asked. "He's barely awake now."

Trish kept her harsh voice low, asif to prevent the stricken family members from hearing her. "All of
his mgor organ systems have been destroyed or damaged. | don't know how he's managed to last this
long, but he'sliterdly falling gpart. The pain must be excruciat-ing.”

"l know that," Paige said, dso keeping her voicelow. "But his daughters are here, hiswife, hisson.
Y ou said yoursdlf that he doesn't have much time left, maybe hours, maybe days."

Trish shook her head. "HEll never surviveto the end of thisday.”
"Then leave him awake and conscious for these last few momentswith loved oneshe hasn't seenina
longtime"

"I'm adoctor. I'm supposed to ease suffering and relieve pain,” Trish said, holding up the hypodermic
asif it wereadagger. "How can | et him lie here and ignore his condition when | know what agony he's

going through??'

"What are you afraid he's going to say with hislast breeth?' Paige said coldly. " Something about you?
Something you don't want anybody to hear?'

Trish looked at her in astonishment. Paige knew all about Trish's activist work, the lectures she hed
given, and how many hard-line stands she had taken. .. but now, dl the hypothetica situations had

changed, and she was faced with area patient—and perhaps for thefirst time, area man she had
known very well.

Trish backed off without answering Paige's question. She returned the hypodermic toitstray. "Well
leave him awake for now,” shesaid. "But | have to watch him very carefully.” She stood back at an
uneasy dis-tance from Paige.

Dumenco'sfamily clung together at his bedside and waited for the scientist to die.
chapter|

THIRTY-Sixl

Friday, 11:57 am.

Fermilab

Craig stood on the blackened grass, angry and dishev-eled. Bretti had escaped from right under their
noses. And the grad student now had an extraordinarily valu-able—and dangerous—cache of antimatter.
The sheer rarity of antiprotons made the sample Bretti carried in his crystal-attice trap worth thousands
of times more than any precious meta or gem.



But wherewould he Al it?

And, if Dumenco's comments were correct, the crystal-lattice trap was a so disastroudy unstable.
Bretti had abomb large enough to take out dozens of city blocks. Did he even know?

Behind him, fire trucks from the towns of Bataviaand Auroraformed asemicircle to contain the grass
fire. Crews dressed in metallic-slver suitswith full-face mask respirators dangling at their sides pushed
asde afirebreak and wetted down the brown prairie asalast line of defense against the spreading
flames. Other crews sprayed streams of water high in the air back and forth across the grassfire.

Jackson trudged up, his dark face smudged with smoke and his suit jacket flapping open in thewind.
Holding up hiscdl phone, he wiped hisarm across his sweaty brow. "We're lucky this still works. Dr.
Piter is getting us Bretti's home address from the head office— our own info on Bretti is back at the
temporary com-mand post. I'd like to be the one to catch that little bastard.”

Craig took a deep bresth, then straightened his sun-glasses. "Get the Chicago office to set up
roadblocks while we check out Bretti's place. Seeif Schultz will send us some backup. And get a search
warrant."

"Gotit." A cloud of smoke from thefire swirled around them as Jackson immediatdly started punching
in numbers. Thelean FBI agent held the cell phoneto hisear. With the prairie fire raging behind him, he
looked like alone survivor from abombing raid.

Jackson pulled the renta car up to the empty curb in front of aline of duplex ranch houses. Beside
him, Craig squinted through his sunglasses a the mailbox numbers out by the road. "Number one
hundred twenty two should be right around the corner, on theright.”

"Y ou don't think he could have found an older part of town to livein, do you?' Jackson said ashe
punched in numbersin his cel phone, checking on their backup. "What abunch of dumps."

"He'sagrad student, remember?’ Craig said. He re-membered his own days of starvation wages,
when even a professor's salary seemed like a huge amount of money. A duplex like thiswas a nice place
to live, com-pared with some of the student dives he had seen.

At Stanford, while working part timefor the private investigator Elliot Lang, Craig had spent many
hours studying for classes, thinking through term papers, fight-ing boredom outside rows of gpartmentsin
San Fran-cisco, keeping atail on acheating husband or a supposedly injured worker milking an
insurance claim. Back then he only had to wait and watch, maybe take afew pictures.

Now they werewaking into aliterally explosve st-uation.

Jackson put down the cell phone. " Schultz says the backup won't be here from downtown for fifteen
minutes.”

Craig thought quickly. They had aready obtained averbal okay for the search warrant from aloca
magis-trate who had worked with Agent Schultz in the past. ' 'l don't think Bretti's coming back
here—not after what just happened out at Fermilab. But he may have left something inside that we need
to know." Herecalled the vita information he had found in the abandoned home of the leader of the
Eagle's Claw militianear the Nevada Nuclear Test Site. "And if Bretti's on the run with an unstable
container of antimatter, he can go along way in fifteen minutes."

Jackson nodded. "Okay, let's take alook." He sounded anxious to get to the renegade grad student.
Almog too anxious, to avenge Ben Goldfarb's shooting.

Craig shrugged on his suit jacket, glancing up and down &t the other low-rent housesto seeif they
had been spotted. He straightened histie, trying to keep from tele-graphing his nervousness.

Together, moving like two professionas, they started toward Bretti's duplex, the left-hand side of the
building. Weeds and crabgrass covered the small yard. A crum-bling concrete driveway dotted with



fresh ail spotsran from the street to aone-car garage. A chain-link fence split the yardsin two.

They stepped back, out of sight from the front win-dow. Craig pressed hislips together, looked
around one last time, and drew in abreath. "Weve got to move." He rang the doorbell, ready with one
hand on his Sig-Sauer, one hand near his badge and ID wallet.

Jackson's nodtrilsflared, and Craig looked at him firmly. "Remember the Rules of Engagement,
Randdl— thisisn't Ruby Ridge. The best way to help Goldfarb isto bring thisdirtball in dive."

Jackson gripped hispistol. "I understand.” No one answered the door, and Jackson knocked,
pounding hard againgt the door.

Craig gestured around. "I doubt he's here. Y ou take the back door. Don't wait for meto yell if
anything goesdown.”

"Right. By the book." Jackson briskly jogged around the corner, put a hand on the low chain-link
fence and easily vaulted into the backyard.

Craig tried the front door. Locked. He stepped back to kick it in, when he heard a sound just inside
the front door. He placed a sweaty hand on his pancake holster, prepared to drawv—

Jackson yanked open the door, out of breath. "Back patio door was off itstrack.” He held his pistol
with two hands, the barrel pointing up intheair.

"Lucky for us" Craig dropped his hand from his pancake holster.
Jackson shrugged. "I did haveto help it abit.”

Craig glanced around the threadbare room as he en-tered, seventies tract-home vintage. Starving
student fur-niture, plywood-and-cinderblock bookshelves, orange crates covered with sheetsfor end
tables. Empty.

"I didn't go through the house," said Jackson, "but it looks like only two rooms off the main
passagewey.”

They quickly secured the duplex, but Craig knew in hisgut that Bretti wasn't home. It didn't look like
he had been here for sometime.

The single bed was unmade; stacks of computer pa-per, journd articles, and textbooks were pushed
up againgt thewall. A large cardboard box in one corner held copies of Physics Today and Physical
Review Let-ters. Three empty cans of Pringle potato chips and asix-pack of Diet Peps sat by the
nightstand. Dirty underwear was piled in acorner, but too many empty hangers dangled in the closet,
some scattered on the floor. Bretti had just cleaned out his clothes.

Craig straightened. "I bet he's not coming back.”

Inside the tiny kitchen, Jackson stood over afolding card table, scanning a sheaf of papers. Craig
checked the date on the milk in the refrigerator; its freshness had expired aweek earlier.

Under the table was what |ooked like a case of booze. Craig kndlt to take acloser look. "Grand
Marnier—a couple hundred dollars worth there. He's got an expen-sive taste for agrad student.”

"Or wasit asplurge?' Jackson asked. "Maybe hejust got anice payoff."

"Look at this" Jackson handed Craig a preprinted in-flight menu. On the front was printed welcome
to the concord. "What the heck is agrad student doing with amenu from the Concord? Doesn't that thing
fly into New Y ork?'

Craig stared at thelist of Indian food, written in fancy script: Chicken vindal oo, curry vegetables,
Kingfisher beer. "Goldfarb wanted me to go seeit in O'Hare when | landed early Tuesday. British
Airwayswas having aspecia this month, direct from Chicago to New Delhi, India"



"'A guy who livesin adump like this on agrad stu-dent's sdlary doesn't have any businessriding on
the Concord,” Jackson said. "Or drinking a case of Grand Marnier. But what's the connection with
India?'

Craig said dowly, tentatively, "Well... Indias athreshold high-tech country. Maybe Bretti got
involved with somebody there."

Jackson scrounged through the papers on the table, looking for abank statement. "I'll bet if we pull
Bretti's finances, well find he's made severd large deposits. He doesn't seem the type to know how to
cover histrackstoo well. HeE's an amateur at this stuff.”

"All the more dangerous,” Craig cautioned, thinking of Ben Goldfarb. ' 'Dr. Piter said thiswas only
one of two placesin the world that could produce p-bars— CERN and Fermilab. And with Dumenco's
new method to increase the production of antimatter, Fermilab isthe only place that could make enough
antimatter for profit."”

"Areyou saying theré's ablack market for antimat-ter?* Jackson was incredulous.

"Y es, and Bretti hasalarge batch to sell." Hismind's eye saw aflash of Dumenco, lying on his
desthbed, con-fessing to being involved in a Soviet black program to power exotic weaponry. "Think
about it. He just left Fermilab and he's on the run. Right now he's got noth-ing to lose. Hell want to get
out of the country."

Craig stuffed the Concord menu in his jacket pocket and turned for the door. "Let's get to O'Hare.
Whatever Bretti is doing doesn't matter as much aswhat could happen if that satchel of antimatter goes
unstable. He could take out the entire airport in an instant.”

Jackson raced behind him, leaving the door swinging on its hinges.
CHAPTERTMIRTY-SEVEN

Friday, 12:17 p.m.

Fermilab

Back to normal , thought Nels Piter. Would things ever get back to norma? It had to be over soon.
If Dumenco would just hurry up and die, the whole mess could be forgotten, cleanly and efficiently. And
with the FBI agents rushing off after Nicholas Bretti, they would be satisfied with the conclusion of their
case and just let the Fermilab researchers return to their experiments.

With the imminent publication of Piter'smgor new paper in Phys. Rev. Letters, and the nail-biting
wait for the Nobel announcement, and Dumenco's letha expo-sure—or even worse, hisingstence that
Piter's own crystal-lattice trap was flawed, fundamentally flawed— Piter felt tense to the point of
nausea.

But the Ukrainian had aways caused problems for Pite—even on his deathbed.

Waiting for the levator door to open in the cathedra-like Wilson Hall, Piter sraightened his
impeccable suit jacket, adjusted histie. He ran ahand across his hair to smooth down the locks that had
been blown out of place.

Hefdt dirty, sooty from the fire—he should have spent amoment in the rest room making himself
pre-sentable. He had an image to maintain in his office. He couldn't stand having things out of place,
especidly his appearance—because he was very much aware that ap-pearance was redlity. He tended
to avoid public rest rooms, germ-infested places al of them. He would just have to keep hisdignity. That
would be enough.

The elevator door did open, and he stepped out onto the third floor, holding his head high as he made
for hisoffice, ignoring hisadminigtrative assgant Priscilla



In the front-office hush, it seemed asif the woman's eyes clicked when he walked past, no doubt
astonished at her straight-laced boss's unkempt appearance. He heard a chair pushed back as Priscilla
stammered, "Dr. Piter. Thank goodness you're back! Y ou've received severd calstoday from—"

"Please hold al my calls, Priscilla" he said. Thelast thing he needed was to have reporters pestering
him when he redlly needed to conduct some damage control. A Nobel-nominated scientist dying of
radiation expo-sure; two major substation explosions; FBI agents as-saulted, shot, gassed; and a
renegade grad student intent on salling antimatter on the black market—and al in lessthan aweek.
Fiter's mouth twisted.

Striding into his office, heimmediately shrugged off his jacket and hung it on ahook behind the door.
Hetried to brush off some of the grime, but stopped, dis-gusted that he only rubbed it deeper into the
material. Helonged for thisterrible day to end.

Within aminute, Priscillaknocked at the door. "Dr. Piter, you've received another—"
"l said | would accept no cals."
"But, Sr—"

"Priscilla, | ask you to honor my request. | smply have too much work to do, and timeis extremely
short. Our latest press announcement about the Physical Re-view paper takes precedence over
everything a thismo-ment."

Her reply was curt and sullen. "Very well, Dr. Piter.” But shedidn't turnto leave. "Sir, thereisa
telegram for you. I've left it on your desk. | think you should teke alook at it."

Piter closed hiseyes. If hisadminigtration staff wouldn't leave him aminute of peace, how could he
ever prepare for the madness bound to erupt when Bretti's situation hit the press? It would make the
news, and soon—it was just a matter of time. Worse yet, if the antimatter exploded and annihilated a
third of Chicago, then the whole world would see mat his precious crystal-lattice trap was fundamentally
flawed.

And that turned his ssomach and left him sick with fear.

Sighing, Piter turned to his private washroom to clean up before he moved on to decide what he
would do about that imbecile Bretti.

How would he explain the discrepancy between his pioneering work at CERN and Dumenco's
findingsthat his crystal-lattice trap was flawed? What had Dumenco said—that his solid-state diode
lasers needed to be phase locked? And what would happen when his colleagues discovered that when
the p-bar dengity reached athresh-old, the container might become unstable? If it wasn't for that damned
Dumenco, the world would never have seen so many p-bars, and the threshold limit would never have
been reached, at least not in hislifetime.

He noticed the pae-yelow Western Union envel ope sitting square on hisdesk, asif Priscillahad
lovingly placed it there.

He picked it up and tore it open—
Then froze, stunned.

A whirlwind of emotions ran through him. Conflict-ing, competing for hislogica mind to untangle. He
felt asif he had been taken to the highest pinnacle on earth, and flung down into the deepest depths.

He reread the message, not believing what he had just seen—uncomprehending.
Freandice, hefelt torn.
He clutched the message and dully sat down at his desk.



It wasover... after dl theseyears, findly, findly over.
And lifewould never bethe same again.
CHAPTERI THIRTY -EI GHT]

Friday, 12:38 P.M.

O'Hare International Airport

Craig gripped the armrest of the rental car as Jackson took the exit to the airport a high speed. A
white-haired man in a Jaguar honked and extended his middle finger as Jackson whipped into the far right
lane, cutting him off.

Craig pulled his cell phone away from hisear as he struggled to maintain hisbalancein the car. "Hey,
Randdl, we need to get there diveif were going to stop Bretti."

Jackson unblinkingly kept his hands on the steering whed, precisdly at the 10:00 and 2:00 position as
pro-scribed in the Bureau's evasive driving course. 'Y ou're sarting to sound like Goldfarb, man.”
Instead, he ac-celerated.

Craig didn't argue with the lean agent. Thiswas per-sond for him, deeply personad—and he only
hoped Jackson could maintain his professondism.

Agent Schultz at the Chicago Bureau office spoke over the cell phone, and Craig pictured the man
still bandaged up, stuck at his desk and wishing he could be in the middle of the action. "Weve diverted
the team of agents from Bretti's house, and our SWAT teams have scrambled. We've informed airport
security. Did you want any uniformed police officers as backup?'

Craig lurched into the side of the door as Jackson weaved around traffic. "No, keep them away. The
last thing we want to do isto spook Bretti. He's got enough explosive power in his briefcase to turn
O'Hareinto asmoking crater—and | don't think he even knowsit. Keep thisafedera operation, and let
merun it fromingde. Specid Agent backupsonly.”

"What about equipment?' Schultz pressed. "Do you need any NEST or FEMA support?' The FBI
worked closdaly with the Department of Defense's Nuclear Emer-gency Search Team aswell asthe
Federa Emergency Management Agency; but thiswastotaly out of the box. The destructive potentia
Bretti carried in his briefcase was as great asasmall fission bomb, but unlike radio-active materid, the
antimatter was undetectable.

"There's no nuclear sgnature to help find his anti-matter trap. And if it goes ungtable, you'll need the
Red Cross more than anyone ese. Just have additiona agents stake out the Internationa termind,
especidly the Con-cord gate. Well be running surveillance around it. Re-member, we don't know
Bretti's plans, and were not even sure he's here." He swallowed hard, not wanting to consider the
possihility that they might be so far off base. "Were you ableto find out if Bretti had gpplied for avisato
India?"

"Weve queried the Consulate office in Chicago, and they're taking their sweet time getting back to us.
| think they're giving usthe runaround.”

"Usewhat pressure you can. If Bretti isgoing to In-dia, it'sgot to bein their records... unlessthe
Indians are usng some diplomatic Vasdine to dip him through under our noses. Cdl the State
Department if you need help prying that information loose.”

“I'll dowhat | can on thisend. Good luck, Kreident."

"Thanks. Werredmost there" Craig flipped the phone shut and held on. He spotted the airport Hilton
and thearching termina building ahead.

Craig had worked around scientists during his student days at Stanford, before going into patent law



and then law enforcement. Researchers were just like any other focused group of people, but usually
more intelligent, more introspective, more introverted—classc Meyers-Briggs"INTP' persondity
types—motivated by per-sonal competence and attention to detail.

But they were also motivated as much by greed, pro-fessiond jealousy, profit, fame... dl theusua
tempta-tions other people experienced. Craig had to understand the grad student's motivations to be able
to negotiate with him. And he certainly hoped this Situation could be resolved through negotiation, rather
than firepower.

Asafrustrated grad student, who had worked for seven yearswith a Ukrainian emigre, Bretti would
have wanted to do something big, something to get attention, money, women. He had worked under the
shadow of aworld-class high-energy physicist who kept his mgor black-program work completely
secret; and while Du-menco published paper after paper, made "new" breakthrough after breakthrough,
poor unremarkable Bretti had not even completed his doctorate. He would have blamed everybody else
for hisown lack of initiative, his own lackluster success.

And when the opportunity came to make a big solash, to do something exciting, something highly
profitable, Bretti had jJumped &t it... and then had fallen down the dippery dope. He was an utter
amateur, confused, pan-icked, and desperate. Goldfarb must have stumbled upon him in the substation,
startled him—and Bretti had re-acted like a cornered rat. Craig wondered if Dumenco had suspected
Bretti's experimental sabotage, so that Bretti rigged an accident to kill his mentor. That would explain
most of theloose ends.

The chaos of the Departing Flights area was madden-ing, an obstacle course of cars parked in all
lanes; cabs honked their horns and dropped off passengers wherever they chose, men in business suits
ran with briefcases, families hauled enough luggage to set up anew home, traffic directors blew whistles
and attempted to keep or-der while being summarily ignored.

Jackson squealed up to the curb marked Internationa. A red-jacketed steward shuffled toward them
with ameta baggage cart. Before the man could touch the bill of hishat, Craig was dready out of the
car, flashing his FBI wallet. "Federa agents, Sir. I'll need your cooper-ation to watch our vehicle.”
Jackson joined him, leaving the car running.

The baggage steward gulped and looked around, asif trying to find airport security. Craig and
Jackson paid no attention to him asthey ran insde the main termind.

A fifty-foot-high celling extended to the left and right. Ticket countersfor United, American, Delta,
British Air-ways, and other carrierslined up one next to another, asfar as he could see. People milled
around in disordered clumps and ordered lines, dressed in jeans, shorts, long flower-print dresses,
business auits, jogging outfits, sarrongs, casud dacks, military uniforms, robes. Friday af-ternoon, and it
seemed asif the entire city had come down either to fly out or see someone off.

Craig removed his sunglasses, sood on histiptoes, and saw an advertisement for the Concord. "I'll
go straight for the gate. Y ou go cover the British Airways check-in counter. Y ou remember what Bretti
lookslike?"

Jackson strode into the thick of the crowd. He stood a good half foot higher than most of the others
and was ableto orient himsdf. "Unless he had time for magjor cosmetic surgery since he shut mein that
beam dcove thismorning, I'm not going to forget aline on that little twerp'sface.”

As Jackson fought through the line toward the counter like afish swimming upstream, Craig took out
his badge and raced to the security checkpoint He stepped to the left of the metal detectors and the lines,
showing his1D. "FBI. It'san emergency.”

The security gate supervisor glanced a his 1D and motioned for apolice officer. The officer leaned
over, unimpressed. "L et me seeyour tin. | don't want to see no paper.”



Craig flashed his gold badge and the policeman im-mediately straightened, then waved him through.
"Need any hdp, Sr?"

"There will be some backup here from the Chicago Bureau office," said Craig. "Givethem acal to
confirmit." It seemed everyone turned to look at him, and Craig hoped the attention didn't aert Bretti.

Running through the terminal and the customs barri-ers, he checked the TV monitorsto see when the
next flight to Indiawas scheduled to depart. Ahead, the gate was just opening the line for today'sflight.
He pushed hisway through the crowd, heart pounding.

Set just in front of the customs area, the Concord check-in gate was Situated so the passengers could
walk directly from checking their luggage to meet with an army of customs officias. The setup was
artificid, es-tablished soldly for Concord's month of "New Delhi Specid” flights—a convenience paid by
the high price of aticket on the supersonic transport.

The line of people twisted around the corner, patiently waiting for the perky ticket agents. The
passengers were serious-looking gray-haired men in business suits; older, casudly-dressed couplesriding
the Concord for plea-sure; and afew thirtysomething executives. Everyonein line looked as though they
had an expensive reason for being there—acritical business meeting, a vacation splurge, and each one
expected to be treated asa VIP.

Grubby Nicholas Bretti didn't belong in company like that, and he should have stuck out, obvioudy
out of place. Craig continued to scan the crowd, but saw no sign of the harried grad student.

Bretti had to fly out today. Too many people were hunting for him, and Bretti had to know it. Could
he be going out on aregular jet-liner, and not the Concord? Was the India connection just ared herring?
Judging from the evidence found in his duplex, Bretti had done this before, had met with Indian officids,
and had d-ready disposed of at least one shipment of stolen anti-matter.

Perhaps the grad student was aready in the waiting room—»but how could he have gotten through the
line so fast? Theairline officiads had just opened the ticket line when Craig arrived, and it wasimpossible
to rush through customs—

Unless Bretti had some sort of diplomatic privilege, and bypassed the various customs and ingpection
gations...

Then Craig spotted atall, dark-skinned man with white hair poking out from undernesth alight blue
tur-ban, agray beard and a neatly trimmed mustache. He walked briskly out of the customs area,
nodding to the customs officids as he passed, carrying himsdlf like adiplomat.

Theturbaned man walked purposdly, looking from sideto side. Glancing at Craig, he quickly looked
away—then his eyes darted back before he abruptly an-gled away from the customs areawhile
increasing his pace.

Thelndian officia spoke with someonein the crowd. Craig's heart pounded asthingsclicked in
place. Bretti would need an insder—so no wonder the Indian con-sulate was dragging their feet getting
back to them re-garding Bretti's visa. If the grad student was sponsored by someonein the Consulate,
someone who desperately wanted to obtain the black-market antimatter, U.S. cus-tomswould never
question an officid request from the Indian government. Bretti could have waked right through any
norma diplomatic sumbling blocks.

Craig pulled out his FBI wallet as he approached the customs officials. The people parted like water
receding from arising mountain as he pushed hisway to the counter. A customs officer glanced up, and
he spotted her nametag. Belinda. Dressed in awhite, short-deeved uniform, the woman brushed back
strands of long bru-nette hair.

"Speciad Agent Kreident, FBI," said Craig quietly. He turned to the mall area of the terminal and
nodded toward the man with the turban. " The man with the turban and the gray beard—he just walked



past your area. Do you know who heis?"

Belinda stood on her tiptoes and squinted at the man. "He's from the Indian Consulate's office. He
escorted someone through here earlier on officia Indian busi-ness.”

Craig's pulse quickened. "Can you tell me what he looked like? Even agenerd description?
Bdindashrugged. "A ratty-looking guy—dark hair, goatee."

So Bretti was heading out to India. That just about nailed it. Craig felt the pressure of timeticking
away. He scanned the international waiting lounge beyond the customs table. People milled around the
gates, some sip-ping coffee, otherslounging in padded chairs. Farther down the concourse, a string of
bars, newsstands, and duty-free shops provided numerous places for Bretti to hide.

The man with the blue turban had melted into the crowd. Craig looked from side to Side, but saw only
ablur of unfamiliar faces.

Craig tried to act nonchadant, asif he were one of the hundreds of passengerswaiting for flights. One
of hun-dreds who would dieif Bretti did something rash and caused the antimatter to explode. He
used his periphera vison as he strolled down the causeway. Stopping, he put his handsin his pocket and
pretended to look up at the CNN monitor, while he urgently scanned the crowd for aglimpse of
someone who might be Bretti himself.

Craig ducked into the men's room and waited until the stalls emptied, one by one; fill no sign of the
elusive graduate student. He decided to walk down the rest of the causaway, to the gates serving other
internationd flights.

A dark-haired man suddenly appeared from a door on the right. The door opened up to aplush,

richly deco-rated interior—high-backed red chairs, amirror running behind afully stocked bar, smdll
tables set off to the Sde where people might have aquiet tete-a-tete: aVIP Traveler's Club.

The man had thick black hair, and his scruffy Van Dyke beard hid his chin; hisglasseswereold, a
style popular ten years ago. He carried a briefcase high on hisarm and asmall, frayed satche by hisside.
The man looked completely out of placein thefirst-classlounge.

The man was Nicholas Bretti.

Craig focused on the brown briefcase. Smudged with dirt and looking asif it had carried Bretti's
work for years, the briefcase had artificial gold locks with asmple single cylinder combination. It looked
decep-tively plain, but Craig knew that case held the equivaent explosive power of three kilotons of
TNT—sax: million pounds of deadly high explosive.

And if what Dr. Dumenco had said was true about the device being unstable, the antimatter trap might
break down and release its deadly energy at any time.

Did Bretti even know it was unstable?

Craig froze, then backed to the side, wondering how best to handle the Situation. Bretti hadn't seen
him yet. He had to cdl for backup, had to get Jackson here.

Before he could move, though, the bearded man in the blue turban reappeared from another entrance
and walked briskly toward the grad student. Looking from side to side he strode up to Bretti.

The two men spoke in hushed tones, but Bretti held his briefcase close. The Indian seemed insgtent.
Bretti shook his head again, the turbaned official spoke sharply, and Bretti findly surrendered the
briefcase, but kept his beat-up satchel.

Craig targeted both men, put hishand on hisSig-

Sauer. He had to move, head off the Indian and keep him under control before anything could happen
to the briefcase. The man in the blue turban dipped away from the traveler's club, heading off down the



promenade at arapid pace. Craig had to stop this man first. They could arrest Bretti later.
Craig took a deep breath, ready to emerge from his hiding place.

Then Agent Jackson came charging down the con-course. With uncanny reactions, he spotted Breti
im-mediately and shouted. "Bretti! Nicholas Bretti, thisis the FBI—stop and don't move!™

Craig stepped out, "No, Jackson! Wait—"

But the man in the blue turban had heard the shout, the distraction, and bolted into the airport crowds.
CHAPTErl THIRTY-IMINEI

Friday, 1:13 p.m.

Fox River Medica Center

When Néels Piter walked hesitantly into Dumenco's hos-pital room, Paige saw immediately that he
carried agreat burden. His hands were shaking, his skin was gray, asif al the blood had drained out of
him. His eyes, usudly confident, now seemed dead, averted from the world around him.

Paige froze, wondering what horrible shock he had received now, what grave news he had to
bring—or per-haps he was just coming to see the dying Ukrainian for the last time. He had left with Craig
hours earlier, and now the usually dapper scientist looked worn, tired, and grubby. She wondered what
had happened to Craig, if he had succeeded in preventing afurther disaster.

As he came into the room, the Belgian turned and closed the door behind him. He seemed desperate
to avoid the ominous duty he had to perform. He avoided looking at either Paige or Dumenco, or the
gathered fam-ily members.

Protective of the dying scientist, Trish LeCroix hov-ered near Dumenco's wife and children. She
didn't speak to them, smply waited nearby, showing that she was on their team, a surrogate part of the
family... and on the opposite Sde of the room from Paige and Nels Piter.

Piter took another step forward, then heaved a deep bregath. Paige saw his shoulders shaking. She
suddenly noticed that he clutched ascrap of yellow paper in his hand.

"Nels, what'swrong?' she whigpered. "Y ou look like you've seen aghogt.”

"No... not aghost." He glanced down at the paper in his hand, but he wouldn't et her seewhat it
sad.

Dumenco's daughters Alyx and Kathryn looked over at the other scientist, wondering who thisman
might be. Dumenco's wife had eyes only for the man in the hos-pita bed. His son Peter continued to
babble, tears on his cheeks, hiswords droning on, making no sense.

Dumenco himsdf, though, seemed aware of the new-comer. He shifted awkwardly, turning his
blood-filled eyes to see the dapper European. "Dr. Fiter," he said, the name rasping through hislips.

"Dr. Dumenco,” Piter said, hisvoice leaden, "l just received thismessage. .. and | wanted to bring
you the news before—" He cleared histhroat. "It's atelegram from Stockholm.” Fiter had trouble making
hiswords coherent.

"The Nobel Prize Committee?' Paige asked. Her heart began to pound.

Thetendonsin Piter's neck stood out as he swallowed hard. "I... | am here... itismy duty and my
honor to inform you—" He looked down at the paper in his hand, then just began to read. "HisMgesty
the King of Sweden and the Nobel Prize Committee are proud to announce your selection, Dr. Georg
Dumenco, asthe recipient of thisyear'sNobe Prizein Physics. Thissin-gularly digtinctive honor isto
recognize your outstand-ing achievementsin furthering the knowledge of mankind and the universe." Piter
looked up. Hisvoice was bardly audible. "My... congratulations, Sr."



With avdiant effort, Dumenco sat upright in his bed, astonished at the news. Paige could seeitin his
face. The dying, near-delirious man had understood. Hisfacelit up with a surge of new sirength.

Dumenco's family looked down at him, then over a
Piter in awe and amazement that somehow knifed through their fog of grief.

The Ukrainian reached out with the last of his strength to grasp Piter'swrist. The dapper scientist
stiffened, looking awkwardly down at the man in the bed and then helplessy over at Paige.

"There's something e se, Dr. Dumenco—"

Trish rushed over to the diagnostic gpparatus, darmed and concerned. "Y ou must leave. HE's having
areac-tion."

"No!" Piter stood hisground. Tearswelled at hiseyes. "Dr. Dumenco—it was an accident. | didn't
know you were in the beam-dump area. Y our work wasright al aong, and | was smply trying to delay
your exper-iment. Since we were both under consideration for the Nobel, a spectacular announcement
like your p-bar suc-cess would surely have tipped the scalesin your favor. Thiswas my only
chance—my last chance, because we both know I'm never going to do breakthrough work again.”

Paige blinked, fedling like a detached observer. She watched as Trish took a step backwards and
shook her head dowly back and forth.

Nes Piter sghed, dumping his shoulders. "'l wasin the control room on Sunday night. It was
unattended, everything running smoothly, automatic. | didn't plan to do anything, but when | saw the
opportunity, | changed afew minor parameters, caused the beam to fluctuate, which shut down the
Tevatron. | just wanted to delay your experiment. That'sal. Y ou know the beam crashes dl the
time—but | didn't know you wereinthedump area. | judt... | just wanted to delay your experiment so
the Nobe Prize committee would pick methisyear." Piter held up the yellow telegram and whispered, "I
didn't know that you were there. | didn't know."

Dumenco tried to sit up. He reached out a shaking arm and spoke with durred words. "1... | knew it
couldn't have been Bretti. And | knew it wasn't the other

Soviet killer. | was... waiting for you to comeand... tell meyoursdf. Theresults... thedata... didn't
have any other explanation.”

Dumenco suddenly drew a deep, heaving gasp—and his body spasmed asif the effort and the
unexpected news had caused further hemorrhaging inside him. The heart rate and other readouts went
wild and he began to tremble. "Wedo... what we must—for science.”

Piter staggered away, clearly ashamed of what he had done. Trish elbowed her way forward to the
bed. Her hands fluttering like smal birds, she checked his breathing and adjusted the wires clipped to
electrode patches on his skin. Then she shook her head. "He'sin thefina stages now. There's nothing we
cando.”

Paige drew in abreath, stunned at what she thought she had heard. Shelooked at the Belgian
scientist, aston-ished, dazed, angered. Dumenco's family looked at Fi-ter, uncomprehending, but angry.
One of the daughters, the scarecrowish Kathryn, turned and mouthed the words ' " Thank you for telling
him... about the Nobdl. It was hislifeéswork."

Dumenco'sfina decline lasted another saven minutes. Trish officialy pronounced him dead at 1:36
p.m.

CHAPTER FORTY
Friday, 1:10 p.m.
O'Hare International Termina



Taking out hisweapon, Jackson advanced toward the grad student, keeping his eye on Bretti's hands
and the frayed satchel he carried. "Don't move, Bretti. FBI!"

Bretti's eyes widened as he recogni zed Jackson, re-adized what was happening. "Hey!" Drawing
himself up, he sputtered, but no further words came out.

Craig Kreident came from out of nowhere, shouting. "Jackson, take him! I'm after the accomplice!”
Then Craig dashed down the concourse.

Ashis partner ran off in pursuit, Jackson recovered quickly from his surprise and leveled hisweapon.
He kept agood ten feet away from Bretti. "I said don't move! Put down your satchel—dowly. And turn
around, hands behind your back, now!"

Bretti knelt and let the satchel dip from hisgrip. He dowly turned.
"Hands behind your back, thumbs out. Y ou heard me!™

When Bretti sullenly obeyed, Jackson snapped out apair of handcuffs that was tucked into his pants.
"Tut the backs of your hands together!" He quickly holstered his weapon and strode forward to grab
Bretti's hands—

Someone in the crowd finaly saw what was happen-ing and screamed.

At the noise, Bretti tiffened, then twisted away. He looked wild-eyed at Jackson, now holding a pair
of handcuffs and standing without a wesapon.

Jackson didn't flinch as he grabbed for the satchel. At the same time he jerked out hiswesgpon. He
had the case—the antimatter contai ner>—but he needed to cuff Bretti before the little twerp could create
ascene, or worse, before he would do something rash with the un-stable container.

Bretti struggled backward and looked around in afrenzy. He started yelling hoarsely, "Hey, he took
my suitcasal”

Not looking behind him, Jackson pulled the saichd tightly againgt hisside.

Bretti's hoarse voice sounded asif it would break with tears, "Y ou dimebal, give me back my casel™
Helooked from side to side, pleading his case, trying to gain attention. He took a step backwards.

A massive hand at his right elbow suddenly swung Jackson around. The hand dug into hisarm.
'Where the hell do you think you're going with that man's bag, mis-ter?"

Jackson saw ared, fleshy face, aman as huge as an offensive lineman.
"Givethe man hisbag!" demanded the bystander.
Jackson quickly assessed the Situation. He fanned around. "Back off, sir. FBI."

The man seemed to see Jackson's weapon for the first time. His eyes grew wide and he took a step
backwards. "Hey, man, | didn't redize—"

Bretti took another step back, trying to get away. "L ook, he stole my bag!"
A murmur ran through the crowd. "Call security!"

"I'm afederd agent." Jackson pulled the satchdl closeto hisleft sde. "FBI. This container holds
haz-ardous—"

AsBretti tried to turn and run away, Jackson shifted the bag, but it opened up, only to spill hagtily
packed shirts, underwear, aswimsuit.

No antimatter at dll.



Leaving Jackson to apprehend Bretti, Craig set out after the diplomat in the blue turban—the grad
student's Indian contact, the man who now held the entire con-tainer of antiprotons. Craig thought the
man must be oblivious of the sheer danger he held.

Hedidn't know that one dip, onejostle, one impact might disalign the containment lasersand alow
the an-timatter to come in contact with the sodium chloride crystals, setting up a chain reaction of
annihilation, re-leasing three kilotons of energy. The explosion would be enough to vaporize the OHare
Internationd Airport.

The man continued to run briskly down the wide hdl, elbowing people aside, pushing hisway through
the crowd until he could get to safety—a diplomatic receiv-ing area? A consulate limousine outside?
Craig didn't know; he only cared about stopping the man, confiscating the briefcase, getting it safely back
to Fer-milab where the physicists could figure out how to get the p-bars back out of the crystal-lattice
trap.

Craig ran to the didewak people-mover down the center of the long concourse, grabbed the black
plagtic rail, and vaulted over onto the diding metal wakway. He was going the wrong way, but he fought
hisway pagt, finadly drawing his handgun—but he knew he couldn't possibly fire with so many bystanders
around. People screamed.

Craig ran againg the direction of movement. If die man was an officid from the Indian consulate, he
would flaunt his diplomatic immunity—in fact, Craig was sur-prised the man didn't just stop running and
smugly shrug off the FBI's attempt at arrest. But with the antimatter parcel, he endangered the lives of
every person at the entire airport.

Stop diethreat. Craig would have been judtified in using force to stop him, even deadly force—but if
he fired, hewould risk not only hitting other bystanders, but dso astray bullet might strike the case. ..

A young couple with awide baby stroller covered most of the width of the walkway, and Craig sidled
pagt, paying more attention to the man with the blue turban than the people around him. He smacked his
foot againgt the stroller whedl, nearly tripped, grabbed onto the mov-ing railing. The baby began to cry.

"Excuseme," he said breathlessy. "Excuse me. FBI."

The Indian diplomat turned down a side concourse, in front of agate where alargeinternationd 777
disgorged amilling mass of hundreds of passengers, so Indiansfor the most part—alarge group of
Hindus, some wear-ing blue turbans. Craig craned his neck, trying to keep track of the man. "Stop him!™
he shouted. " Somebody cdl arport security!”

The diplomat bumped against aman in abus ness suit, then barely missed caroming the antimatter
caseinto arolling luggage cart. Craig felt his chest turn to ice. The man pushed hisway farther aong,
ducking and weaving, trying to disgppear into the mass of amilarly dressed people.

Finaly getting to aclear spot on the diding walkway, Craig jammed his handgun back into its holster
and vaulted into the narrow median between the two oppo-sitely moving didewalks. "Excuse me! Out of
the way pleasel” Hetried to keep cam, but he couldn't let the man get away.

Hefinaly got moving in theright direction, then be-gan to run faster.

The man in the blue turban flashed a glance over his shoulder, and Craig spotted him again by the
flushed look on hisface. The man also spotted Craig, and redl-izing he couldn't just disappear into the
crowd, broke into an outright run.

"Stop that man!" Craig shouted. "FBI!"

With aburst of speed, the man dashed past a Star-bucks stand, and customers backed away,
desperately trying to keep their cups from dumping hot coffee. He ducked to one side, hit an Emergency
Exit door, which unleashed apiercing sonic blast.



Everyonelooked a him. Craig kept running. Another airport security guard rushed in, looking around
for the source of the darm. Far back at the Customstable, other men raced forward. Finaly, the backup
agents. But they wouldn't arriveintime.

Crag followed the man into a maintenance hadl, through the squealing Emergency Exit door. The
arport security guard followed, bellowing at him. Craig whirled and grabbed at hisID wallet without
dowing. Heflashed the wallet open, shoving it toward the security officer.

"Sir, I'm afedera agent, and | require your assis-tance." He panted, pushing through the door and
look-ing down a narrow, concrete-block corridor. " That man is carrying ahighly explosive device."

The security man hesitated just amoment in his step, then launched after Craig, looking abit green.
Craig saw the blue turban disappear around a sharp corner. "Stop!" he yelled again, hisvoice and his
footsteps ech-oing loudly in the enclosed area. The high-pitched alarm continued to squedl.

Two custodians with acleaning cart scrambled out of theway, still confused from the flight of the
strange man in the blue turban. Craig didn't stop to ask them where the fugitive had gone, charging ahead.
Behind him, the security man ran onward, hiskeysjingling.

Finally, Craig rounded the corner to find the diplomat struggling with a security-locked door. He
pounded des-perately, then spun around like a cornered rat upon hear-ing Craig approach. He held up
the briefcase like a bullet-proof shield. His gray beard protruded, and swet trickled down his narrow,
dark face.

"Sir, I'm placing you under arrest,” Craig said, hold-ing out his 1D again. He looked beside him to see
that the security man had drawn his revolver, and was hold-ing aheavy Smith and Wesson in shaking
hands.

The man with the turban scowled. "I am Mr. Chan-drawdiafrom the Indian Consulate. Y ou have no
au-thority to arrest me. | have diplomatic immunity under your law."

"Y ou have an explosive device with enough power to wipe out thisairport. Y ou are endangering the
lives of tens of thousands of people—and | don't give aflip about your diplomatic immunity.” Craig's
voice was hard.

The security man looked asif he very much wanted to be el sewhere.

"Nonsense," Chandrawalia said. He gripped the briefcase againgt his chest. "Thismerdly containsa
large sdt crystd, anovety item. A souvenir.” He directed his attention to the nervous security man, asif
for support. "I am an officid from the Indian government, not acommon crimind. Thisis not abomb.

Y ou are com-mitting anillegal act by detaining me. Y our actionswill have serious international
implications.

Craig wondered if Chandrawdiaeven had a clue about the danger hewasin.

The Indian lowered the briefcase. "Thisisasmple misunderstanding. Here, I'll show you. Just asdlt
crystd, not abomb.”

Hisfingers fumbled with the latches. Craig suddenly wondered if opening the case without the proper
pre-cautions would destabilize or even kill the power to the solid-state lasers carefully aligned on the
crysd lattice. A smple power shutdown had resulted in the annihila-tion of an entire substation last

Sunday night.
Chandrawalias finger touched the latch.
Craig whipped out his Sig Sauer, dropping his badge wallet on the floor and stretching the handgun

forward in a perfect isosceesfiring position. Sop the threat. "If you move another hair | am going to put
anine-millimeter bullet through the center of your forehead.”



The Indian gasped at Craig'stone, at hisexpresson. Hefroze.
Craig said to the security man, "Take the case from him please. Gently."
IIMé?I

Craig said nothing, just kept his eyesfixed on the Indian officia. The security man came forward,
moving with jerky motions, and took the briefcase from Chan-drawdias hands. The man didn't resist.

"I will lodge an officia complaint,” Chandrawdiasaid, hisvoice hard. "Thistrestment isinexcusable. |
will spesk directly to your State Department.”

Only when Craig held the briefcase tightly in one hand did he lower the handgun. Back at the end of
the service corridor he heard other footsteps, the backup agents running toward him.

"Complaindl youwant,” Craig said. "Thisisenough for multiple felony charges, with thisevidencein
hand. Y ou can't just buy antimatter at the airport gift shop. And I'm sureit's enough for your government
to waive your diplometic immunity.”

Chandrawdiathen fatered, looking uncertain as the other teams of FBI agentsrushed in. Craig
wondered just how much support this guy would receive from the Indian government, or if hewasjust a
fredlancer with big plans.

One of the backup agents stopped next to him while two others took covering positions on either side
of Chandrawadia The agent looked down at the briefcasein Craig's hands. "Did you get it?"

"Yeah," Cragsadwithasgh, "l gotit.”

Cornered, Bretti wet hislips and looked from side to side. He glanced at Jackson, asif considering
making arun for it. Hisrapidly packed clothes and persond itemslay strewn about the floor in the
lounge. Heflicked his gaze toward the open door.

"Dont," said Jackson quietly as heleveled his hand-gun at Bretti. He remained utterly firmin his
Stance.

The grad student drew himself up and jutted his chin, poking out the goatee. "Y ou wouldn't shoot me
with al these people here." He took a step backward.

"Try me," said Jackson coolly. ™Y ou shot my part-ner, remember?’
From thelook in the other agent's eyes, Bretti decided to believe him.
CHAPTER | FORTY-ONE |

Friday, 5:32 p.m.

Fox River Medica Center

In Dumenco's room, the silence of degth felt like aheavy shroud. His family members stood around
the bed, stunned and quietly grieving.

Paigefelt out of place as she looked at the destroyed man. Y et, she redlized that death had come asa
relief to him. Through asheen of tears, she saw the polished stone chess set Craig had given him, the
icons and crosses and framed Ukrainian cathedrals Trish had re-trieved from his apartment.

She had not felt so confused, or devastated, since her father had died, nearly four years ago. The
anger and frustration from fedling helpless—and, now, knowing what Nels Piter had doneto
Dumenco—nearly over-whelmed her. Sheld thought she would have been able to handle Dumenco's
desth better with hisfamily here— but she waswrong.

Kathryn and Alyx stood close with their mother, hold-ing each other, relieved to have visited their lost
father onelast time. Y oung Peter, barely ateenager, looked the most stricken of al those by the bedside.



"But | haven't finished telling you, Father," he said. "I had so much moreto say. We didn't even thank you
for bringing ushereto America..."

Ashen-faced, Trish turned away from the scientist's body and picked up her clipboards, jotting down
notes, filling out the desth certificate, trying anything to avoid concentrating on what had just happened.
"It was S0 senseless,” she muttered. "Another one for the books, for the database. But we still don't
know how to do anything about such radiation exposures.”

Nels Piter looked awkward at the edge of the door-way, and Paige didn't know what to do, how to
ded with him. He had just confessed to causing the accident that had resulted in Dumenco's lethal
exposure. Murder. Should she cdll hospita security? She didn't think the Belgian scientist was a particular
risk for wild flight— he had admitted what he'd done, after al. She could wait for Craig, she supposed.

No one paid attention to Piter, no one even seemed to notice him. At the doorway he crumpled up
thetele-gram into ahard little ball and threw it into the waste-basket before he stumbled out into the hall.

Paige followed hesitantly, though she could see he didn't want to talk to anyone. He shuffled aimlesdy
down the hall with his head low, his shoulders dumped. Thiswasn't the saf-confident man she had
known for nearly ayear, the handsome, sometimes abrasive, always quick-witted professor. A Nobel
nominee.

Thisman looked defeated. A far cry for someone just achieving hislifelong dream.

Paige stopped to retrieve the paper, snatching it out of the trash, thinking it might be an important
souvenir. But as she unfolded it and straightened the wrinkles, she glanced down at the text, reading the
words there with widening eyes.

The elevator doors by the nurse's station opened. Craig and Jackson tumbled out, headed directly for
Du-menco's room. Paige wondered as an afterthought if they had recovered the antimatter—but it all
seemed in-gignificant now with Dumenco's degth.

Craig ran past Piter, his chestnut hair flying and histie flipped over his shoulder. He skidded to astop
on the hospital's old linoleum floor; Jackson pulled up be-sde him.

"We captured Nicholas Bretti,” Craig said. "He's the one who shot Ben Goldfarb and stole the
antimatter. It should only be amatter of time before he confesses to having killed Dumenco.” Then he
recognized the Bel-gian's stricken expression and looked up to see Paige a so standing there stunned.
"Arewetoo late—?' Craig hurried into the Ukrainian's room.

Jackson remained in the hall, silent for amoment, then he turned back for the e evators. He opened
and closed asinewy fig, asif il trying to massage tension out of hismuscles. "I'll go check on Ben."

Paige held up thetelegram as Piter sat down dully in one of thevisitor'schairs. "Nels—you did it."

The physicist didn't repond. He looked down at the floor asif she wasflouting the accusation. But
she meant the telegram, not the letha exposure.

"Nels, you let Dumenco think he had won. Thistele-gram from the Stockholm committee
congratulates you for winning the Nobel Prize. Y ou're aNobdl laureate, not Dumenco. Y ou did that for
him." Shefelt exhaugted, drained. Y ou let Dumenco diethinking it was him, vdideating dl the
black-program work he had done for the former Soviet Union."

Piter looked up, stung. Hiseyeswerered, hisface drawnin long lines. "l dways thought that winning
the Nobel Prize would mean everything to me." He shook his head. "But instead it means nothing.”

Paige frowned. "Y ou gave adying man hisfind wish. He died peacefully because of you—"

"He died because of me!" Piter wavered, then seemed to wither. "My research was shit. | tried to
push the envelope farther than anyone else, and instead | built a crystal-lattice trap that had been invented



years before, in acountry that wasfalling apart!" Piter was dmost sobbing.

Craig came back out of the hospital room, looking devastated and angry. "I should have shot Bretti
when

| had the excuse," he said bitterly. "He never even cameto see dl the grief he caused.”

Paige stood next to Piter, who sat helplessly inachair. "It wasn't Bretti," she said, looking at the
lethargic Bel-gian, knowing he wasn't up to repesting his confession. She explained everything Piter had
sad, while Craig listened in amazement.

Piter looked down at the floor and spoke in awhisper. "Who in his right mind would ever have
thought it was possible to generate billions of times more p-bars than had ever been produced before?
Aslong asit only needed to hold smal amounts of antimatter, my crystal-lattice trap worked perfectly.
But as soon as a threshold was reached, it became unstable. Dumenco knew about it al along. / should
have discovered that flaw, but | was too blind, too confident—and now my liféswork was for naught.”

Craig stood tdl, intimidating. He started to withdraw his handcuffs, prepared to make an arrest.

But Piter hadn't finished talking. He looked up, and his voice took on a desperate edge. "It wasn't my
fault Dumenco wasinthearea! | didn't know hewasin there. He knew the beam dump was off-limits,
but the new construction allowed people to circumvent the safety in-terlocks. He wanted to check out his
detectors person-aly, because he knew the data were wrong. He knew he should have detected more
p-bars."

"Because Bretti golethem,” Craig said.
Shaking his head, Piter drew in adeep breath. "Du-menco knew alot more than any of us."
Craig sad, "I'm going to haveto arrest you, Dr. Pi-ter.”

" was only trying to delay hisresults until the Nobe committee made the sdlection. If Dumenco
couldn't show resultsthat verified his underlying theories, the committee would choose me." Helooked
down at the floor and whispered, "The greatest day of my life. And it doesn't mean athing.”

Paige looked at Craig and crossed her arms over her blouse. She was struck by the differencein the
two men. Unlike Nels Piter, Craig was strong under pressure, S-lent, thoughtful, unassuming. .. yet
extremdy confident in hisabilities.

Theyear that they had spent apart had validated her impressions of him, and now seeing Craig come
through this stressful week unwavering only made her more cer-tain of his character.

And her growing fedingsfor him.

She placed ahand on Craig's shoulder. "Try to keep hisarrest quiet until the Stockholm committee
can beinformed. If word lesks out that he's won the Nobdl, reporters are going to swarm over him like
flies"

Craig nodded, looking at her with an unreadable ex-pression. "Okay, Paige. If that'll help you out.”
Then heled the handcuffed Nobel |auresate toward the Sde exit.

chapter |

FORTY-TWO

Friday, 5:47 p.m.

Fox River Medica Center

Craig stood by the hospital room door, waiting as Du-menco'sfamily paid their last respects. A single
light on the dresser cast moody shadows throughout the room as the sun set over the oak-shaded Fox



River. Themedica equipment and diagnostics had been shut down, and for thefirst time since Craig had
been there, the room seemed peaceful.

Dumenco's wife Luba sat by her dead husband, gently stroking his hand. She moved her lips closeto
his head, slently whispering aprayer. His two daughters stood by the window, quietly comforting each
other. Peter stared vacantly at hisfather, asif he could not fathom that the man was dead.

Craig waited patiently, not wanting to disturb the fam-ily in their grief. He would have time later to try
and understand the remaining loose ends. He could see why Paige had avoided spending moretimein the
hospital room, not because she didn't like Trish—he'd seen Paige take care of hersalf—but because of
the memory of her own father's death.

Now, though, with Bretti's capture, Dumenco's death, and Piter's confession, things could findly
return to nor-mal for Fermilab.

Craig missed spending time with Paige, and it hadn't struck him until now how much hereally missed
her. Thiswasthe third mgor case they had worked together, and each time he discovered more about
the intelligent, exuberant Protocol officer. And he wondered how she viewed him.

Earlier, after he had taken Néels Piter into custody, she met him in the hospital lobby and ran ahand
through her blond hair. ™Y ou've been through alot today."

"So have you." He paused.
Paigegaveasmdl amile. "I'mfine." She hestated. "How's... how's Trish?"

He smiled wryly and placed an uncertain hand on her shoulder. "I need to have atalk with her. In
fact, | should have done thiswhen | first got here." Rubbing his hand down her arm, he turned to go,
heading back to the Intensive Care ward. That had been an hour ear-lier.

Now, amovement in the dark corner of Dumenco's room caught hiseye. Trish. A glint of light
reflected off her glasses. She stood with her armsfolded across her breasts, intently watching the family's
reactions, asif she were comparing them against some set standard.

Trish dowly looked hisway. Her face lacked expres-sion. She stared at him for amoment, and he
gestured with his chin to the door. He followed her out into the hall. Trish lounged back against thewall,
her head tilted up and her eyes closed. "It's dways hard when someone dies,”" she said.

"Y ou look like you took it pretty well."

"l haveto. It'sthe nature of the game.”

"Y ou aways could be detached." Craig braced him-sdlf.

Trish glanced Sdeways at him. "What's that sup-posed to mean?"

Craig chose hiswords carefully. "When you firg called, asking meto come out here, | thought you
might have a deeper interest in thisthan you said. But now your reaction isso clinical. Judging from the
passion you put into some of your PR-Cubed opinion pieces, | thought you'd berailing up and down the
hdls”

An orderly walked past the elevators; nurses voices came from around the corner.

"Strictly professiond," she said. "'l see now that alot of the PR-Cubed soapboxing wasjust... words,
nothing more."

"How s0?7' Craig asked. "What made it change for you?"

Trish spokeinasmal voice. "It's so hard, day after day, seeing peopledie. | do everything | can for
them, work myself ragged. | use every known technology try-ing to save someone, and then they diefor
no apparent reason. Y ou haveto keep it dl insde—aloof, not get involved. Otherwise you'd be racked



with grief. | have to be detached, damn it. Don't fault mefor it."

Craig set hismouth asthe words struck home. His own career was much the same, seeing people
die, many of them innocent victims of circumstance. If he wereto get persondly involved, hedd never be
ableto do hisjob. "I do understand,” he whispered.

"l doubt it." Trish setting her mouth inafirm line, dismissing him.

Craig remained quiet, unwilling to fight about it. Hed dready had that experience too many timeswith
her. Instead, he leaned over and put an arm awkwardly around her. "But it wasn't your fault. And we
never would have caught Bretti—or Dr. Piter for that matter— unless you chose to get involved and
cdled me." He hesitated. "Y ou've aways been involved. | realize that now. It's your way, and you won't
ever change—not for Dumenco... and not for me."

Hedrew her close, and for the first timein years smelled her hair. Hefdt Trish nestleinto hisarms,
and he held her tight.

But he felt nothing for her except pity; pity that she had chosen to excel in afield where shewould
awaysfed the pain of other people, no matter how far shetried to distance hersdf fromiit.

chapterl for'ty - threel
Friday, 9:38 p.m.
Fox River Medical Center

Craig stood by Julene Goldfarb's side, ahand on her shoulder asthey looked down at her husband's
hospita bed. Paige waited directly behind him, and Jackson knelt with one knee on the floor in front of
the bed—the tdl, lanky black agent looked very uncomfortable in the awk-ward position. Ben
Goldfarb'stwo girls fidgeted on chairs at the other side of the room, doing their absolute best to be good
and stay quiet. Outside, a powdery snow whipped against the windows.

Cragfet aflash of deja vu—four hours ago he had stood with another family, two floors away, as
they grieved over Georg Dumenco's death. Luckily, this St-uation wasn't nearly so tragic.

Craig watched his short, curly-haired partner wince as hetried to roll over on hisside. Hanging from
supports above the bed, two intravenous tubes ran into hisarm, while others disappeared under the
sheets. The numerous tubes and diagnostics made Goldfarb look like a man-nequin supported by thick

grings
Jackson stood up, helped position his partner, then stuffed a pillow behind him to support Goldfarb
whilelyingon hissde.

"Thanks" whispered Goldfarb. "1 fedl like one of thoselab rats.”
"I'm not sure the doctors want you to be off your back, Ben," said Julene.
Goldfarb snorted, then started coughing asit tickled histhroat. "Everybody wants me off their back."

"Soundslike he'sin pretty good shapeto me. " AsPaige leaned over to Craig, he caught a hint of
White Shoulders perfume; he felt strangely giddy with her face so closeto his.

Jackson turned to the dresser and picked up a paper Starbucks cup covered with awhite plastic lid.
‘Brought you something, big guy.” Removing thelid, he waved the cup under Goldfarb's nose. "Bet you
hadn't tasted thisfor awhile."

Goldfarb'seyeslit up. "That coffee smdlsheavenly. Bring it over herel™

"Randall Jackson!" Julene leaned over to pluck the coffee cup away. ™Y ou know he's not supposed
to have any caffeine”

"l wasjust going to let him smell it, malam,” pro-tested Jackson, taking the cup back with a swift



move-ment. "Let himinhde."
"Starbucksis potent enough to have ajolt just in the fumes," Goldfarb said wistfully.

"Mom! Mr. Jackson's spilling on me!™ Goldfarb's oldest girl pushed back in her chair as Jackson
swung the hot cup of coffee over her. Jackson put ahand under the cup to keep the liquid from soshing
out.

Craig started to laugh when his pager beegped. Digging it out of his suit jacket, he checked the
number. June Atwood, calling to check in.

Craig dialed the number from Goldfarb's bedside phone. June sounded anxious and curious. "I got
your summary of the events regarding the incidents at Fer-milab—but you didn't tell me how Benis
doing!"

Craig smiled at the clear concern behind her stern voice. "1 told you it was an incompl ete report,
June." He glanced at the commoation in the room. Jackson a-ternated between sweeping the coffee under
Ben'snose and keeping it at bay from Julene. Julene resorted to folding her arms and staring coldly at
him.

"] think Ben's made it over the hump. Remember how much he moaned about breaking his pinky
finger in Nevada—hell probably milk thisfor apromotion, or &t least abonus.”

"He'slucid?" asked June. "Is anything the matter? | can hear some sort of commotion inthe
background.”

Craig smiled. "Uh, it's nothing. Just adifference in opinion on post-traumatic recovery procedures.
Hell befine. Another few days and helll be ableto fly home."

"I redlly should have come out mysdif." June sounded guilty.

""'Jackson coordinated everything at the hospital. And you wouldn't have been able to do anything out
here— Jackson wouldn't have let you. They're quite ateam.”

"You all are. Including that Ms. Mitchdl. I'm look-ing forward to meeting her."

Uh, oh, thought Craig. "Uh, | doubt you'll have a chance to do that, June," he said. " She'sworking
out herein Fermilab.”

Paigelooked at him curioudy. Craig just shrugged.
"For thetime being,” said June dryly. "But well see about that."
Now Craig wasredly confused. "What do you mean?'

June sighed. "I don't know how you two manage to do it, but the breakthroughs you and Paige
Mitchell have made on the last few cases—even though you've been thrown together by circumstances
rather than any con-scious design—have gained attention asamodel for in-teragency cooperation. Both
rhe Attorney Genera and the Department of Energy have aready spotted an op-portunity.”

"An opportunity? What are you talking about?" His boss must have been working on this behind the
scenes for along time, completely without his knowledge.

"An opportunity to quickly solve high-tech crimes, just like the ones you've been working on with Ms.
Mitchell. Wefed that such a cross-disciplinary govern-ment team will not only get the job done because
of your joint experience base, but it also costs less money than creating a separate agency. In short, you
and Mitch-dll working together—with ass stance from special agents such as Jackson and Goldfarb—isa
good idea.”

Craig raised an eyebrow at Paige, who stood with her arms crossed looking at him. Shetilted her
head quiz-zicdly; Craig held up afinger as June continued.



"And that brings meto thiscal. The Director is ap-pointing you as the Bureau representative to an
inter-agency mobiletechnica investigative task force, effective today.”

"What doesthat mean?' asked Craig. Earlier, he had received the Shield of Bravery, had been
promoted to Relief Supervisor for Squad 22—high-tech investiga-tions—and had solved severa major
cases. Maybe he had attracted too much attention to himsdif.

"From now on, you are on-cal for these types of highly technicd investigations, like the onesyou
cracked at Livermore, the Nevada Test Site, and now at Fermi-lab. Y ou'll head up asmall interagency
group that has the authority to pull in additiona experts, as needed. They're going to be more common,
and moredifficult to solve."

Craig blinked. The assgnment was so unusua he didn't know if he should be happy or wary. It
sounded interesting, but there were other considerations, like Paige.

He snapped his attention back to the phone as June Atwood continued. "... you'l still be based out of
the Oakland office, with your own case load, and Jackson and Goldfarb will be part of your support
team. But any time you get the call, thistask force takes precedence over your other duties. Well discuss
detailslater, but you'l start as soon as you get back.”

"This sounds great, June," said Craig. "But what does Paige have to do with this?' She hovered
beside him, anxious to know what the conversation was aboui.

"The Department of Energy representative is going to be Ms. Mitchell, if she agrees, of course. The
Sec-retary of Energy will detail her with an DPA assignment to the FBI—Intergovernmenta Personnel
Act, good for up to four years, effective immediately. With your track record, you two will continue to
work together in the future.”

The news made Craig fed both warm and uneasy at the sametime. It was great knowing they'd be
invedti-gative partners, and thistimein aplanned, officia ca-pacity instead of |etting chance throw them
together. But then again, he wasn't sure if they would have a chance to develop ared, persond
relationship; working together on a professiond basis might put adamper on that.

Or perhaps the opposite would happen.

Craig nodded into the phone. "I'll head back to San Francisco tomorrow, then. | think Agent Schultz
at the Chicago office can do—"

"No," said Juneimmediately. "We don't need you back here until Wednesday, so take sometime
off— maybe you and Ms. Mitchd | can coordinate your long-range plans. Y ou've got to talk her into this
pogition, after all.”

"l think | can handlethat,” said Craig, glancing at Paige.

"And one morething. A representative from the State Department will escort you to the Indian
consulate to-morrow afternoon. Indiais making aformal apology for Mr. Chandrawalias behavior and
wantsto officialy dis-tance themsdvesfrom hisradica Liberty for All party. They'retaking the
unprecedented step of waiving Chan-drawalias diplomatic immunity, and they intend to cut off the
clandestine wegpons work going on in Bangaore, so they're pulling out al the stopsfor you. They're
even bringing out a Dr. Punjab, director of the Sikkander Lodi Research Indtitute, to testify that Bretti was
involved in smuggling p-barsinto Indiafor wespons research.

"And since you were the arresting agent, their Am-bassador is flying from D.C. to Chicago tomorrow
to give his persona thanks." June paused and added dryly. "I don't know how you do it, Craig, but
between the Russians and the Indians, you're making quite the splash internationaly. Just be on your best
behavior."

Craig grinned. "Right. You'l get afull report next week."



Hanging up the phone, he glanced up a Paige, who looked entirely curious, impatient, but hopeful.
He ges-tured for her to join him out in the hal. Asan orderly shuffled by, and an intercom announcement
rang from the celling, he ran ahand through his hair.

Paige crossed her arms, waiting for him. "Wel?"
Craig drew adeep breath. ' 'Got any plansfor the next few years?' Then he explained June's offer.

She stepped close, so that her blue, blue eyes were within inches of hisface. He could fed her breath
lightly on him. She swept strands of her blond hair over her shoulder. As she was bringing back her hand,
Paigerestedit lightly on hislapd. "I aways thought we should be working together," she sad, finaly
breaking the silence. "Who says the government can't do things right?'

"Given enoughtime” Craig said.
"l saw you saying goodbyeto Trish," she said, fish-ing. "It looked permanent.”

"It was something | had to do." Craig's eyes focused on the elevators down the hal. "She was an
important part of my life, but that's over now. It'stimeto move on.”

Paige pressed her lipstogether, nodding. ' 'Y ou know, | think | fedl the same way about Fermilab.
After what happened last year with Uncle Mike, | couldn't bear to go back to Livermore—there were
just too many mem-oriesfor meto ded with. But after living herein the Midwest for ayear, and now
after dl thiswith Nels and Dumenco and Bretti, | think I'm ready to go back." Sheran ahand through her
hair and smiled. "But asteam-mates with you thistime."

Craig nodded and tried to keep his broad grin from making him look like anidiot. "The Bureau isbig
on partners. June wants me to stick around here for a couple of daysto relax before | head
back—maybe we can talk about afew... details? We're going to be plowing new ground, setting a
sandard for interagency teams."

Paige looked up at him. She put ahand on hislapd. "Then maybe we should try to set anew way
partners work with each other—starting this weekend. What do you think? Y ou've got alot to see
around Chicago, and this may be my last chance to do some of theimportant sights. They don't dressup
asmuchinthewes, either.”

Craig flushed, then laughed at his own embarrass-ment. He thought he was really going to enjoy this
new assgnment... no matter how things turned out. 'Y es, maam, whatever you say. And spesking of
dressing up, got any plans for tomorrow afternoon? There's an Em-bassy function I'd like you to attend.
Y oumight find it interesting.”

Paige's eyes grew wide. "Sounds exciting, Specia Agent Kreident," she murmured. "1've never been
in an Embassy before. Y ou must be an important man.”

Craig shrugged, more to shake off the giddiness he felt from her presence than anything else. "It's not
that big of aded. I'll fill you in on the details on the way over tomorrow afternoon.”

Paige looked up with her blue eyes. Her voice was so soft Craig had to strain to hear the words. " If
you're not busy, why don't we start tonight?”'



