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PART |
RESURRECTION

1

The two Enforcersfound the dead man in the street, long after curfew. The city's night hung around them,
tainted with aclammy mist caught between thetall and dark buildings. The smdll of fresh blood, smoke,
and the sweat of close-pressed bodies drifted upward into the air.

The dain man was naked, spread-eagled insde ageometricaly perfect pentagram drawn in blood. At
each of thefive corners of the pentagram burned candles of black paraffin, made to look archaic with
atificidly molded runndls of wax dong the sdes. A wide knife wound hung cleanly open in the center of
the victim's chest, like an gppalled extramouth.

With athrob of itsreer jets, the Enforcers armored hovercar descended to the flagstones. Asthe engine
purred itsway into silence, Enforcer Jones, atall and thin black man, emerged from the craft. He hung
back uneasily, remaining near the hovercar. “Neo-Satanists again!” he muttered under his bregth.

The other Enforcer, Frampton, agreed. “Y eah, they give methe cregps.” Belying hiswords, he went
eagerly forward, amused and confident.

Weapons bristled from pockets and holsters on the Enforcers' body armor; tough hemetswith
laser-proof black visors covered their faces. In the mercifully brief four weeks Frampton had been
assigned to him, Jones had never seen his partner'sface, yet somehow heimagined it would wear a



stupid boyish grin, maybe some scattered pimples, maybe curly hair. Frampton seemed to think al this
wasfun, agame. It didn't matter, though—they weren't friends, nor would they ever be. Other Enforcers
had areal camaraderie, ateam spirit. But thiswould be Joness|ast night patrol anyway.

“Think I should put out the candles?’ Frampton asked.

Jones moved away from the hovercar, shaking off hisrevulsion of the pentagram, the blood sacrifice.
“No, I'll doit. You seeto hisID.”

Frampton retrieved some equipment from the hovercar while Jones stepped forward, methodicaly
squashing each of thefive black candles with the hedl of hisboot. In the distance, through gaps between
the massive squarish buildings, he could see the running lights of another patrol car moving in its sweep

pattern.

Frampton made alot of unnecessary noise as he cardlesdy tumbled equipment onto the flagstones within
the pentagram. He picked up one of the scanner-plates and pushed it flat against the dead man's pam.
The optica detectors mapped the swirls and rivulets of the man's fingerprints, searching for amatchin the
city'svast computer network.

“Nothing on The Net about him.” Frampton double checked, but came up with the same answer again.
“Fgures,” Jonessaid.

“Ever wonder how the neo-Satani sts manage to get people who aren't even in the databases, every time?
Weird.” Frampton sounded breathless. He was always trying to make conversation. Always.

Jones turned an expressionless black visor at his partner for along and silent moment. He wanted to act
cold, wanted to be gruff with the other Enforcer. It wastoo late to make friends now—better just to
keep up the act for one more night. “How do you know they don't just dter the dataon The Net?’

Frampton considered thisin slent amazement. “ That would be awfully sophidticated!”

“Don't you think this is sophisticated?’ Jones jabbed a hand at the body, the candles, the pentagram.
“Enforcers sweep thisareaevery five minutes after curfew. Y ou know how drict it is, how closdy
patrolled—and the neo-Satanists still managed to get him out on the Street, draw the pentagram, light the
candles, and then vanish before we could get here”

Only members of the Enforcers Guild were alowed on the streets of the Bay Area Metroplex between
midnight and dawn. Jones didn't fully understand the actua reasons for the curfewv—he'd heard rumors of
awar taking place somewhere, but he had yet to see any signs of battle. Other, more sensible people
cited the occasiona violent riots caused by angry blue-collars who had been displaced from their jobs by
resurrected Servants.

Jones himsdlf had participated in some of the mock street battles staged by the Guild after dark. Nobody
redlly got hurt—the damage usudly included no more than afew blasted pam trees, ahandful of
scorched tile rooftops, and plenty of noisein the streets. But it adl sounded terrible and dangerous enough
to the generd public huddled intheir living quarters, that they would aways fed grateful for the protection
the Guild offered. Besides, it gave dl the Enforcers something to do.

Earlier in the night, Jones and Frampton had captured a chunky Asian man cowering under the overhang
of adarkened business complex. The man had been trying to hide, not knowing whereto go, asif he had
achance of avoiding the Enforcer sweeps.

Frampton had pulled out two of his wegpons and started toward the unfortunate man, but Jones



restrained his partner and listened while the chunky man babbled an explanation. He and hiswife had
argued, and he had stormed out of their gpartment, either forgetting about the curfew or not caring. Now
hiswifewouldn't let him back in, and the man had been trying to stay out of sight until dawn.

Sheepishly the Asian man keyed his Net password into the terminal mounted in the armored hovercar; his
ID checked out.

“Y ou know what we have to do now,” Jones said from behind his visor.
The man swalowed and hung his head in dgected horror. “Yes.”

“All your Net privileges are revoked for aweek. Sorry. Curfew is curfew.” The Asan man sulked behind
the restraining field in the back of the hovercar while Jones and Frampton escorted him home.

Without The Net recognizing hisidentity, the man would effectively be anon-person for an entire week:
he would not be able to buy anything, make person-to-person video or voicdinks, cal up entertainment,
or even enter hisown home unless someone dselet himin.

The man'swife looked frightened but not surprised when the Enforcers arrived to escort her husband
back into the dwelling; she didn't look pleased to see him, and the prospect of having to do everything
hersdlf for the next seven days seemed to make her even angrier yet....

“Giveme ahand here?’ Frampton opened the refrigerated, airtight compartment in the back of the
hovercar and returned to the dain man in the pentagram.

Jones bent to take the body's cold, naked feet while the other Enforcer tightened his handhold under the
man's armpits. Jones could fed the rubbery dead flesh of the victim's ankles even through his
flexsted-mesh gloves.

Frampton pursed hislips and grinned at the mouthlike wound in the dead man's chest. “Well, it's off to
the factory for you, my boy. | bet you're going to missdl this excitement, Jones.”

Transfer generdly equated with punishment in the Enforcers Guild, and Jones had screwed up severd
days before, during a daytime stint on the streets. He had frozen for amoment, let his conscience whisper
afew wordsin his ear, when he had seen arebe Servant break from her routine and run.

All Servants were reanimated corpses, dead bodies with microprocessors planted in their brainsto make
the bodies move again, to let them walk and talk and do what they were told. It was much cheagper than
manufacturing androids from scratch for doing menia and monotonous tasks.

But even with her head shaved, the lifdess pdlor to her skin, and the gray jumpsuit/uniform of al
Servants, Jones had difficulty convincing himself that the rebel Servant wasn't human, that she was
aready dead and merely reanimated, that she didn't matter .

The Enforcer found his reprimand ironic: Starting tomorrow, he would be taken from his easy
post-curfew best for full-time service a Resurrection, Inc. to escort newly resurrected Servantsto their
assignments.

But at least it would get him away from Frampton and his constant inane chattering.

They placed the dain man in the back compartment of the hovercar, folding hisarms and legsto fit him
into the cramped space. Frampton stood with aminiature Net keyboard in his hand, punching in data
about the discovery. “Verify cause of death,” Frampton said. “ Single wound, no other apparent bodily
damage, no identity information on The Net.”



Jones glanced at the wound in the man's chest. “ Concur.”
“To Resurrection, Inc., right?’
113 Yaﬂ'.”

Frampton dropped his voice dightly. Because of the dark visor, Jones could read no expression on his
partner'sface. “Man, | hope that never happensto me.”

Jones closed the compartment and set the controls for quick-freeze. A hissing noisefilled theair. He
knew exactly what Frampton meant, but he asked anyway, “What? Being a neo-Satanist sacrifice, or
becoming a Servant?”’

“Neither one”

2

On the sixth underground level of Resurrection, Inc., the technician placed the body from Vat 66 onto a
clean inspection table. The body's arms moved loosely, till dripping, amost cooperating, asthetech
rearranged them. Four days of conditioning had left the muscles free of rigor and the dead brain ready for
imprinting as a Servant. The room smelled strongly of chemicals, making the tech's eyes and nostrils burn,
even after histwo years of working there.

On the pocket of the tech's non-porous lab smock, he had carefully stencilled his name, “RODNEY
QUICK,” so no onewould stedl it. Y et Rodney Quick was generally the only human to spend an entire
shift on Level Six anyway; the rest of the workers were Servants—bald and dressed in their
characterigtic gray jumpsuits—and certainly no Servant would dream of stedling hislab smock. But the
stencilled name made Rodney fed important and easily recognized by anyone who might take notice of
hiswork.

Rodney straightened the body's pliant limbs while drops of vat solution trickled into drainage grooves cut
in the polished table surface. The tech hummed to himself as he found aroll of shredded duo-sponges
and dabbed the remaining solution from the body.

Thick but limp brown hair hung straight down from one side of Rodney's head, while on the other sde
the hair had been tapered drastically back, leaving the area above his ear shaved clean. He stood afew
inches shorter than anyone who had ever tried to intimidate him, and his watery blue eyesflicked too
often from side to sde. The gold-plated stud in hisleft nogtril and the two silicon fingernails on hisright
hand should have been stylish.

Adjusting the bright overhead lights, Rodney |et the glare wash down on the naked body, illuminating the
open sacrificia wound in the center of the man's chest. Beneath the inspection table, sharp-angled
shadows crowded on the floor, responding with grotesque exaggerations to Rodney Quick's every move.
He was reminded of the monsters he had imagined under his bed-unit when he was a child.

The pre-Servant from Vat 66 had finished severa days of initia prep for resurrection, soakingin a
solution of scrubber bacteriathat removed dl thelactic acid from the muscles and purged the dead body
of waste and undigested food. Asalast step before bringing the body to the ingpection table, Rodney
had drained dl the blood vessals and refilled them with sdine solution in preparation for the synBlood.

Rodney dipped apair of magnifying goggles over his eyes and bent down to ingpect the wound in the
man's chest. His own shadow lurched across the prone body, but Rodney didn't notice with his
drastically reduced field of view. The tech could see that the wound was clean; the tissue had been
hacked and the veins and arteries roughly severed, but Rodney didn't think it would be difficult to make



repairs.

He measured the chest cavity and, leaving the table unattended, went searching for an appropriate
synHeart. In the resurrection room other Servants wandered about, performing pre-programmed tasks,
checking dials and monitoring vats, meticuloudy jotting down information. Rodney awaysfet theirony of
having Servants assst him here on Level Six—it seemed like having cattle help out in adaughterhouse.

The technician stopped at the door to the organ-supply room, keyed in his request to the Net terminal
mounted by the door. Moments later, in apuff of cryogenic mist, the door did open and aflashing light
indicated the location of an appropriate cardiac pump. Rodney removed the synHeart and, as he walked
out of the clammy-smelling storeroom, he was tempted to tossthe organ up in the ar and try to catch it
when it came back down. But he restrained himsalf—as aways, Supervisor might be watching.

“Out of useless death, we create Service to mankind,” said the inscription above the elevator doors—a
guote attributed to Francois Nathans, the magnate of Resurrection, Inc. Rodney suddenly noticed the
guote again after two years of working in the lower levels, and he wasn't quite sure whether to take it
with aliberal dose of seriousnessor irreverence.

Certain criteria had to be met before Rodney could even begin the resurrection process, and the
Enforcers didn't dways know what they were doing when they brought the bodiesin. Rodney rg ected
some of the pre-Servantsif they had been too badly mangled, or if rigor had set intoo firmly. A potential
Servant generdly had to be the victim of a sudden death—if aperson died from adebilitating disease or
old age, the machinery of the body would aready be damaged. And Rodney Quick was not about to
gpend al hiswaking hours restringing ganglia, growing competible muscle fiber, popping in ajunkyard of
synEyes, synLivers, synL.ungs—no thank you, the company wasn't quite that desperate for
pre-Servants. Besides, the whole process had to be cost-effective or it didn't make good business
sense.

Any death from an accident, or poisoning, or even cardiac arrest wasfair game, though. The Enforcers
brought in even marginaly adequate bodies, anyone they found dead, whether after the curfew or during
the daytime, whether dead in bed or killed during one of the Street riots. Sometimes Rodney wondered
what kind of hold Francois Nathans had on the Enforcers Guild to make them cooperate so eeslly,
especialy when Nathans publicly despised the Guild for forcing its* protection” on al of them.

The inadequate pre-Servants, aong with other discarded bodies, were shipped off to be converted into
animd feed for the great Midwestern agricultural wasteland. Oh, sometimes the family whined about not
having the body of their loved one for whatever funera ritesthey desired, but Nathans and his partner
Stromgaard Van Ryman had won amgjor victory by battling—hboth legaly and moraly—to convince the
public that the dead were amgor resource to be used for all mankind. What aterrible waste, they
campaigned, to stick abody usdesdy into the ground just so afew family members could cry over it.

Rodney brought the synHeart back to the table and, adjusting the local room temperature to keep him
from perspiring, took a deep breath. He lowered his magnifying goggles and arranged histools, then set
towork. He used arterid sedlants, capillary grafts, cdlular cement to lock the cardiac pump firmly in
place. Every haf hour or so, aparade of pain marched up and down his siff back.

The technician worked done, in sllence, and when he finaly eased thetiny battery pellet into the
synHeart's chamber and made ready to close the chest wound, he mused to himself, amazed a how easy
it had been for him. His spine ached, and hisfingersfelt tiff, but hefelt proud at proving hisskill again.
Let Supervisor try to deny that he was one of the best damned techniciansin dl of Resurrection, Inc!

Though both of Rodney's parents had been blue-collars, he himsdf had fought above dl that. It could be



done, if you had the ambition and the drive. He had spent his teenage yearsin terror, knowing that he
was doomed to follow in his parents’ footsteps of manual |abor, tedious blue-collar work that required
no brains, no skill at al. Then even that blesk future had been stolen from him by the Servant revolution.

But Rodney had had enough years ahead of him to plan alittle, to realize how he must adapt to survivein
argpidly changing new world. He had pored over the resources of The Net, isolating himself, focusing his
teenage world on the bright pixels. He expended al his effort to climb afew rungs higher on the ladder of
success, finaly reaching a position where he could fed important—Main Technician on Lower Level Six
of Resurrection, Inc.

But now, with Servants rapidly replacing many blue-collar jobs, al the lower rungsin the ladder of
success were aso disgppearing—and Rodney Quick found himself back near the bottom again through
no fault of hisown.

Rodney's father, who had worked in afactory that manufactured shampoo and soap products, waskilled
in one of the early anti-Servant riots, recaiving the full force of an Enforcer's scatter-stun. Rodney's
mother, tossed out of her job as adishwasher a the Sunshine cafeteria, now lived off the blue allotment,
aspecid fund garnered from atariff on the purchase price of Servants. His mother now wandered the
streets with the other aimless and apathetic blues who had no training and no hope for any other type of
employment. Competition was vicious for the remaining jobs, and Rodney's mother didn't have the
saminaor the enthusiasm to fight for something she had dways thought would be hers by default. Nor
would she have anything more to do with her son, claiming that the stink of Resurrection clung to him and
that it reminded her of her husband's blood.

Rodney finished the synHeart operation on the pre-Servant and sedled the dead man's chest, taking care
to make certain the skin seams matched. He then rigged up a s ow-pump that began thelong and delicate
process of refilling the blood vessds with synBlood.

Rodney clasped his hands behind his back in a Napoleonic pose and walked away from the pre-Servant
on the table, leaving the pumpsto do their work. He inspected the entire resurrection room like a
commander surveying histroops. Occasondly he had other human sub-techniciansto assst himin some
of the ingpections and operations, but most of the time Rodney remained the only human on the floor,
with only afew other Servants to handle the uninteresting tasks.

Seventy different vatsrose from floor to ceiling, dispersed in perfect geometrical order around the room.
Some of the vatswere for the initia bath of scrubber bacteria; others were for the solution of geneticdly
volatile bacteriato perform the finishing touches before reanimation. I ntermedi ate holding chambers of
mud-thick silvery paste were sunk into the floor between some of the vats. At any one time Rodney
could prepare over ahundred different Servantsfor resurrection.

While grooming himself for aposition at Resurrection, Inc., Rodney had reached out through The Net,
uncovering the scattered history of Servants and the corporation. After many abortive attemptsto build a
serviceable, human-looking android, researchers had given up in despair at the incredible task of
manufacturing something as sophisticated as the human body. Even the few almost-successful android
attempts would have been prohibitively expensve to mass-produce—and if android |abor was going to
cost more than even Union workers, why bother at al?

But fifteen years before, Francois Nathans had redlized that anearly inexhaustible supply of
amost-androids lay waiting to be used: the perfect machine of the human body, discarded at desth but
often till completely servicesble with only afew minor repairs. Rather than trying to recreate out of
inanimate materias, and then mass-produce, the delicate interconnecting mechanisms of neuronsand
muscles and bones and tendons and sensory organs, Nathans argued that it made more senseto find a



new “enging’ to put into these dready built—but no longer functiona—machines, instead of doing
everything from scratch.

The sophisticated microprocessor embedded in a Servant's head linked into the existing contours of the

brain, amulating life. Attached to the proper ganglia, the microprocessor acted as a controlling motor, a

new engine for the discarded machine. A specia “Command” phrase bound al Servants and made them
obey, humans, locking their reflexes and forcing them to follow ingructions.

Asfar as Rodney was concerned, Servants weren't red people; the tech couldn't possibly think of them
as such. Sure, the bodies moved, and Servants could respond when you talked to them, but no red
person lived indde. Servantsretained their language skills, and some basic knowledge—pretty much
anything that happened to be residing on the surface of the temporal |obe when they died. Servants
varied—some were like blundering zombies who needed explicit ingtructions for amost everything, but
othersheld aresidue of intelligence and could actudly respond amost conversationdly.

But no Servant had amemory of its past life—all of that had been erased either in death or in the
resurrection process ... or maybe the microprocessor just couldn't reach deep enough to catch hold of
those memories. It didn't matter—despite the artistry Rodney Quick put into the creation of his Servants,
they were dl just pieces of equipment, machinery, appliances.

Certainly not people.

Rodney stopped and gawked at the body of awell-proportioned young female floating in one of thefina
baths, weighted down by heavy spherestied to her waist, wrists, and legs. The front pand of the vat was
transparent, and she hung suspended in the thick golden-colored solution, but Rodney could imagine all
her detailsto perfection. She had aready been shaved and trimmed, but Rodney till remembered when
she had comein, dead from sdlf-inflicted poison. She'd had thick red hair, beautiful, dmost the color of
blood. Rodney kept records of al such details.

It seemed that every time hetried to Sart arelationship with awoman, an honest-to-goodness human
being, she dways brokeit off. Handlers of the dead had been despised and shunned throughout history,
though in modern times men had claimed to be enlightened about such things. Undertakers and
morticians, sextons during the Black Death, gravediggers, the eta in Japan, “resurrectionists’ in the
nineteenth century illicitly providing dead bodies for medica research.... How the hell was he supposed
to fight againgt leftover cultural sentiments?

Rodney sometimeswondered if spending his teenage years swesting over aNet termindl, trying to
escgpe from the other jobless blues and into ared job, might have left him socialy inept ... not quite able
to relate to othersin ameaningful way. He dressed stylishly, according to illugtrationsin al the Net
periodicals. Hetried to be funny, compass onate, interesting—yet women seemed so volatile, so
unpredictable, with so much capacity for hurting in them.

On the other hand, Servant females never said a harsh word. Rodney placed hisfingertips against the
warm glass of the finishing vat, staring at the naked body of the once redheaded female, watching as she
moved dowly inthe gradua convection currents of the amniotic fluid. His own breath began to condense
fog on thesde of theglass.

“What, exactly, are you doing, Mister Quick?’” A woman's voice: deep and thick, uninflected but carrying
asymphony of overtones that made Rodney's blood congedl.

Supervisor crossed her arms over a deep-purple deeve ess tunic edged with random lines of silver
thread. She stood nearly Rodney's height, built somewhat stockier, but seemed immensely tal in her own
personal presence. Her long bluish-blond hair had been pulled into three even braids, neatly splayed and



pinned to the back of her purpletunic. A primary Net keypad had been tattooed on the palm of her right
hand. Supervisor's eyes had a pearly, distant look to them, but hard lines on her brow and around her
lips quickly destroyed any dreamy look she might have worn. Though she stared directly at him, Rodney
felt asif Supervisor watched him with many more eyesthan just the two on her face.

One of the few humans who could act as awalking Interface with The Net, Supervisor lorded over all
thelower levels of Resurrection, Inc. Her brain carried aremote gateway processor, implanted so that
she could directly connect to The Net. Interfaces were rare and highly vaued, so Francois Nathans had
arranged to effectively own Supervisor, protecting her and doing everything to keep her happy.
Consequently, Supervisor encountered no interference when she acted out her manageria fantasieson
her human underlings.

She enjoyed harping on Rodney in particular, or so it seemed to him.

“| asked what you are doing, Mister Quick.” The flatness of her voice didn't change, but Rodney could
hear athread of surprisethat he had not immediately answered her question.

“I am ingpecting the vats, madam. To be sure the Servants haven't made mistakesin their tasks.”
“Servants do not make mistakesiif their ingtructions are clear,” she said.

“Y ou'e right, madam. | was making sure my instructionswere clear.” Rodney clenched hisfingersinto a
fid.

“Why aren't you keeping careful watch on the pre-Servant in Vat 667 Everything isroutine?’
Supervisor's voice had the barest lilt at the end, only enough for him to guessthat she had posed a
question.

“Y es, um, everything's routine, Madam. I'm pumping the synBlood in right now, and then helll go to the
secondary vat. Y ou're welcome to inspect my surgery—you can see | took great precautions while
ingaling his new cardiac pump. I'm sure you'll find everything satisfactory.”

“Since you areinvolved, Mister Quick, | expect nothing more than ‘ satisfactory.” Y ou are incapable of
better.” She huffed, then continued. “The pre-Servant in Vat 66 now has anew designator, aname. Y ou
will henceforth refer to him as‘ Dand.” She paused, and then spoke again; her gaze bored into him. “I
will giveyou awarning, Mr. Quick. Francois Nathans himsdlf has expressed an interest in this particular
Servant. After resurrection is complete, Danal isto be presented to Vincent Van Ryman.”

“Van Ryman?Buit ... isn't he the neo-Satani<t priest?”

“That is his business, not yours,” Supervisor snapped, raising her voice only alittle, but the relative
difference was enormous. “ Y our point of concern isthat Mister Nathansis extremely interested.
Therefore your performance on this resurrection will have adirect bearing on your own future existence.
Think on that carefully, Mister Quick, before you become distracted by femae anatomy.”

Rodney swallowed. “Y es, Madam. |, um, understand perfectly. | won't let you down.”

“I have no confidence in you whatsoever. Y ou cannot let me down.” Supervisor turned curtly and
walked across the room to the elevator shaft, seeing yet not seeing with her pearly Net eyes.

Shaken, Rodney retreated from the female€'s vat and hurried back to the inspection table, where the dow
pump droned asit continued to exchange the inert saline solution with artificid blood. Rodney used his
magnifying goggles to recheck for any minute leaks around the sedl of the chest wound. Setisfied, he
removed the goggles and stepped back to ook at the pale and motionless body stretched out under the



harsh glare of the overhead lights.

He hated this place, but he couldn't think about leaving. Sometimes, though, he had to unleash his
rebelion inlittle ways. Smirking, Rodney patted Dand's cold cheeksin mock paternd affection. He
muttered to himsdlf, “ Such tender loving care for acorpsel”

He swalowed in adry throat, looking around to see if Supervisor had seen him. She dways moved
slently, mdicioudy, spying. He didn't see her, but that meant nothing—when linked to The Net, she had
all the ears and eyes of the entire network.

The other Servants moved about their mindless tasks. The vats bubbled and the dow-pump hummed, but
everything esewas quiet. Lower Level Six seemed suddenly dien to him, and Rodney felt vulnerable and
aone.

o .

Jones carefully arranged the pieces of his Enforcer armor on the spongy bedroom floor, and then aigned
al hiswegpons on the bed-unit. He yawned and stretched before beginning the [aborious daily process of
assembling hisuniform.

He dipped the torso guard over his shoulders and mounted the pelvic plate, making sure everything fit
properly before fusing the seams. Then came the arm guards and several segments of leg shielding. The
armor was made of lightweight flexsted fibers, dura-plated around the joints, making for aflexible and
comfortable suit that was completely protective.

Last, Jones picked up the high-impact fiberglass hdmet and stared for amoment at hisreflection in the
polarized black visor. The visor could withstand even alaser strike full inthe face, but it didn't alow so
much asaglimmer of feding to show through. Jones narrowed his dark eyes, trying to make himsalf ook
tough but not quite succeeding. His thin moustache had never grown quite full, though he hadn't shaved it
inyears. Joneswastal, well built but not massve—yet every Enforcer looked the same behind al that
armor.

He picked up hisweaponsin order, dipping them into the appropriate sockets on hisarmor.
Heater-knife, club, grenade, smoke bomb, two projectile weapons, afully charged scatter-stun, and a
pocket bazooka. Bristling with degth, every day: instead of filling Jones with power and confidence, it
made him feel small and dependent. Not a policeman, according to the official description, but one of the
“conformance assurance personnd,” or perhaps even “amodern-day knight against the dragons of socia
unret.”

His persond Servant Julia stood at the doorway, watching him, waiting for him to spesk.
“Good morning, Julia” He conscioudy gave her awarm smile.

“Good morning, Master Jones,” she said, like arecording. She gtill wore thelong blond wig held bought
for her, but then he remembered with some sadness that he had just never told her to take it off. It meant
nothing. According to the scant information he had been able to get from Resurrection, Inc., Juliahad had
blond hair during her life; and apparently Julia had indeed been her red first name. But they told him
nothing € se about her.

Shewas small and trim, and would have been attractive—though not beautiful—if it hadn't been for her
bal dness and the unnatural pallor of her skin. The trangparent synBlood did nothing to give aflush to any
Servant's skin. Servants didn't need to deep, though they could sit motionless and pass hours without
flinching. Julids hair would never grow, nor would her fingernails.



Jones strode to the door of his quarters. She didn't move. “Wait for me, please, Julia. Y ou can do
whatever you want during the day, and I'll see you when | come back home.” He spoke gently, asif it
mattered to her.

Juliasat down on achair facing the doorway. “ Y es, Master Jones.” Her blond wig had shifted on her
head, but she made no attempt to fix it. He knew full well that sheld be there, unmoved, when he returned
intheevening.

Hewas trying so hard, hoping, but he began to confess that nothing would make her ssem more human,
like ared companion. Jones had bought her the wig and somered clothesin place of the gray Servant
jumpsuit, but the clothes made her look pathetic—she wore them like chains, though perfectly willing to
oblige. Somehow Jones felt asif he had tried to dress up adog or amonkey in some ridiculous costume,
Juliawas not meant for adress, or for any sort of human trappings, because she was not—he knew he
would eventudly admit it to himsel f—she was not human.

Jones rarely went out even to entertain himsdlf, and he made amost no effort at al to join the
camaraderie with othersin the Enforcers Guild. He just didn't remember how to make friends anymore,
and dl he had to comfort him were the scars of an earlier friendship.

People fdlt intimidated by Enforcers, and Jones suspected that the Guild itsalf fostered that attitude. He
doubted if anyone would want to have an Enforcer as atrue companion. Even female Enforcerswere
few compared to the males, and any Guildswoman snapped up a mae companion of her choosing.

A month before, everything had finaly reached its peak, but Jones had covered it up well. He had
become completdy exhausted from staring at the walls, the calling of his gpartment, done, blinking at the
vapid Net entertainment channels. Enough. A few more nights like this, and he would have to squeeze
back tears, or ese run yelling through the empty after-curfew corridors.

Jones had surrendered most of his merit earnings to purchase a Servant, compulsively, before he could
think too much abouit it. Though only an inexpensive, marginaly responsive Servant, Juliahad brought
him to hiskneesin debt. For what? He didn't know. Few people like him ever had a Servant; he wasn't
30 sure he even wanted one. Ever since histransfer to become an escort for Resurrection, Inc., Jones
had been required to guard and protect emerging Servants against the angry people on the streets. But he
himsalf had aknee-jerk reaction of didike and uneasinesstoward Servants. Why in theworld did he
want onefor himsdf? What was the point?

Sure, he had convinced himself he needed someone to sweep the floors, to cook and clean and do other
routine things a Servant would be expected to do—but Jones aso wanted someoneto talk to, a
companion, afriend. Okay, so he waslonely—Dbring out the violins, he thought bitterly. It wasn't his
fault, but hejust didn't haveit in himto lay hisfriendship on theline, to risk everything. Friendswere
unpredictable—they died.... And it was easier to buy a Servant, a surrogate companion—that's me, he
thought, good old path-of-least-resistance Jones.

With unredlistic expectations and barely restrained hope, Jones aways treated Juliaas an equal human.
Though Juliararely responded with more than mechanica gestures or words, ill he talked to her, asked
her if shewould do things. He wanted to be afriend, and have afriend in return. He wanted to console
himsdlf by having someone e se around. He talked and she listened attentively, apparently interested
regardless of the subject matter, and Jonesfelt relieved just to have his bottled-up words faling on open
ears, Servant or otherwise. But he knew deep insde that Juliawas not interested, and he doubted if she
even understood what he redly fdlt.

Jones had tried to make love to her, once. She had been fully cooperative, even though he found himsdlf



reluctant to give her the explicit step-by-step instructions she required. He sensed absolutely nothing
spontaneousin their lovemaking, no feding and no compassion on her part—Juliahad been smply doing
atask, like any other—and Jones had abhorred himsdlf afterward.

Often, when he couldn't deep, he told himsalf over and over that he had purchased a Servant, not a
friend, barely even a pet—an appliance. But till he couldn't abandon hope completely. Jones continued
to search for something, aflicker behind her eyes, or something responsive to hiswords and gestures,
something to let him know she was aware of him as a person rather than as“Master.”

It was probably an echo of that hope that had damned him, that had forced his punishment and transfer
to Resurrection, Inc. He had hesitated a moment too long on the streets when arenegade Servant had
come running down the thoroughfare marked for pedestrian traffic only. Joneswasin full armor,
patrolling the streets, keeping the numerous sidewak vendors and craftsmen cowed, watching the
vagabond singers, thejugglers. Then the femal e Servant had gone running by, her eyes glazed with fear,
her skin looking almost flushed. Her loose gray jumpsuit fluttered with the speed of her flight—Jones had
never in hislife seen anyonerun so fast.

But something traveled through the crowd even faster, an dmost tel epathic warning that passed from
person to person, sensing something amisswith aflash of mob insght. Their tinderbox mentality ignited
upon seeing something unusua, something dien—a Servant with fear on her face, with lifein her eyes,
fleeing from shouting men. The rest of the crowd began to converge, blocking her way.

Momentarily Jonesfdt his body freeze with shock and surprise. The female Servant seemed to have
stolen some small pieces of equipment—a Servant had stolen something, and Jones's amazement grew
even greater. He mechanicaly pulled out his scatter-stun.

The people saw the Enforcer and seemed to hesitate for a breathless moment. They wanted to see
blood. Jones could fed! it.

The female Servant knew she was trapped. Jones was appaled and did not look directly at her ashe
pointed the scatter-stun; he had the setting turned low. The Servant had looked at him for a microsecond,
pleading with her eyes, asif she could understand something in hisflickering hesitation. But she could
never have read anything through the black polarized visor that covered most of hisface.

Before he could fire, the Servant legped to the side of the street in three great Strides, il clutching her
precious equipment. Too late, Jones saw the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patch like many others scattered
at random places on the city streets—a square of lush green lawn bounded by alow barbed fence;
everyone knew that the patches of greenery were covered with adisintegrator blanket to vaporize
anyone who dared to step on the perfect grass.

Jones knew immediately what the Servant intended to do, and fired aburst of his scatter-stun, catching
and stunning afew othersin the crowd standing too close to him. The Servant legped gracefully over the
barbed fence and plunged without a ripple through the green grass, vanishing ingtantly. A thin smell of
ozone drifted upward, but Jones only stared. The disintegrator and the lush grass had swallowed her up
completely. A Servant who perhaps had awvakened to her own humanity again ... but now hewould
never know.

Then the crowd had turned ugly, deprived of their entertainment for the moment. Other Enforcers
eventually arrived, subduing the disturbance; a dozen people had died. Jonesfdt invisible fingers pointing
a him.

But the Enforcers Guild didn't punish its members openly, didn't believe in public disgrace—the Guild
protected its own. But there always remained transfer—yes, the Guild protected itsown, al right. And he



had been pulled from his curfew best to the much more unpleasant job of guarding Resurrection, Inc.

Now hewondered if it had been worth his mammoth effort to get into the Guild six years before. Jones
either had to buy hisway in, or be chosen by someone important in the Guild—or he could be
sponsored.

Jones had been sponsored by afriend, Fitzgerdd Helms. Actualy, theword “friend,” withitsflat single
gyllable, was completdly inadequate to describe the complex and trusting relationship he had had with
Fitzgerdd Hems. It was the sort of thing that happened no more than oncein alifetime—afriend who
made you know what it would be like to have a clone, because only a carbon-copy counterpart could be
s0 much like yoursdlf.

Jones and Fitzgerad Helms had been on the streets together during their teenage years, when they could
look at the jungle of the city with exhilaration rather than confused fear. Hdmswas amulatto, pale
enough that he could disguise himsdf if he wanted to, but he never wanted to. He let hisreddish
scouring-pad Afro grow out in wild directions, while Jones himsalf kept hiswiry black hair trimmed tight
againg hisskull. Neither one of them could grow much of amoustache, but both had tried relentlesdy
since they were fourteen.

Both Jones and Fitzgerad Helms avoided their listless parents, business and technica people so wrapped
up inthelr jobsthat they had no ambition to do anything. Jones and Helms had not been interested in
education or therat race of the corporate world. They blithely accepted a blue-collar future without
quams, confident that they would find ajob working in one of the larger manufacturing plants, or as
gardeners, mechanics, whatever—the possibilities seemed endless. But then had come the Servant
revolution, and the two young men found themsalvesin ageneration dice that wastoo old to learn the
new tricks necessary to cope with a changed world.

The younger kids—the smart ones, at |least—had nearly enough timeif they wanted to launch themsalves
into feverishly learning Net skills, or some profession that required menta ability rather than just movable
armsand legs. But Jones and Fitzgerald Helms both found themselves out of that game. They had been
athletic and active outsde, surviving more than their share of street fights, but neither one of them was
good enough to fantasize about a career a athletics or the other violent entertainment modes. After nearly
ayear, they could no longer avoid facing their only remaining option, adark option they both hated to
consder. Enforcers. The Guild would take care of them. If they could passthe incredible tests required
of outsders before they could be allowed to join the Guild.

He and Hms had primed themsalves for weeks, training, fighting, running, even studying various
weapons capabilities as described on The Net. First Fitzgerald Helms would beat Jones, then Jones
would beat Helms. They were perfectly matched, reflections of each other.

But on the day of the brutal, real testsin front of the Guild echel on representatives, Helms had
succeeded, and Jones had failed—both of them by ahair.

Fitzgerdd Hemsimmediately designated himself as sponsor for Jones, but neither one of them wanted to
contemplate that as a possibility. Jones could only admire the shining armor, the weapons, the confidence
hisfriend gave off even behind his polarized visor.

A year later, Hemswaskilled a the end of avicious game of Dodge the Enforcer. Some out-of-work
blues driven nearly insane from the boredom, the frustration, the hopel essness, became dmost suicidal.
They made agame of provoking an Enforcer to the point of outrage, and then tried to escape before the
Enforcer let loose and killed them. Helms had been caught up in asurprisingly eaborate plot staged by
severa starving former restaurant workers; the ringleader, athin and wild-eyed dishwasher, proved to



have abrilliantly logica and manipulative mind—amind that would surely have gotten him ajob working
with The Net if he had so much astried.

He had directed agame that |ooked so childishly desperate and smple, but Fitzgerdd Helms had falen
prey to its complexity and found himsdlf trapped in a cul-de-sac with the laughing wild-eyed dishwasher.
The dishwasher had looked on the point of orgasm when he detonated the chunks of explosive taped to
his own chest, leaving no portion of hisbody intact to resurrect as a Servant, and not much of Fitzgerad
Helmseither.

The other accomplices in the game were immediately rounded up, cleanly executed, and shipped off to
Resurrection, Inc. Before killing each accomplice, the Enforcerstook great pleasure in informing them
that, as Servants, they would be used exclusively for Guild labor.

And, according to the rules, Jones took the place of his sponsor in the Guild when Fitzgerdd Helms was
killed in theline of duty. Jones had not looked forward to the day when he could claim the benefits of
sponsorship, but he had known it would happen sooner or later. Rumor had it that Enforcers on the
street didn't live long, despite their weapons and armor.

Jones was even offered a reduced-price option on the new Servants resulting from the executions, but he
had declined. He hadn't even considered purchasing someone like Juliauntil much later.

And now hewasin the Guild, comfortably et for life.

He had to do his best, make a clean effort, in honor of Helms. All he could do was sit and hold the
memories, over and over again. Jones knew he could never find another friend like Hems, and he didn't
bother to try.

He stood at the doorway of hisliving quarters and took alast look at Julia, Sitting on the chair and
watching him with rapt attention. She hadn't moved amuscle.

The dawn light cast deep shadows from the buildings onto the street, throwing everything into an
exaggerated black-and-white relief. Beneath his visor Jones could catch the faint damp tang of sdt inthe
air. Pigeons and seagulls had begun to stir, looking for any scraps of street garbage they had missed the
previous evening.

Jones stood in front of the mammoth headquarters of Resurrection, Inc. The towering gray structure
looked like atombstone for al humanity—and the unseen underground complex below was severa times
the size of the adminidrative offices above. Two sets of revolving doors waited to receive the vistors and
workers. A great marble plague engraved with the words * Servants for Mankind—Freeing Us from
Tedium to Pursue Our True Destiny” stared from the front of the building.

People had just begun to venture outside, loosed from curfew for another day. The Streets were quiet
now, but they would start to get ugly later on. They aways did. And Joneswould have to march back
and forth, escorting Servantsto their assigned labor, making certain nothing got out of control.

Francois Nathans, the head of Resurrection, apparently professed a gresat didike for the Enforcersand
their Guild; but he was forced to keep apool of Enforcers around his corporation due to the very nature
of thework he did and how much the public didiked it. Jonestried not to think about it, afraid he might
somehow get into trouble, but he found it ironic that the one man in the Metroplex powerful enough to
damage the Enforcers Guild had his handstied, forced to use the services of the Guild more than any
other private corporation.

Jones stopped for amoment, staring at the huge poured-stone building, the one structure that was almost



snglehandedly reshaping society. First the discovery of fire. Then the Industrial Revolution. Then
Resurrection, Incorporated. That had been one of their most successful dogans.

“And then what?’ Jones thought.

Severa people pointedly avoided Jones as he pushed hisway through the gleaming revolving door.

4

The body named Dand hung suspended in thefind purging bath of amniotic solution. Faint smells of
chemicaswafted up from the open vents at the top of the vat. Rodney Quick wished his nostrils would
become desensitized once and for dll.

A long, colorless scar ran down the center of Danal's chest where Rodney had implanted the synHeart, a
scar that would never fade because a Servant could not hedl itself. Danal's body had been shaved and his
nails trimmed back; he hung in the amber nutrient bath, drifting, held submerged by weighted spheres
attached to hisarms|legs, and waist. The pre-Servant's eyes were closed bestificaly, asif enjoying his
last peaceful taste of death.

An involuntary shudder traced itself down Rodney's spine, but he managed to hide it from any invisble
pying eyes. Seventy other vats functioned in the large room, creating Servant after Servant. Each day
new pre-Servants arrived, and resurrected bodies walked out under their own motor power. Have
microprocessor, will travel. The entire system was too efficient to be openly ugly, and perhaps that was
why it had fooled him for so long.

The bright harsh light of Lower Level Six seemed colder every day. Desth surrounded Rodney, and the
gtink of resurrection chemicals hung about him like acloud, a breath from the Grim Regper, clinging to
him even when he walked away from work and tried to dip into anorma life of hisown.

The odd feding of low horror had been growing steedily within him for days now, making it difficult to do
hisjob. Only now, after al the time of working for Resurrection, had hefinally cometo face hisown
mortality, the very red possbility of hisown death. The knowledge dowly turned his nervesto jely.

Supervisor breathed down his neck like avampire, making hisjob anightmare. She seemed to have
singled Rodney out for career destruction, just at awhim. Rodney knew of other humanswho had
worked for her, filling various jobs—including the one he himsalf now held—and those others had
disappeared, with no explanations and no excuses offered by management. Asaliving Interface with The
Net, Supervisor knew full well how vauable she was to Resurrection, Inc. She seemed sickeningly
confident that no one would cdl attention to anything she might do. Rodney felt trapped ina
cat-and-mouse game, unable to do more than panic. He continued to do hisjob, hoping that it wouldn't
be today, not today. But he didn't know how much longer he could grovel and use excusesto fend off
Supervisor'sincreasngly more eaborate accusations.

Theworst part had been recognizing some of the new pre-Servantsthat camein just after the unofficia
disappearances, Supervisor's previous victims. The records claimed that these cadavers were other
people entirely, and The Net denied any correation with the missing humans. But Rodney never forgot a
face. Not even awaxen grimace of adesth could make him doubt the identities of the bodies going into
the resurrection vats.

And being turned into a Servant must be worse than dying in thefirst place.

What dternative did he have? When people died clean degaths, they ended up as Servants, Rodney, of dl
people, knew the criteriafor acceptance. Was he supposed to hope for along, debilitating diseaseto ruin
hisbody ... or amessy enough death that no technician would bother to reassemble the pieces?



The more he thought about it, the more Rodney felt a gnawing helplessness—he could do nothing to save
himsdf if Supervisor finaly choseto destroy him, and he could do nothing to protect his own body
afterward. What option did anybody have?

Y es, hedid know of an option, but he barely dared to whisper it in his own thoughts. Cremators. Even
the ideafrightened him, but he knew it had to be true. He believed in the Cremators. The need wastoo
grest for it to be just another rumor.

More than ever before, people had become preoccupied with, and terrified of, desth—caused in great
part by the brooding and listless presence of Servants. But Rodney had heard of amysterious group of
militants—the Cremators—who, if you formed a contract with them, would do everything in their power
to destroy your body after death, guaranteeing that you could never become a Servant. Ashesto ashes,
dust to dust, with dl theritua. Redl information about the outlaw Cremators was hard to come by,
though, and The Net swallowed up any actua reports of their activities.

Francois Nathans himsdlf had frequently publicized enormous rewards for any information about the
Cremators. Nathans seemed to be nervous, perhaps even frightened by them—and if it wasdl just a
fabricated rumor, why would such a powerful man care? The Enforcers Guild turned every suitable dead
body over to Resurrection, Inc.; Rodney didn't know for sureif thelaw required it, or if the corporation
paid well for them, or if Nathans just twisted the thumbscrews on the hierarchy of the Guild. But if the
Cremators were snatching suitable pre-Servants out from under Nathans' nose, then the man would be
hard pressed to ignore the challenge.

Rodney didn't know if he dared attempt to contact the Cremators, but it would have to be soon. Would
they even meet with him, knowing that he worked for Resurrection, Inc? He became jittery again.
Rodney didn't have the dightest ideahow to begin his search. What if someone found out?

“I liketo see aman contemplating, thinking.”

The man's voice seemed to echo off the walls, and Rodney whirled, looking for its source. For aterrified
moment he was disoriented and did not notice the three others standing in the maze of vats and tables.

“That's one of the reasons why | worked so hard to create Servants,” the man continued. “To free more
of man'stimefor philosophizing.”

Then Rodney saw Supervisor's purple deeveless tunic and her cold, half-focused stare, but he redized
with somerdlief that she seemed cowed by the two men standing beside her. Thetaller of the two men
was much older, thin, but with afire of knowledge behind his eyes that made even Supervisor's gaze
seem harmless. The older man wasimmaculately dressed, and his stedl-blue hair had not astrand out of
place. The other man seemed much younger but he carried himself with an uncharacteristic weariness and
uneasiness. The younger man had gleaming dark hair and a shadowy complexion that spoke of possible
Asian or Indian ancestry deep in his genes. He stood afew inches shorter than the older man, but his
shoulders were broad and he radiated an animalistic strength.

The older man arched his eyebrows as he looked at Rodney, and he spoke again without taking his gaze
from the technician. “Don't be rude, Supervisor. Please introduce us.”

“Yes, dr,” shesaid, looking surprised. “Mister Nathans, thisis Rodney Quick. Rodney, thisis Francois
Nathans, and the gentleman with himisVincent Van Ryman.”

Neither man reached forward to shake his hand, and Rodney had al he could do to keep hisown
composure. He had never before seen ether of the two men: the head of Resurrection, Inc. and the
supposed High Priest of the neo-Satanists. What did they want with him?What had Supervisor accused



him of now?

Rodney became suspicious again. He didn't know what Nathans or Van Ryman looked like. Hefdt his
heart beeting harder, hammering the blood through his veinswith such force that it squeezed cold sweet
out of hispores. This could be atrap. This could be some twisted trick for Supervisor to make him drop
hisguard in awe at the distinguished visitors ... and then she would do something to make him cause his
own downfall.

But what if these two were the real Nathans and Van Ryman? Then Rodney would probably act like an
idiot and cause his own downfal with no help from Supervisor whatsoever. He had no way of telling.

Rodney knew little more than a scattered collection of haf-truths and legends about famous people. He
did have asixth-level Net password, but that didn't allow him access to the most confidential databases.

Rodney knew, though, that Francois Nathans had founded Resurrection, Inc., asajunior partner to
Stromgaard Van Ryman—Vincent Van Ryman's father—who provided most of the financid backing for
the new corporation. Stromgaard VVan Ryman had apparently shown an adequate business sense, but
Nathanswas far superior in vison, charisma, and political savvy. Eight years after the formation of
Resurrection, Inc., when Servants had begun to make mgor inroads on the work force, Nathans had
assumed hisrole as head of the corporation, and Stromgaard Van Ryman had sold his portion of control.
About the same time, Stromgaard was apparently involved with the inception of the neo-Satanist
movement, but two years after the new religion had taken root, Stromgaard mysterioudy disappeared.
Rumor said he was sacrificed by his own cult. His 21-year-old son Vincent had emerged asthe High
Priest of the neo-Satanists shortly thereafter.

That had al happened severd years before. And now Rodney knew the Servant from Vat 66—Dand,
he corrected himsaf—was somehow specid. Vincent Van Ryman supposedly had something important
in mind for him. But why was Nathans interested, too? Just out of camaraderie with the son of afriend?
Or just to make certain hisimportant customer went away satisfied? Or did Nathans have something to
do with the neo-Satanists, t00?

“Mister Nathans and Migter Van Ryman would like to see Dana now. They want to make sure
everything is satisfactory.” Supervisor'sflat voice held many subtle overtones, and Rodney heard each
one of them like anicicle on hiseardrums. Van Ryman ill had not spoken.

“I saw you ingpecting our Dand aswe camein,” Nathans said. Hisvoice wasrich and friendly but some
what distant, asif he gpoke through amask over hisown persondity. “It's good to find such diligence,
especialy in one of our own workers.”

Rodney finaly found his own voice, using inginct to switch into a sdlf-defense mode, smoothing the
stutter from hiswords before he spoke them. “Yes, Sir. Supervisor hinted at how important this Servant
isto you, and I've been watching him very carefully. I'm sure you can see that everything is perfect. The
surgica work ingaling his synHeart isthe best I've ever done.”

Nathans smiled. “I'm very pleased to hear that, Mr. Quick. May | cal you Rodney?’

He nodded quickly, feding terribly conscious of his hair, wondering if it was out of place, if hisgold nose
stud was tarnished, if the beads of sweat were showing on hisforehead.

Van Ryman went close to the tank, fascinated by Danal’'s body submerged in the golden solution; he
seemed unable to tear his eyesfrom it. The dark-haired man pressed hisface up againgt the glassto see
more clearly.

“Supervisor, leave us,” Nathans said abruptly.



Supervisor looked surprised and rebuffed at the dismissal, but she turned without aword and left. The
smmering noises of the vats swalowed up the rustle of her clothes. Rodney could barely contain his
satisfaction as he watched Nathans's offhanded manner with her. Rodney felt important, raised back up
to theleved of ahuman being again. He had to conscioudy restrain himself from strutting like abird.

Nathans reached out and placed a paterna hand on Rodney's shoulder. The tech stiffened amoment, but
alowed himself to be turned aside as the older man began to walk dowly aong the row of resurrection
vats. Rodney followed closdly, and Francois Nathans began to speak to him in ahypnotic voice, making
him fed warm and confident in himself, saying dl theright things, pulling dl theright strings.

“Rodney, we've been watching your work for along time. Y ou have aspecial touch with the Servants,
and you know the resurrection processinsde and out. It's unfortunate that Supervisor's been dipping
your nameto us frequently, placing the blame for certain minor things on your shoulders, but we havent
seen any declinein the quality of your work. I'm tempted to think that she's just playing another one of
her games, pin thetail on the scapegoat. She does that, you know. Remember, she's not quite normal,
not like you and me—she gave up alot to become an Interface with The Net. The company needs her
services, but sometimes she overestimates her own importance. | don't think you have anything to worry
about.” Nathans smiled broadly.

“ She sure knows how to make work miserable for me,” Rodney said quietly. Internal ropes hindered him
from opening up to the man'sfriendliness. He still wondered why the two men had come to him, what
they had in mind. As Rodney and Nathans passed arow of recently emptied vats, the tech noticed that
Van Ryman had remained behind to stare through the glasswalls at Danal in the resurrection solution.

Nathansinterrupted his thoughts. “Y ou might wonder why 1'd take the time to cometak to amere
technician.” He paused. Rodney didn't dare acknowledge the suggestion with anod.

“Wadl, because | firmly believe that the future of any corporation begins at the roots. The future managers
aretoday'stechnicians, if you don't mind my being frank, and | awayslike to keep apool of candidates
under consderation for possible promotions.”

Rodney's heart fluttered; none of this seemed possible. Then, out of the corner of hiseye, he saw Vincent
Van Ryman do something to the vent at the top of Dand's tank. He turned quickly and suddenly felt
Nathanss grip tighten on his shoulder. Summoning up his courage, Rodney turned back to face the head
of Resurrection, Inc.

“Thank you for your confidence in me, Mr. Nathans.” Rodney forced acam expression onto hisface.
“I'll try not to let you down.”

Nathans smiled at him again, thistime with dazzling Sincerity. Vincent Van Ryman came up to join them,
and Rodney was alarmed to see a heavy expression of near tears on Van Ryman'sface.

“I think everything's satisfactory, Mr. Quick,” Van Ryman announced; hisvoice wasrich and mellow, but
with acurious strained edgeto it. “Y ou certainly know your work.”

Rodney averted his eyes, trying to look embarrassed at the compliment. “It wasjust aroutine
resurrection. I'm sure you'll be happy with your Servant.”

Things seemed less certain now. At least Supervisor was straightforward in her psychologica warfare.
Was Nathans truly the compass onate boss he seemed to be?

Rodney had seen Van Ryman meddling with Dand's tank, he was certain of it, though he couldn't
imagine what possi ble sabotage the dark-haired man could have performed. If Van Ryman wasindeed



the High Priest of the neo-Satanists, perhaps he had some other ritudistic purposein mind. And in that
case, though it might give him the jitters, Rodney didn't particularly care. Mumbo-jumbo and superdtition
were weapons againgt the uneducated blue-collars.

But if Van Ryman had done something, should Rodney mention it to Nathans? Or might that be worse
than not saying anything, if Nathans ended up being part of it? After dl, Nathans had carefully led him
away from the tank, distracted him, so Van Ryman could have time aone.

Or maybe Nathans had been devioudy sincere about looking for new management recruits, and thiswas
some sort of test to see how dedicated Rodney was to the successful completion of hisjob. If so, if he
suspected sabotage from anyone—even a person as powerful asVincent Van Ryman himsdf—then he
should report it to Nathans. But he should also be willing to trust his ultimate boss, Francois Nathans, in
al things. And if Nathans was obvioudy involved with this staged tampering perhaps Rodney was
supposed to see the attempt, but to trust Nathans to intervene if anything absolutely needed to be
stopped. Should he say anything or not?

Rodney's head was still spinning when Nathans patted him on the back, and Van Ryman shook his hand,
thanking him for the preview of his new Servant. The technician convinced himsdf to make aparting
comment. “Thank you both for coming. | very much enjoyed meeting both of you. | hope | haven't
disappointed you.”

“Of course you haven't, Rodney. I'm sure well be talking again.” Nathans nodded and then motioned for
Van Ryman to enter thelift compartment first. The doors whisked shut and swallowed up the two men.

Theingtant the lift doors had closed, Rodney rushed back to the vat that held the Servant named Dandl.
Carefully he ingpected the vent openings, but could not tell if they had been moved. He sniffed the air,
trying to detect any unusua smell, but found none. A smudge on the transparent wall showed where Van
Ryman had touched the glass, but that proved nothing. He squinted into the yellow amniatic fluid, trying
to detect any changes. Wasit murkier now than before? Did he see any difference?

Supervisor wouldn't hesitate for amoment if Rodney did anything to jeopardize the successful
resurrection of this particular Servant. The scrubber bacteriain thefind bath, the solution in which Dand
now hung suspended, were geneticaly volatile, easily mutated, and more than once amutated solution
had adversdly affected the physica or mentd condition of areanimated Servant. Sometimes the motor
control seemed skewed; sometimes the mental faculties were dulled or sharpened—and an unusualy
intelligent Servant caused more concern than atotally stupid one. What if the origind memories of the
individua somehow came too close to the surface? But without the final solution to do one more scouring
and to replace the eectrolytesin the brain, the microprocessor would not function properly.

Rodney could think of no way to verify any tampering, short of taking a sample of the amniotic solution to
the andytica lab. But then held have to explain his suspicions, and that might cause him as much trouble
ashewastrying to avoid.

The more he thought about it, the more he convinced himself that Nathans had devised atest for him. Or
perhaps it was Supervisor's doing after dl. But even the mgor fact of knowing thiswas atest didn't help
him at dl. Nor did he know what the pendty for failure would be.

N 5
“Command: Open your eyes.”

The Command phrase sent the microprocessor into its override mode. Synapsesfired, reforging old links
through ganglia. The microprocessor tagged and identified the proper muscles, then caused them to



contract.
Dand's eyes fluttered open.

Light bombarded his retinas, and the microprocessor immediately directed the irisesto congtrict, stepping
down the glare. Dand blinked a second time.

Sensations began to fill hismind like wildfire; each cell in hisbody awoke with ascream of exhilaration.
Dana sensed that his body was dick and smooth, hairless. He could fedl every nerve ending like spiders
on hisskin; he could dmost fed the light from the harsh overhead panels striking him.

A manfilled hisfield of view, and Dana drank in every detal without looking € sewhere. Thetechnician
good dightly shorter than Dand, and his face seemed wildly asymmetric with brown hair hanging long on
one side of hisface, cropped short on the othe—one eyebrow shaved, the other enhanced by
eydine—asingle gold nodiril stud reflecting the light. Danal stared without moving, and the descriptor
words and concepts congedled in hisbrain, reassigning menta label s to the images his retinas conveyed:
“brown,” “gold,” “eyebrow.”

The microprocessor frantically scanned Dand's tempord 1obe, accessing any information that had
survived the journey through death and back, scribbling on the newborn tabularasa. Dana noticed black
symbols across the pocket of the tech's white lab smock, but for amoment they meant nothing to him.
Then suddenly, likealight bulb flicking on inside his head, the symbols snapped into focus and became
words, RODNEY QUICK.

“Canryou-undergtand-me?’ Rodney said in careful syllables.

Dana heard the question, digested it, and searched for the appropriate response. Sowly, still uncertain of
his specific muscle control, he moved his head down and then up, hesitantly at first, and then nodding
deeply and confidently.

“| want you to answer me with your voice,” Rodney said quickly. “Command: Answer.”

Dana dredged up the word from degp under his subconscious, peeling back the wrapper of information
stored there. Other words, phrases, idioms poured forth, filling the empty pockets of his resurrected
brain. He exhaed, setting hisvoca cords vibrating with specific and careful control. He moved hisjaw,
histongue, hislips, shaping and forming the soundsin theimmensdy complicated task of speaking:

“YS,”

Thenutrient solution still trickled out of the tank from which Dana had emerged, running through gratesin
the floor to holding vats even farther beneath the ground. Danal stood like a statue. Solution dripped
down hisdick skin. He noticed that the yellow droplets had adecidedly pinkish tinge, and something
buried at the back of hismind told him that the different coloration was a sure Sgn of mutating bacteriain
thefind bath....

Rodney quickly hosed the remaining liquid into the grate, washing away any incriminating pink tint,
athough the anomal ous color was dready fading as the mutated bacteria died upon exposure to the harsh
outside world. For good measure, Rodney turned the high-pressure hose and blasted the motionless
Servant, ringng the lagt of the solution from the Servant's skin.

Some of the exterior nerves on Danal's body shut themselves down astheicy water drenched him. His
fragile muscle control, still not completely activated, went haywire. Dand fell backward, collgpsing to the
floor. Too late, hisarm reached out to break hisfal, but he twisted awkwardly and struck his head on



the Sde of hisemptied vat. Half an ingtant later, he identified the sensation of pain.

Danal lay crumpled and hel pless—but completely awake—on the cold, wet floor as the tech stood over
him. Dand stared a adroplet of water barely haf aninchin front of hisunblinking eye, fascinated by the
play of light onits surface.

“Oh, brother!” Rodney snorted, “ Command: Stand up.”

The microprocessor reached out again for the right nerve ganglia, activating Danal's Servant
programming. His muscles awakened, and he climbed siffly to hisknees, bardly keeping his baance and
barely able to stop the landdide of sensory input pouring into his undead eyes. He coughed the nutrient
solution out of hislungs, then regained control of himsdlf. Animpulse made him want to smile blithdly, but
somehow the subtle facid muscles remained frozen, leaving Dand filled with awe yet expressionless.

Without turning his head from the tech, he used periphera vision to focus on the room around him, the
vast resurrection chamber with its rows upon rows of different vats and chambers, inspection tables,
other Servants going about their tasks. Dand found it fascinating.

Rodney narrowed his eyes and looked furtively over his shoulder, then turned back to the newly
resurrected Servant. “ Command: Dance!”

Jerkily, without thought, Dand tried to lift one leg, then the other. He somehow managed to hop back
and forth, looking ridiculous. He stumbled again, but regained his balance. His muscle control spread
rapidly, and with the speed of the microprocessor Danal seemed to have alonger time to compensate
and shift his balance. The Servant achieved asubtle mastery of hisbody, like a precocious child rapidly
putting together al the pieces of ajigsaw puzzle.

Rodney gave alittle superior-sounding laugh.
“What are you doing now, Mister Quick?’

Dand watched as Supervisor came up silently from behind. She moved asif partidly in atrance, floating
between the vats, but with a presence about her that made her seem to emanate from the walls, the floor,
the lights, everywhere The Net could see.

Rodney jumped, and Dana could see the color drain from hisface. But the tech composed hisfaceinto a
serious expression without missing a beat and turned to face Supervisor. “1'm testing his muscle reflexes,
madam. He seems to be coordinating well.”

“Bullshit.” Her voice carried no excitement, no anger, just aflat statement that exposed the technician as
aliar, alowing no room for question. “Mister Nathans said to give Dand specid treatment. If you falil, |
am going to destroy you.”

The tech spoke defensively. “ This Servant ismy very best work, madam! Look where| ingtalled the
synHeart unit: only half the scar you'd expect. Y ou saw the wound where the neo-Satanists hacked out
hisheart!”

“Just do your job, and do it adequately, Mister Quick.” Supervisor smiled a him, “Try to survive aslong
asyou can.”

Rodney made no comment, but Dana noticed faint beads of sweat begin to pop out of thetech'svisble
pores.

At the mention of the scar, Danal stared at his body, looking at the white line at the center of his chest



where the—knife—had cut. His past seemed to be swathed thickly in cheesecloth, hidden from hisview,
and he wondered—but any answersrising in his memory melted like snowflakesin afire. He wanted to
reach out and finger the scar, but his muscles could not find the volition to do so.

Supervisor stood in silence for along moment, gpparently to let Rodney fidget and swest for aslong as
possible. “Well, Migter Quick? Is heready?’

“Yes, most certainly. Asaways, promptly on the deadline. A routine resurrection, madam.”

“WEell see, won't we?’ Supervisor held out her right hand, running her fingers dong the primary Net
keyboard tattooed on the palm. Ten keys, each with five functions coded to the five specific fingerprints
on Supervisor'sleft hand, made it possible for her to typefifty different characters. Sheinput the proper
sequence that linked her to the vast resources of The Net. After she had reoriented hersdlf to her new
position asasmdl blip in the enormous computer database, Supervisor activated the Net-compatible
scannersimplanted in her eye. Dand endured her ingpection as shelooked a him through machine eyes.

“Glycerinlevelsdl wrong. And | seeaglitch in hisbrain-wave pattern. Dammit! The bacteria
mutated—you weren't watching him, Mister Quick.” She seemed unaccustomed to using an angry tone
of voice, and the words came out awkward, but till threatening.

“Yes Yes, | was, madam! The nutrient bath was as clear as can be—yellow like chicken soup!” One,
and only one, drop of swesat ran down the side of Rodney's forehead.

“I somehow doubt you saw nothing unusua. Even you aren't quite that stupid. Y ou've been licking the
glass on the fema e tanks again, haven't you?’

“No, madam!” He sounded indignant. “Y ou know how attentive I've been, especidly with this Servant.”

Supervisor abruptly ignored Rodney and turned to the placid-looking Servant who stood damp and
naked under the harsh lights. “Dand, what do you remember from your past life?”

Dand wrinkled hisforehead alittle, but sood slent.

“Hé's brain-damaged! Aww, shit!” Rodney gasped to himsalf. Nonchalantly, but with amazing speed,
Supervisor boxed himin the ear to Slence him.

“Nothing,” Dand findly answvered. “I don't remember anything.”

Supervisor paused, looking somewhat surprised. Rodney bresthed aloud sigh of relief and put his hands
on hiships, trying to regain asemblance of control. “Why did you take so long to answer?’

“I| wasthinking.” The words flowed easily through hisvoca cords now. After an oblivion of rest, he
wanted to stretch hisvoice, to shout, to sing. But his body didn't move. He stood and waited, like a
mannequin.

Supervisor and the tech looked a him strangely for amoment.

“Servant, Command: Input Mode.” Supervisor's fingers raced across the tattooed keyboard on her
pam.

Dand's body responded of its own valition, controlled by the microprocessor. Hisarms and legs
snapped to attention, and he opened his mind to receive.

In lessthan a second The Net scanned Danal's new identity and confirmed his name and the name of his



Magter, Vincent Van Ryman. After ashort pause, short even for the microprocessor's view of time,
bytes of information filed onto his memory, and his parched mind rapidly absorbed the data.

The Net gave him nuggets of hisMaster Van Ryman's history and habits, presumably so Dand could be
abetter Servant for him. All at once, and without time to sort through the facts and arrange them in any
order, Dand learned that Vincent Van Ryman lived acomfortable life from the profits of when hisfather
Stromgaard had sold his share of Resurrection, Inc. to Francois Nathans. Protected by elaborate
Intruder Defense Systems, Van Ryman lived alonein an eccentricaly antique home.

Not alone.
What about Julia?

Julia? Dand wondered. The thought had come to him from the far reaches of his mind, whispering at the
cornersof hisearslike memories shouting at him through miles of dense fog. The thought came with no
explanation, no further details—who was Julia? Other memories, aseething pot of d§avu boiled far
beneath the surface of hisbrain, out of the microprocessor's reach.

Another pause in the microprocessor's d owed-down time—Dand felt The Net picking around in his
mind, double-checking, making sure of hisidentity. Dand kept histhoughts vividly aware, though he
didn't know what to expect, or how he would know if something went wrong. His core-programming
penetrated deeper than ingtinct, molding hislife, making him know that he was not to ask questions, not
to think, not to fed.

He suspected that he aready knew as much as a Servant should know about his Master, but The Net
divulged yet another file, this one coded for amuch higher-level password.

Vincent Van Ryman was the leader of the neo-Satanists, not anymore! a secret society that had adapted
ancient Satanism to the context of modern technology. VVan Ryman had, however, denounced his
connections with the group, and had become one of its strongest opponents—but recently he had
returned to the fold again, with azeal and vehemence that overshadowed even hisinitia fervor.

Impossible!

Dand's head siwvam with awhirlwind of conflicting thoughts, ghosts of memory fleeing like shadows
whenever hetried to focus on them. He was a Servant. His mind was a clean date, polished smooth by
passage through death and back. He had nothing of his past.

Or, morelikely, he was not able to access the memories ... but he knew they existed, closeted away
somewhere. And these spurious glitches of thought jumping out helter-skelter onto hisforebrain—did
they flash back to alife that never existed? Who knew what dreams and fantasies a brain could summon
and create during the deepest deep of al?

By thetime Dand had assmilated dl this, Supervisor'sfinger till hadn't had enough timeto lift itself from
the keypad on her pam. “Completed,” she said to no onein particular. “ Servant: What is your name?’

“My nameisDand.”
“Who isyour Master?’
“Vincent Van Ryman.”

“See, | told you he wasn't brain-damaged,” Rodney interrupted. “I watched him like he was my own



Supervisor ignored him completely. “What isthe square root of 497’
“Seven.”

“Spell the word * Rhinoceros.”

“R-H-1-N-O-C-E-R-O-S”

Supervisor tested him with the standard questions, ng the baggage of knowledge he had managed
to carry over from hisfirgt life.

“Hetests out quite high,” she commented after she had finished. Rodney grinned broadly, asif barely
ableto control himsdlf from giggling now that the terror and uncertainty had passed.

Dand said nothing. He waited, wishing he had sometool to dig deeper into his memories and bring them
into the light—or cauterize them and sedl the images below his consciousness forever.

R 6

Dand stared out the narrow window of the Enforcer's hovercar as the Metroplex rushed by below. He
sat back in the detention/cargo compartment, saying nothing. The Enforcer escort seemed to ignore him.

The devator had taken Dana up from the lower levels of Resurrection, Inc., leading him to the [obby.
Most of the reception area had been decorated with deeply grained clonewood, giving it the rich, somber
gppearance of an old-time funera parlor. Dana had stepped out of the lift and, without moving, stared at
the carpet, the ornaments, the light-fountain, the receptionist. Only amoment later, one of the Enforcers
came and took him to awaiting hovercar, commanding him to wait in back.

They rose over the crowded streets. The monotonous buzzing of the pedestrians seemed to interfere with
itsedf and left an eerie type of slenceintheair. Bardy heard, smog scrubbers mounted on the sides of
taller buildings added their background drone, filtering the air to recover vauable chemica particul ates.
Apartments and business complexes stretched into the sky, and endless blind eyes of windows gaped at
theworld.

Asthey flew, the Metroplex seemed to stretch out, clean and repetitive, like avast computer chip from
the air: street after street, section after section, dl arranged in geometric order. Thelarger industrial
centers could be seen in the distance, but al around them lay the spreading shopping zones intermixed
with resdentia aress.

Asthe hovercar approached its destination, Dand spotted the vast Victorian mansion looming in front of
them, an anomaly among the crowded condominium complexes. The gabled house seemed to command
the entire area, standing aone at the end of the block, surrounded by asmall lawn of carefully groomed
green vinyl sod.

Van Ryman's bizarre home bristled with odd angles, sharp gables, and black and pedling shutters. One of
the gutters hung carefully askew, asif it had been mounted purposdly off balance to provide a cd culated
effect, dramaticaly decrepit. A weathervane driven by arandom motor sent the silhouette of a capering
demon in drunken pirouettes. L eering gargoyles squatted on the gables, somewhat brighter and more
polished than the rest of the structure, asif they were new.

But the gargoyles were removed.
Stricken from the home in disgust.

Why arethey back?



Dand stumbled dightly from the throbbing flashback as he tried to keep aplacid expresson on hisface, a
Servant's expression. He grasped at the fleeing thought that had soared outward from his mind's core,
dipping through his mentd fingers. Ripplesin hismemory died away, leaving ablank hole and no more of
an answer.,

Another bubble had popped deep in his subconscious—the spark of a buried memory from beyond the
wall of degth, like an outstretched hand from the grave. Thefirst such explosion of unbridled memory il
burned bright in his mind from when he had stood, still dripping, newly awakened from the resurrection
vat. A name, a concern—Julia—but no face, no other details aroseto fill inthe gaps....

So many sghts, sounds, smells, experiences had poured into his starved sensory organs, and everything
fdl neatly into the empty pockets of his memory, stocking the shelves, filling in the ggps. Dand felt ready
to burst after ascant few minutes, and he rapidly learned how to filter what he experienced, to weed out
some of the extraneous detall no matter how much it saddened him to have to ignore any part of his new
life

Hewondered if dl Servantsfelt thisway.

The Enforcer unsealed the detention/cargo compartment, alowing Dand to step methodically out of the
hovercar. The Servant stood next to the Enforcer in front of Vincent Van Ryman's mangon, waiting. The
Enforcer seemed uneasy, jittery. Dand felt himsdf churning with doubts, curiosity, perhaps even
rebellion. Part of him knew what Servants were like and what they were supposed to be like. But
something waswrong. And that frightened him.

The Enforcer findly stepped on the walkway to the porch, in front of afaintly shimmeringwall of air: the
deadly forcefield of Van Ryman'sIntruder Defense Systems.

“Vincent Van Ryman!” the Enforcer cdled, afraid to go any nearer to the house. “| have escorted your
Servant Dand.” The Enforcer fidgeted. Dana stood perfectly still, expressionless.

The spanglesin the air faded, and Danal sensed that the field had been switched off. But the Enforcer did
not seem eager to proceed. He cleared histhroat. “Y ou go firgt, Servant. Command: Walk.”

The Enforcer motioned him ahead, and Danal strode camly down the walkway to the porch. The
sdewalk was poured from black textured concrete and clean, without weeds. Danal kept walking, his
legs mechanically moving him forward asthe Servant programming forced him to follow the Enforcer's
Command. Uneasinessgrew in him, but he didn't try to smother any new visionsrising to the surface,
where the microprocessor could grasp them and hold them up for inspection.

D&avu. The phrase suddenly clicked into his head, and somehow it felt right.

He mounted the creaking steps of the porch, where the rail appeared splintered and weathered, but when
he focused his attention on it for an instant, he redlized that it had been painted and textured to appear so.
Everything here had thetinge of familiarity to it, and the part of him that wasn't frightened wanted to see
what lay hidden insde Vincent Van Ryman'shome.

Apparently relieved a seeing his charge delivered safdly, the Enforcer saluted the unseen monitorsin Van
Ryman's house, then turned and walked quickly back to the hovercar. Dana watched him for an instant,
puzzled, and then faced the door.

“Y our Servant Dand reporting for duty, Master Van Ryman.” He remained on the porch, drinking in the
details of the wood, seeing an artificid hornets nest carefully mounted under one of the eaves. He sared
at the ornate doorknob, at the hideous brass gorgon's head that gripped a doorknocker initsfangs.



A voice struck at him from a speaker hidden in the gorgon's jagged mouth. * Open the door and comein,
Dand.”

Theinterior hdl wasdimly lit by ahanging chanddier that |eft the cornersin adegp murk. Plush purple
carpeting cushioned Danal's feet as he took another step forward, and stopped. His Master Van Ryman
stood in shadows at the end of the hall.

“Welcome, Dand.” His attitude seemed to show an irregular mix of excitement and terror, masked by an
effort to seem cam.

Dand voluntarily used the microprocessor to think and examine with grester speed, filing the detailsin his
growing mental database. Van Ryman was amost exactly the same size and build as Dand, but he had
dark, lanky hair grown long and square about his shoulders; his face was wide and somewhat rough, but
receptive. A rich green robeloosdly covered histight-fitting black clothing. Van Ryman's forehead was
damp and glistening clean, reddened asif he had just scrubbed it vigoroudly.

They stood frozen, staring a each other, and Danal felt oddly like an animd squared off at aterritoria
boundary. Van Ryman's face sparked a strange reaction in the Servant. He seemed familiar, oddly so.
Dand wanted to ask aquestion, but he felt queasy inside, uneasy, even though his synHeart carefully
regulated his pulse. Without the subtle control of hisfacid musclesto show and release hisanxiety, the
turmail reflected back into hismind.

To bresk the frozen moment Dand reflexively turned away to close the heavy clonewood door.

Vincent Van Ryman chuckled to himsalf and took two steps closer; Dana could hear his quiet sigh of
relief like thunder in the muffled silence of the house. Under the better lighting of the chanddier Dana saw
hisMaster's eyes, and redlized that they had struck alance of disorientation in him, the eyes—somehow
wrong. Something didn't fit, but Dana turned his mind inward and beat down the fedings, uneasily
desperate to keep hisidentity as a Servant.

“Once agan, let me wecome you into my home, Dand.” Van Ryman's gaze was marginaly fearful,
flicking over Dand's face, penetrating, asif waiting for some reaction. The Servant fought to keep from
daring a hisMadter, a the man'sfamiliar features, at hisunfamiliar eyes.

Van Ryman surprised him by stepping forward to grasp hisgray Servant's jumpsuit, pulling it open at the
chest. With adiscernible shudder of excitement or revulsion, Van Ryman touched the lumpy pale scar of
Dand's desth wound on his palid skin. The man smiled to himsdf, nodding. Incapable of ressting, the
Servant stood motionless for the ingpection.

Inthe closelight Danal could see nearly invisible red pinpricks clustered behind Van Ryman'searsand
dotted unevenly dong hisjawbone. They would have been in distinguishable in less drametic lighting, with
lessintensve observation. Dand noticed Smilar pinpricks on thetips of his Magter'sfingers.

Van Ryman pursed hislips and placed hands on his hips as he stood quietly, staring at the Servant with a
faraway look in his eyes. Then, nonplussed, he straightened Dand's gray jumpsuit again asif nothing had
happened and rubbed the palms of his hands rapidly together with a scouring sound.

“Please, won't you comeinto my study? Command: Follow.” He spoke cordidly but firmly, with
enormous self-confidence. Van Ryman started down the hall, then turned to keep hiseyes on Dand, asiif
uncomfortable a having his back to the Servant. They passed asmdl control room for the Intruder
Defense Systems and a bathroom. Dana followed, wide-eyed again, gulping in the details of the house as
he walked.



Hefdt asense of skewed antiquity in the dark e egance: many things old and valuable, but with no
common focus or period, asif acollector had gathered them simply because they were old, not caring
whether they belonged together in the same decor.

Had it always seemed like twilight in this house before?

Dand mentaly dapped himsdlf to drive away the buzzing voicein hismind. The flashbacks emerged like
the memories of astranger, someone he had never known, someone vadtly different from Dana himsdif.
But he fought against an even grester fear of asking questions.

Van Ryman padded around a corner, and they emerged into the firdlit study. Van Ryman turned again,
looking a him with ahopeful and desperate expression.

“I'dliketo have along talk with you, Dand. | need some answers.”
o ,
The thrumming background noisesin Rodney Quick's gpartment barely penetrated his concentration. He

didn't hear the heat exchanger working against the damp night air, or the tickings from the pipes, the
clock, the appliances. The soundproof walls kept the city noises out and trapped the silencein.

Rodney stared at the dead surface of his Net terminal. Behind the thin glass, behind the phosphors ready
to merge and regroup to spell out messages from the termind, lay the gateway to The Net, the maw of
the greatest source of information in the world.

Everything was on The Net—if you knew where to look.

Rodney cracked his knuckles and tentatively reached toward the termina keyboard, but he abruptly got
up instead and went about the gpartment, switching off the lights one by one until he had blanketed the
entireliving areain protective, comforting shadow. In the dimness he made hisway back to thetermina,
moving carefully around the sometimes cushioned, sometimes hard corners of furniture. It was hisown
gpartment, but often he fdlt likeit turned into a stranger when al the lights were out.

It wasirrationd to think that anyone would see him now. But what he was about to do seemed better
donein secret, in the darkness.

Thetermina remained powered on dways, and now the faint glow of amber phosphors seeped through
the murky black background, waiting for the touch of the cathode rays. In the upper left-hand corner of
the screen the rectangular cursor throbbed dowly, hypnotically. Rodney reached forward again and
found the keys. Hisfingertipsingtinctively went to their familiar positions. In the darkness Rodney could
barely see the ghosts of the main Net menu burned into the screen from many previous logons.

Upon returning home, he had procrastinated for along time. He flicked glances over his shoulder at the
terminal. Wanting to logon, to begin the search, to get it over with.

But first Rodney moved toward the shower chamber as he pulled off his clothes, dropping them on the
floor wherever they fell. He wanted to stand under the hot needles of water blasting away the cold swesat
and the musty stink of fear, purging the day from his system.

And after the shower Rodney walked back into the main living area, naked. He looked at the termina
again and impulsively decided to wear one of his old robes made from Sri Lankan vat-grown silk fibers.
He had not worn the robe in so long, he wasn't sure he could find it at first. Rodney wasted time looking
for it. Eventudly he pulled the limp wad of glistening fabric—deek and black with agarish dragon etched
onto the back—out of hislow-priority storage bins, watching asdl the wrinkles dithered into nothingness



as he shook out the robe. He dipped it over his shoulders, fedling the dick, cool touch againgt his till wet
skin. Rodney tied the sash tight across hiswaist, then went to the terminal.

Before he could begin to think again, he let hisfingers race over the keyboard, logging on. Rodney had
never learned how to type, but countless hours of practice had taught him to use four fingers and athumb

with lightning speed.

He pushed the Return key, waited for the system to acknowledge.
“WELCOME TO THEBAY AREA METROPLEX NETWORK.”
“USERNAME”

Rodney typed in his name with spontaneous flicks of hisfingertips.
“PASSWORD:”

He hammered in his password. A few beads of sweat appeared of their own accord on hisforehead.
Rodney had a sixth-level Net password, two steps above the fourth-level passwords most adults had.
He had worked hisway up, sharpening his computer finesse and using it to advance himself. Net
passwords were one of the only thingsin the world that were still truly earned. Y ou had to earn each
upgrade yoursdlf, through your own merit skill.

“WELCOME TO THE NETWORK, RODNEY QUICK. HOW MAY WE HELPYOU TODAY?

“ ?!

At the prompt, four other magjor menus appeared, asking him to choose between Communications,
Entertainment, Calculations, or Information Services. Rodney chose the latter, then cracked his knuckles
as helifted his hands away from the keyboard. Steepling his fingers, he blew on them and half-closed his
eyes, trying to think of the best way to attack the problem, to ask his question.

A sudden shudder whipped up and down his spine. His eyesflew open again.

Supervisor was an Interface. She could tap into what he was doing—even in his own home—if she
wanted to....

He had come home that evening in a sweat, trembling, bardly seeing anything around him. Supervisor had
renewed her attacks with agreater vigor, finding subtle ways to stretch Rodney's nerves, snapping them
one by one.

Thismorning, before starting the workday routine, Rodney had inspected the roster and the banks of
frozen pre-Servants. Other Servants milled around, monitoring temperaturesin the vats, cleaning up,
keying in data asthey stared at the display panelsin front of each tank. Rodney logged on to The Net,
using hiswork account and password, and skimmed down the day's schedule.

He found his own name on the list of bodies scheduled to be resurrected.

Too astonished even to consider the coincidence of someone ese having his name, Rodney called up the
file. It contained only oneline of text.

“WE ARE ALMOST ON SCHEDULE WITH YOU MR. QUICK”

His skin felt cold and white enough with fearful anger that he dmost looked like a corpse dready.
Rodney tried to delete thefile, but found that it had been password-protected.



Thefedlings of persecution and rage grew strong enough for amoment to drive down histerror, and he
stormed about the room, shouting at the Servants, who obediently moved out of hisway. One mae
seemed 0 intent on histasks that he almost walked into the raging tech. “ Go screw yourself!” Rodney
snapped, and the Servant looked down at his crotch in total bewilderment.

On one of the vats Supervisor had mounted a plague with hisname oniit. “FOR RODNEY QUICK.”
Rodney's anger drained away like spilled milk. All that day Supervisor never showed herself.

Rodney couldn't run away. They held him in aweb of dependence that had damned him. No matter
where he went, he would have to use The Net and his password for money, for transportation tickets, for
food, for identification. And every time helogged on, he would pinpoint hislocation, screaming out “ Here
| am!” to anyone who bothered to look. Supervisor was an Interface—she could find him hersdlf, and
she could cometo get him if he ran away. Supervisor would do it quietly, at her own speed—but she
would doit.

Now, though, if he could find the Cremators, perhaps he could win asmall victory.

The Information Services menu spilled out across the screen. He selected “ SEARCH DATABASE.”
Another menu came up, listing the broad divisions of the database, and Rodney wound hisway deeper
into the mind of The Net, tunneling through menu after menu after menu.

“SEARCH FORWHAT?’ thetermind finally asked.

“CREMATORS,” Rodney typed, then sat back to wait. A “SY STEM BUSY” message ingtantly
appeared in the system line at the bottom of the screen. A second later Rodney scanned the summary
paragraph, but it made no mention whatsoever of the group he sought.

Not terribly surprised, Rodney then looked for other ways to approach the problem. His peripheral
vision vanished, and the rest of the world faded away as he rose to the chalenge and devoted himsdlf
entirely to finding what he needed to know.

Hetried anagrams of the word; he accessed the foreign-language dictionary databases and asked the
computer to search for the key word in nineteen different languages. He followed every possible line of
cross-referencing in an e ectronic wild-goose chase that led him through the labyrinths of The Net. He
rose through the menus again and plunged in dong an dternate route, asking different but related
guestions. Sometimes he received answers, but nothing hel ped much.

Rodney had honed and devel oped his own Net finesse during his teenage years, while hisfriends had
discovered the Net s mulation/adventure games and spent their time blasting graphic diens or guiding their
cursors through childish pixel mazes. But Rodney had learned how to run the tightrope of the computer
network, skipping through directories and opening files no one e se had even thought to look for.

Some of hisage group smugly went into professions that would dways be honored and safe: banking,
politics, adminigtration, engineering. All fine and good if you happened to be particularly bright, but
Rodney knew he didn't have the brainpower to break into any of those fields. He didn't redlly care,
though, so long as he found something other than the walking desth of the wandering blues.

Rodney knew that he might have hope, if he worked hard enough—the good old work ethic from times
goneby. The Net itsalf was the biggest employer in the Bay AreaMetroplex, requiring such avast
number of operators, technicians, programmers, debuggers, hacker-security officers, database assstants,
maintenance specidists, hardware engineers, systems administrators, not to mention the hordes of
accountants, secretaries, administrators, and other electronic paper pushers.



Right now, though, the supposedly infinite resources of The Net seemed not to be able to find a scrap of
information about the Cremators.

Fedling agrowing desperation and hel plessness, Rodney pounded hisfist on the side of the console.

He shuddered to think how Francois Nathanswould react if he knew what his own technician wastrying
to do. For amoment atwinge of guilt made Rodney stop another search for cross-referencesto Viking
funerds. Nathans had been good to him—but Nathans had declared war on the mysterious Cremators.
And if aman like Nathans could not unearth asingle detail about the group, what chance did Rodney
havein finding them?

After the Servant Danal had been rel eased and escorted off to his destination, Rodney had not expected
to see any more of Nathans. Nathans was too important aman to bother with a mere technician, and
Rodney had suspected with some chagrin that Nathanssfirst visit was just to emphasize how important
the Servant was, not necessarily to commend any specia work Rodney Quick had performed.

But Nathans did come once more, when Supervisor wasn't around. “Rodney, 1've checked into your
background, and | am indeed impressed at what you have made of yourself.” Nathans folded his hands
and smiled. “Nothing angers me more than to see aman waste himsalf on usel ess, monotonous work,
letting hisbrain turnto jelly. By caring about your future, by working to learn, you've made yoursdlf an
important part of what | firmly believe to be the most crucid corporation in the evolution of mankind.”

Dazed and somewhat baffled, Rodney nodded and mumbled something that expressed his deep
gratitude. He sincerely hoped that Supervisor was eavesdropping.

“If you ever have any problems, don't hesitate to come see me directly. Keep up the good work,
Rodney.” Nathans shook his hand. The other man's grip was dry but firm, not amere token gesture.

Rodney had not dared to take him up on the offer, not even after the most serious of Supervisor'sthrests.
Maybe thiswas an even bigger trap, anet within anet. And Supervisor had specifically warned
him—forcing him back against one of the warm, bubbling resurrection vats and holding him there without
even moving afinger—that if he ever went to tell Nathans about anything, she would destroy him before
he could say aword.

Hisimagination churned away, surrounding him with horrifying posshilities asan Interface, she could
probably use The Net to make an elevator crash, acontrol panel overload, to turn any of the numerous
gppliancesin hisown living quartersinto awesgpon....

He had to find the Cremators. He didn't want to come back as a Servant. Even then, Supervisor would
probably keep him as her private toy. He had to find the Cremators. Even if he dienated Francois
Nathans in the process. His situation had gotten too seriousto leave any other dternatives.

“STRING NOT FOUND,” The Net answered.

In disgust and frustration amost to the point of tears, Rodney gave up. Helogged off, and the screen
went blank, leaving him in darkness.

The wake-up aarm brought him out of the murky depths of nightmares. The sound drove anicy nail of
fear into him as he redlized that morning had come. His eyes opened wide, and he knew they would
probably be bloodshot when he went to look in the mirror. It was dmost time to go to work again, to
confront another day.

Before even bothering to shower, Rodney went dowly into the kitchen area and powered up the coffee



dispenser, letting the synthesizers and heaters begin to manufacture the one and ahaf cups he drank
every morning.

Out of the corner of hiseye, he saw the message light on his Net termind blinking on and off.

Suddenly awake now, Rodney went carefully over to the screen, moving with atension that made him
seem to be staking the terminal.

“YOU HAVE ELECTRONIC MAIL ITEM(S) NOT READ.”
Probably just an updated Net entertainment schedule.
Rodney logged on and chose the Communi cations option from the first-level menu.

It could be an advertisement. Mass dectronic mailings sent out to all Net users. Rodney had developed a
program in his own Net account that would scan al such messagesto seeif they were dectronicaly
generated and sent to large user groups. Then he could toggle his system to ignore dl of them, or throw
them into afilefor low-priority reading. But he hadn't had a chance to debug the routine yet. Yes, it was
probably just an advertisement message.

He chose Electronic Mail from the Communications menu.

“YOU HAVE ONE MESSAGE.”

Or maybe it was asurvey. “Rodney Quick, we have selected you at random...”
He sdlected the message and displayed it on the screen.

“A REPRESENTATIVEWILL MEET YOU AT EXACTLY 11:33A.M. WE THINK YOU WILL
BE EXTREMELY INTERESTED IN OUR FINE MAPS AND DEMOGRAPHIC
PROJECTIONS—MERCATOR, LIMITED.”

To hisamazement, the words vanished as he read them, as if the sensors on the Net termina could scan
his eye movements. The screen suddenly drew amap of the vicinity around Resurrection, Inc.,
highlighting one area. Then the screen went blank.

Franticaly hetried to read the message again, but it had been purged. He dug deeper and found that The
Net had no record of the message at al. No e ectronic address had appeared on the header to the
message, No source-computer dugline.

Wide-awake now, Rodney chewed hislip, smelling the freshly processed coffee from the kitchen area.
Maps? A Mercator projection was atype of map that made the world look squashed flat on a piece of

paper.

But “mercator” was aso one of the anagrams he had used the night before.

o o

Looking satisfied and possessive, Vincent Van Ryman shuffled into the expansve sudy. Hisdippers

scuffed the carpet into dark contours as he walked. Danal paced smoothly just behind him, moving
without a sound.

Van Ryman stopped, placing his hand on the top of an overstuffed chair. Dand ingtantly noticed the
details, the front of the cushion where the maroon-crushed velvet had worn away, the heavily lacquered
wood trim sporting arow of decorative brass studs.



Curtains had been drawn across the French windows, though the neighboring condominium buildings
blocked out most of the sunlight anyway. Crowded bookcases surrounded the room, mounted on top of
half-walls covered with clonewood paneling. Next to the bookcases, a Net termind displayed a
smulation/adventure game interrupted in progress.

The maw of alarge fireplace was filled with jagged quartz crystal's bathed by scattered laser light.
Mirrored tiles covered the hearth and the inside of the fireplace, reflecting and shattering the light into a
million glittering fragments. A large white-light hologram of an ocean scene hovered above the mantd,
framed in garishly ornate bronze.

Dand stopped just indgde the room, absorbing details and waiting as VVan Ryman moved about. The
dark-haired man occupied himself compulsively, seeming insecure, asif he didn't know what to do in the
presence of his Servant.

“Why don't you sit with me, Dand? | wasjust relaxing by thefireplace” Van Ryman gestured again
toward the Servant. “ Sit, please.”

Dand automatically went to the Side of the overstuffed chair, stopped, turned to the front of the chair,
stopped, placed himself in front of the cushion, stopped, and findly sat down with exaggerated care. He
sat diffly in the soft chair, refusing to relax into the cushion.

Van Ryman shrugged and walked over to asmall table beside the bulky black frame of a Grande piano.
Danal could see that atouchpad synthesizer keyboard had replaced theivory keys, and microspeskers
had been ingalled in the otherwise empty shell of the antique piano. Van Ryman picked up a cut-crysta
decanter partidly filled with ahoney colored liquid; he neutraized the cork with aswitch on the side of
the decanter and poured himself asmall amount into a snifter. From the other side of theroom Van
Ryman studied Danal for amoment and then poured a second snifter. He strode over, extending it to the
Servant.

Dand accepted the glass automatically, but held onto it and made no moveto bring it to hislips, though
Van Ryman sipped his own with obvious pleasure.

“Go on, drink. It's Glenlivet—youll likeit.”

Dand hesitated. “Magter Van Ryman, | am required to remind you that | am only your Servant. | am not
ahuman and | am not aguest. It is not necessary to treat me with such courtesy.”

“Thank you, Dand. | consider myself reminded, and | choose to disregard your advice. Taste your
scotch. We need to have atalk, ared tak, and | fee more comfortableif | think I'm talking to someone,
rather than just tapping into a database.”

“Yes, Magter Van Ryman.” Dand raised the snifter to hisface, automaticaly inhaing and drawing inthe
strong aromaof the old scotch. The scent set his olfactory nervestingling, rushing back to hisbrain for
advice, stting off bells and lights, awakening other neuronsthat had until then been stubbornly adeep. He
wet hislipswith the Glenlivet and stepped up the workings of the microprocessor so he could anayze
and concentrate on theinitia touch of the acohol before he drew in amouthful.

The scotch burned hislips, but he let asmall amount pour over histeeth and across histongue, feding its
dow progression. Histongue awakened, and theinsdes of his cheeksfet pleasantly seared. He
swallowed and concentrated on the sensation as the Glenlivet flowed down his esophagus, seeming to
warm and tingle his chest from the insde out. His mind recognized the taste, the experience, and
sretched alittle further toward awakening.



Then hereturned to red time, where VVan Ryman had bardly had timeto blink, still watching him.
“Thank you, Master Van Ryman.”

Satisfied, the man turned and went over to the black-lacquered piano bench and sat down, straddling it
50 he could face the Servant. He regarded Dand in silence and took a deep swallow of his scotch before
he spoke again. He wouldn't look at Dandl as he talked.

“| suppose you've aready been given asuperficid gleaning of my persond file. My father
Stromgaard'—he dlowed himsdf afaint, pleased-looking smile—"was one of the founders of
Resurrection, Inc. He and Francois Nathans put it together and made it fly. Nathans had the charisma,
but eventualy he pushed Stromgaard out of the business. | guess he forgot it was Van Ryman money that
financed the corporation in thefirst place. No matter, my father found something much more important to
devote himsdf to.”

Van Ryman let the words hang as he looked up at the drab and passive Servant. Danal sat motionless,
listening with smulated rapt attention.

The man rubbed his pams briskly together again, “Dand, | want you to think of me asyour friend aswell
asyour Master. Talk to meif you want, and be sure to answer the questions | ask. Servants are bound
by their programming to do exactly what their Masters require, and | require you to trust me, to be as
candid and as honest as you can. Understood?’

The Servant answered automaticaly, immediately, though his mind balked at the thought of implicitly
trusting this man with the alien eyes and the face with afun-house-mirror familiarity.

“Now then, Dandl, before | show you the house, do you think you're up to some conversation? Or
would you liketo rest?’

Dand paused amoment, listening to the tone of the man's voice, the nuances of his expression. He could
not decideif Van Ryman wanted to talk, or if he was rationaizing an excuseto berid of the Servant for
thetime being.

“Whichever you prefer, Master Van Ryman. | am hereto Serve you.”

The man pursed hislips, then rubbed his hands briskly together. “Well then, I'll ask afew questions, and
you answer as best you can.” He paused for one uncomfortable moment. The lasersin the fireplace
scattered purple light, distracting him. Van Ryman rested his elbow againgt the touchpad synthesizer
keys, one prolonged note of cello tonefilled the room until Van Ryman straightened again, too wrapped
up in hisown thoughts even to notice. “Tell me, Dand, what'sit like?’

“I don't understand, Master Van Ryman.”

“What doesit fed like?" He seemed to gather up his nerve, and asked with more vehemence, “To bea
Servant, | mean? What do you see, what do you think about, what do you remember ? About death?
Y ou experienced it al and came back to us. What did you see there beyond the border?” His eyes
looked glazed and distant. “ Did you bring anything back with you?’

Guided by hisinherent programming, Dand answered the questionsin the order they had been asked,
without thinking. “I see everything around me with great fascination. | want to learnit dl again asfast as|
can. | amintrigued by everything, and | want to examine. But | can't—I am a Servant. Servants have no
curiogty.”

“Nonsense.” Van Ryman smiled, apparently satisfied with Dand's candor. “ Here, to show you my



gooawill, I'll let you inspect anything you see, if you wish. I'm avery congenia Master, and I'll let you do
many things.” His eyes narrowed dmost imperceptibly, but Dand noticed. The line of tiny red pinpricks
aong hischin became visble again. “But you have to answer my questionsin as much detal asyou can.”

“I will, Master Van Ryman.”
“Good, good.”

Dana waked dowly around the study, delighted, inspecting the dusty |eather-bound books. Hetried to
show restraint, but he suddenly felt asif he had been freed, to ingpect and touch and observe and analyze
everything he could find. On the books he saw unusua symbols and strange languages.

Van Ryman broke histrain of thought. “ And about my other question, Dana? What about degth itself?
Do you remember anything?’

The Servant stood in front of the glowing laser fireplace, feding the pleasant warmth from the therma
crystas. Purple light dappled hisgray uniform. “Nothing clearly.”

Van Ryman clutched at the ambiguity. His out-of place eyeslit up and he sat straight on the piano bench.
“But you do remember something? A picture, athought maybe? Dand, thisis very important. Y ou have
to tdl me everything!”

Dand hesitated the briefest of moments as he andyzed the wisdom of confessing hisflashbacksto this
man. His Master. He wanted to Serve, to do his duty, and nothing e se. His programming threatened him,
clamping down with iron fingers on hisfree will. He had no choice.

“Yes, | dorecdl things. Strange things. | can't explain or interpret them. They aren't memories ... more
like flashes of something bigger buried deep insde.”

“Yed Tel me” Van Ryman's eyes seemed to be ignited with the fires of Hell, and helooked asif he
enjoyed it.

With hisback to Van Ryman, Dand stared at the white-light hologram in its frame above the fireplace
feeling more comfortable when he could avoid his Master's gaze. He touched one of the digital squares
below the frame, and the angle of the hologram scene changed, panning down the beach and focusing on
the rocks on the shore. The sun danted toward afternoon, washing over the grass-tufted sandstone cliffs
that formed awall to the beach.

“It happened three times, four times. | can't make sense of the flashes,” Danal answered, puzzled. “1 can
fed theinformation there, just waiting to be triggered by ... something. And when it does, it comesina
burst, unconnected, like aline of text lifted at random out of afile”

Dand found atrail of footprintsin the sand on the holographic beach, eroding as the tide washed in. The
waves were tipped with gentle but dramatic whitecaps as they curled in toward shore, trapped
motionlessin three dimensions by the hologram. Absently Dand changed the view again, following the
footprints.

“And what do these flashes show?’ Van Ryman got up to pour himsalf a second snifter of scotch. Dand
could tdl by his Master's careful movementsthat he remained intent on Dand's answer. “ Anything you
see here, perhaps? In this house?’

“Yes” the Servant said dowly. “Yes, | fed asense of familiarity about somethings. And you, Master
Van Ryman—it was very strong when | first saw you in the hall. Does any of this make sense?’



The man stood up with bright eyes, grinning. “More than you can know, Dand.” Van Ryman seemed
barely ableto contain his excitement. “ And these flashbacks, do you think they're messages? Messages
from beyond desth, communications from Satan Himself? Pointing out that there's something specia
about this house, about me?’

Dana paused, then answered carefully. “I'm not sure, Master Van Ryman. That'sapossible
interpretation.” It wasn't the right one, Dand thought, but Van Ryman aready knew what he wanted to
hear.

The dark-haired man nearly shouted with excitement and rubbed his hands together. Hisvoice carried a
whigpered awe that Dand found frightening.

“It means we are expected!”

In the hologram two people lay naked and laughing by arock outcropping on the wet sand: aman who
appeared to be Van Ryman himself, smiling and at peace, with cam eyes; the other, athin and supple
woman, whose clean blond hair had been darkened by seawater and sand.

Julial

The young woman—Jdulia?—stared out of the hologram at Dand, taunting his memory with her
crysta-blue eyes. Her narrow features were dimpled and dfin, dmost wraithlike. A gull hung up inthe
sky, and tidepool s were scattered in the pockmarked black rock stretching out into the water, waiting for
the waves. Juliahad just tossed a stone into one of the larger pools, and the ripples echoed outward in
perfect circles. The Van Ryman in the picture was watching her, though—not the stone not the waves,
not the gull. It seemed so different.

Alarmed, Dand folded the picture completely into his memory with al the speed the microprocessor
would alow him. In the study, the real Van Ryman was too excited to notice the people in the picture for
an ingant, and Dand'sfingersflew to the“ Reset” button on the hologram, returning it to the default view
of aserene and desolate oceanscape.

For some reason Dand didn't want VVan Ryman to see the quiet, intimate picture. Irrational. Van Ryman
wasin the picture. But it was adifferent Van Ryman, onewho had ... who had discarded the falacy of
the neo-Satanists ... under Julia's urging, al under Juliasurging.... A Van Ryman who would never have
restored the gargoyles to the eaves of the mangion ... one who would never look for messages from
Satan in the digointed flashbacks of a Servant.

Everything tumbled around in his head, letting the spurts of memory ricochet off themsalves. Nothing
resolved itself. Nothing made sense. But his Servant programming threastened to override—Dand had no
right to question his Master, nor would he dareto.

He turned to face Van Ryman before anything €l se could happen, before he could lose hiscam and
passive Servant facade. “1 am very tired now, Master Van Ryman. May | go to my room to rest?’

The man was too ddighted to pay much attention to the Servant. “ Y es, yes, of course! Thank you very
much, Dand. I'll haveto cal Nathansright away.”

Pressure built up in Dand's memory, and he reded as he wandered out of the sudy. Too many
impressons were gtriking his underloaded brain, and his mind would soon be a tangled mass of
contradictions. Now truly weary, he went toward his room. He wanted to deep ... and to forget.

He left the study and walked down a hall, past a central sitting areaand awide, blue-carpeted saircase



leading upstairs, above, acarved railing set off the walkway from whereit overlooked thefirst level. The
kitchen and dining areas, aswell asthe terrarium room, were through the sitting room and in another
wing, but Dana walked blindly past the stairs and past the smal saunato alarge room, abedroom.

“Dand! Command: Stop! Where are you going?’

On Command phrase the Servant's muscles locked up and refused to function. Van Ryman bustled up in
his green robe, looking suddenly uneasy again. Dana stood motionless and saw that he had amost
entered the master bedroom of the Van Ryman mansion.

“I wastrying to find my room, Master Van Ryman.”

The man paused for amoment in indecision. The silence was magnified by Dand's distorted perception
of time. “Wdl it certainly isn't there! It's upstairs, the second room. Y ou'll seeit—I'vegot it set up for
you. Go! Why didn't you ask?’

“Servants are not supposed to ask questions, Master Van Ryman.”

Leaving Van Ryman trapped by the truth of the statement, Danal brushed past him and went back to the
dairs.

9

Francois Nathans paused adone in the doorway of an gpartment building across from Resurrection, Inc.
Carefully adjusting hisdisguise, he let his eyes grow accustomed to the sunshine before he emerged onto
the crowded street. The wind had picked up, ruffling the pedestrians hair as they moved back and forth.
A lost piece of paper curled aong the ground, brushing up against many legsthat paid it no heed.

Nathans stood, waiting for the subtle transition to happen, for him to become an anonymous pedestrian.
Asfar asanyone else could see, he wasjust another employee of alocal business park, living in anidand
of gpartment buildings surrounded by office complexes. Nathans breathed the outside air and set outt,
confident.

More and more often Nathans found himsalf using the passage from his private officesin the deep lower
levels of Resurrection, Inc. to Apartment 117 in the complex across the street. It felt good to be aone,
away from the pressures, and he had found no greater isolation than when he was surrounded by a
thousand strangers.

Nathanswore a stiff denim jacket and black pantswith siver stitching. Before leaving his office, he had
changed hishairpieceto alongish spiky-blond style, sinceit felt likea“blond” day to him. Asadways, a
fresh hairpiece felt good againgt his cleanly shaven scalp. Nathans selected awoven siraw hat that cast

his eyesinto shadow, letting him stare with secret interest and curiosity at the other people on the Street.

In no hurry, he watched the activity around him, pondering where to go for hiswalk. People dways
fascinated him, sometimesinfuriated him, but never bored him. He stood under the hum of the smog
scrubbers, contemplating, as an Enforcer hovercar moved dowly over the heads of the pedestrian traffic
on the street; its black shadow looked like a shark swimming through the crowd.

Nathans stared proudly for along moment at the massive Resurrection building acrossthe street. First
the discovery of fire. Then the Industrial Revolution. Then Resurrection, Incor porated.

He couldn't remember if he had thought of that one, or if it was Stromgaard. Probably not
Stromgaard—the elder Van Ryman had adequate business sense, and plenty of money to back the
formation of Resurrection, Inc., but hejust had no ... charisma, or the relentless enthusiasm to carry the



corporation to itstrue potential. After seven successful years Nathans had more or less usurped
Stromgaard Van Ryman's position, pacifying the other man by letting him take charge of the new religion
they were then forming, the neo-Satanists.

Nathans smiled alittle, remembering his glory days, when he had tried to cgole start-up money for the
Servant corporation from Stromgaard's pockets. Nathans had his own fortune, of course, but nobody
knew about that, and he had to find a more obvious backer.

He had seen that the technology for reanimating the dead was nearly at hand—biomechanics,

bioel ectronics, and bio-organics had al devel oped extensively, but no one had integrated the separate
subfieldsinto adirect gpplication. While others spent hdfhearted attempts at creating human-style
androids, and gave up in despair at the complexity and the cost, Nathans conceived of Servantsasa
cod-effective dterndive.

Medical science had been unable to breach the barrier of death, to bring people back to life. The brain
itself proved to be aslarge apuzzle for the neuro-engineers as the rest of the body had been to the
biomechanics. But Nathans never even attempted to bring the mind back to life; he didn't want to
resurrect people—he needed only the strong arms and legsto do work.

Nathans had gathered up the most brilliant researchers, the mavericks who wanted freereignin the lab
and who wanted to be judged by their results and not by tedious paperwork. He brought the researchers
together, gave them a combined focus and a challenge—if they could figure out how to do the
resurrection process, each one of them could literaly have anything he or she wanted.

The team admirably did asthey were asked and aso came up with afew extra useful items, such asthe
technique of surface-cloning, which had in itself proven useful on anumber of occasions. A few members
of thefirst team were now perfectly wealthy and perfectly happy off on idands someplace, Tiercein Fiji,
Bombador and Smythe il living together in Samoa. Swensen now had her own genuine
nineteenth-century farm deep in the isolated rurd sections of Minnesota, working her fingersto the bone
for the sheer joy of it. And poor Ferdinand, the maladjusted one, who had worked a different shift just to
avoid the other members of the team—as his reward he had begged to become an Interface, and now
spent hisentire time catheterized, fed by 1Vs but linked to The Net and swimming in ecstasy in mankind's
greatest collection of knowledge.

They had served him well, al of them, and Nathans sincerely hoped that each had gotten something to
make him or her happy.

Nathans started to walk aimlesdly, traveling in whatever direction the crowd's currents decided to take
him. As he looked around, he remembered how horrified the common people had been by the first
Servants. But after ayear or two, theinitia superdtitious horror became amorerationa fear: for afew
months sdary of one blue-collar Union employee, a corporate owner could purchase alifetime Servant
instead—and Servants worked harder, worked longer hours, did not take breaks, never caled in sick,
never goofed off, and never dreamed of going on Strike. As an even greater economic incentive, Servant
laborersrequired less-strict safety standards, and never complained of poor factory conditions.

But the blues themsalves had proven even more stubbornly ignorant than Nathans had expected. Looking
at the forlorn, aimless people scattered in the crowd—in greater numbers every day—made him fed!
depressed and enraged. He wanted to shout at them, force them to see how they were wasting
themsalves. Why hadn't they seen what was coming? If they had so much astried to train themsalves,
they could have moved into some other job—anything that required the smallest amount of thinking could
not be done by a Servant. Rodney Quick had done it; after looking into Rodney's confidential datafile,
Nathans wasimpressed at how the tech had worked hisway up from ablue-collar background, using his



own head and nothing more. Not &t al like the other apathetic clods.

For the time being, the blue alotment paid for their existence, but the next generation would haveto fend
for themsdves, find away to survive by using their brainsrather than just being assembly-line oxen, or
they would perish.

The point of freeing mankind from manual |abor was so people could spend their time thinking,
philosophizing, educating themsel ves through the vast databases available through The Net. But theidea
had backfired on him, and the people who had been freed from their workhorse lives refused to consider
theinfinite posshilities before them. With life so full, with so many thingsto do, with al theinformationin
The Net for thetaking if only they made the effort, the blues whined about being bored, with nothing to
do.

It should have worked. It all seemed so smple and clear-cut. Because of their additiona freetime, the
blues should have been demanding more art and music and entertainment, thereby creating the need for
more artists and more musicians, dl of whom could come from their own ranks. But the pornographic or
dapgtick drivel they demanded as entertainment was along way from his expectations.

He had inssted on giving the blues the benefit of the doubt, naively believing that they did want the finer
thingsin life but had been denied them because of socid inequdities or economic pressures. But thelr
dismal response gppalled and offended him. He had spent alot of time poring over The Net's databases,
but he could find no judtification for the voluntary ignorance of the genera public they smply didn't want
to better themsalves.

And that had forced him to make an important transition in his own philosophy: perhaps these people
wer e the lower end of the human spectrum, atavisms from the Middle Ages, members of the species
adapted for adifferent time in the human dock—and now their time was up. Surviva of thefittest,
gpplied to human society.

Nathans stopped at a display of groomed rosebushes nearly exploding with roses. An Enforcer guarded
the hedge and watched closely as Nathans bent to smell one of the blooms. The plants had been boosted
to produce dozens more flowers than they normaly would; the roots would burn out, exhausted, in only a
few years, yet it would be a spectacular flash of glory. But someone aways had to pull out the weedsto
let the flowers grow.

Nathans fervently considered thisto be the next step in the evolution of mankind, asocietal evolution to
hone menta capabilities and to selectively breed out those who had no imagination, no persond drive, no
powers of reason. Nathans thought it was a grand and subtle plan, for the ultimate benefit of Homo
sapiens. Perhapsit seemed harsh, but he believed a more humane solution would have far more
destructive consequences.

Subversive groups like the Cremators undermined his power, threw obstaclesin the path of this socid
plan. Involuntarily hisfingers clenched, and Nathans dmost grasped one of the thorny stems of the
boosted rosebush. Carefully he stood up again, smiled at the Enforcer, and made himself walk casudly
away. Nathans managed to control hisfrustrated anger, fighting down the urge to stretch out hisfoot and
trip someone.

The Cremators baffled him. He had the greatest resources available in the entire Metroplex, probably in
the world, and still there had never been a successful attempt by the Enforcers, or Resurrection, Inc., to
locate asingle member of the group. Nathans could not understand how anyone could manage to eude
his intensive demands for information, but the Cremators had done their cover-up work better than
anyone could have conceived.



He could not deny that certain pre-Servants had vanished without atrace, or that the public rumors about
the Cremators had not been generated by the rumor division of the Enforcers Guild. But not only did the
Cremators stedl his potential Servants away—even worse, they in creased the public fear and paranoia
about Servantsin general. Nathans was helpless, and furious that he was hel pless.

He strolled dong, passve, so in tune with the organism of the crowd that he rarely even bumped elbows
with another person. Nathans pushed through aknot of congestion where five street vendors had set up
their rickety tables. He stopped to look, perhaps to chat. It aways pleased him to see that some of the
blues used their pare time to make and create things.

He paused pengively in front of ajeweler'sstdl. In severd trays were various rings, pendants, earrings,
studs, buckles, al made from polished and skillfully modified debris: scrap metd, acrylic-coated paper,
wood splinters suspended in colored resins. One of the pendantsin the glittering, unarranged chaos
caught his eye—a neo-Satanist star-in-pentagram made from twisted copper wire and epoxied onto a
wafer-thin disk of porcdain.

Nathans reached forward to pick it up, carefully inspecting the work with abemused expresson on his
face. While keeping an eye on everything else that happened at her table, the craftswoman dickered
heatedly with another customer about an inexpensive clip-on nose stud. Nathans studied her carefully as
he appeared to consider the pendant, till kegping hisface in the shadow of his hat brim.

The jewdry vendor had long brown hair braided with arainbow of different-colored ribbons, like the
griking plumage of an extinct bird. She had strung herself with atangled mass of jewelry, most of which
seemed to be her own creations. The woman's face waswide, not very attractive; she had afew pimples,
afew freckles, afew moles. But she had apretty smile, and she actualy wore atie-dyed T-shirt, harking
back to the wave of hippie nostalgiathat had swept the Metroplex afew years before.

Giving up on the other sale, she plucked the nose stud from the dissatisfied customer's fingers and
abruptly turned away from him to face Nathans. “Like that one?’

“Yesl do. It'svery interesting,” he said, sounding complimentary but uncertain. It was dl agame; they
both knew it.

“Areyou aneo-Satanist, then?”
“Areyou?’ Nathans answered quickly, taking her off guard.

“No. | don't go for that sort of stuff,” she said without vehemence, careful not to scare off a prospective
customer. “But it'sokay, | mean. We'redl different, right?’

“Then why do you make a pendant like this, if you're not part of therdigion?’

She shrugged, flipping one of her braids back. “I try to do lots of different things. And | have to make
what the market demands, or €l se why bother sitting out here quibbling prices al day long? Therésalot
of interest in thisstuff. That'll be my third one sold today—if, of course, you decideto buy it.”

Nathans appreciated her frankness. He and Stromgaard and Vincent had formed neo-Satanism with a
conscioudy mischievousintent, asasmplejoke at first and then an gppallingly red joke asthe stupid
bluesateit up. If someone was foolish enough to be taken in by such aridiculous and absurd religion, if
someone would fregly give money and fanatical energy to something that was such an gpparent sham,
then didn't that person deserve to be defrauded, a disgrace to the human race?

“Of coursel'll takeit,” he answered the jeweler. “But you'll haveto wrap it up for me, please.” Before



she could quote him a price, Nathans removed his Net card and swept it through her reader, transferring
money from one of hisfictitious sourcesinto the woman's home account. The jeweler handed him the
pendant in awhite paper bag taken from afast-food center. She nodded at the fair, but not overly
generous, price he had credited her.

“Good enough. Thanksfor not haggling!” shesaid. “It'ssuch apaininthe ass”
Nathans tucked the bag inside the denim jacket. “Have anice day.”

Hewalked off again past the line of vendors, paying little attention to the flower sellers, the caricature
artigts, the middle-aged man sdlling cookies. Looking, smelling, experiencing, sensing theindincts of the
mass mind of the public, he could dmost fed hismenta beatteries charging.

Nathans particularly liked the singers, especidly those who had written their own songs. A new style of
mournful street spontaneity had grown popular, called the“blues’ blues” A man and hissster sat
together on ablanket, loudly singing improvised words to the music from a Tchaikovsky tape. Nathans
stood listening while the others paused and then moved in. He quickly did his Net card through the
sngers reader, giving them asmal donation. They didn't bresk their refrain to thank him, and that
pleased him even more.

Hewalked again, looping around dowly, not anxious to return to Resurrection, Inc. Today he didn't
redlly fed up to going past Soapbox Derby, though he never tired of listening to the people ranting there.
Sure, most of the invective predictably attacked Resurrection, but Nathansfelt gratified to see the
people thinking at least, planning ways to change the world order. If they kept it up, they might actually
succeed inraising their own socid consciousness. Otherwise, they would be doing nothing more than
assembling furniture, cleaning rooms, lifting boxes, and washing dishes, not thinking of anything beyond
their own paycheck.

Out of curiogity, with afaint predatory smile on hisface, Nathans dowly came up behind one of the
wandering blues. The man's duggish movements and dead lack of expression clearly tagged him for what
he was. Feding the game build dowly, Nathans shadowed him, not trying to hide his movements but
somewhat disgusted (yet not really surprised) when the blue didn't even redlize he was being followed.

Asthey moved on, Nathans began to grow almost nauseated by the man's aimless course, his dejected
stance. Nathans wanted to shout, to shake the man and ing<t that hislife didn't haveto be like this—was
he amachine that without a mechanical job he was lost? Didn't humanity have the power to think, letting
aman occupy himself with great thingsinstead of trivid “busy” jobs?

Nathans narrowed his eyes, fixing his stare at the back of the man's head. It was going to be difficult for
his own subtle revolution to come about, his own important dteration of society, hisvison of the bright
and optimistic future. Nothing could happen until most of these pathetic people went away.

A rush of excitement filled him as he reached into his pocket, pushing aside the white sack containing the
neo-Satanist pendant and fingering asmal tube the size of apenlight. A hisser, an aerosol weapon, a
high-pressure subdermal sprayer that could paint abroad layer of toxin onto the skin, unnoticed. The
poison would take hours to permeate the stratum corneum to the basal cell layer; onceinto the
bloodstream, the toxin would begin to neutrdize the serotonin in the man'sbrain, pardyzing dl his
muscles—including the digphragm and the heart.

Nathans would belong gone by that time. It didn't pay to be blatant about murder. After dl, he didn't
have anything persond againgt this particular man, only againgt hismedievd “lifeisavae of tears’
attitude.



He pulled out the hisser, carefully laying it againgt hiswrist and hiding itstip with his curled fingertips. As
Nathans came up behind the blue, he could fed his own blood pounding, his cdlstingling with the
anticipation. He dwaysfelt a sense of triumph when he could do something to bring about the great socid
change, rather than just Sitting back and letting the cumbersome grinding wheedls of evolution take their
OWn course.

He saw the hairs on the man's neck, afew glints of sweet, the naked skin waiting.... The toxin waswarm
and gentle; hewouldn't even fed it sprayed on his skin. Nathans raised the hisser, exposing itstip.

But then he stopped himsdlf, redizing that thiswasn't what he should be doing. If histheory of inexorable
socid change wasredly true—and he knew it was—then it had to run by itself. It should not require
overt action from him, any direct assistance. If theworld truly worked according to the “surviva of the
fittest” paradigm, then it would haveto take care of itself. One man killed would not make a difference
one way or another.

Nathans hesitated, torn, wishing he could do some thing active for once. He admitted to himsdlf that he
would have enjoyed killing the man, but in the end he backed off, bleeding the compressed air out of the
hisser as he let the other man move aong with the crowd, continuing his ponderous trek.

Thewak left Nathans fedling oddly refreshed, exhilarated in spite of the non-confrontation with the blue.
He drew in another deep breath of the sweat-mingled air. The breeze picked up, and he had to hold onto
his straw hat before it sailed off above al the other heads.

Hefelt he could go back to his office suite now, ready to play the part of the corporate executive again.
Back in front of the great building of Resurrection, Inc., he read the placard from a distance before he
ducked insde the apartment complex, finding his specid key to #117.

“Servants for Mankind—Freeing Us from Tedium to Pursue Our True Destiny.”

Nathans took the words to heart. The world, the universe was predictable. Everything would work out
al right. But he was desthly afraid he wouldn't seethe resultsin hisown lifetime. He had to use dl his
resources to make sure that it did happen.

10

Dand |eft the lights on in hisroom as he lay awake on the narrow bed, motionless, dowly recharging his
energy reserves. The house remained silent. It was long after dark.

Danal's austere room was sparsely furnished with abed, aplastic chair and, looking out-of-place, an old,
non-functiona Net termina on asmall tablein the corner. After dl, Servants needed few comforts of
exisence.

Dand lay back, pondering, al alonein the mansion. To pass the night in peace, the Servant redlized he
could step down the workings of his microprocessor, so that time would seem to pass more quickly. But
he was not anxiousfor his new lifeto flash by any faster. He didn't need to deep, and he wasn't certain
held be ableto evenif hetried. And Danal wasn't particularly sure he wanted to find out what kind of
dreams he would have.

On an impulse he shut off thelight and lay aonein darkness. His Magter Van Ryman had gone away at
dusk, departing for one of the neo-Satanist Sabbats as the population in the streets trickled away to do
their evening'swork before the Enforcers midnight curfew. As he departed, Van Ryman |eft Dana with
the provocative comment that he had free run of the house to do as he wished.

For the first time, unobserved by needle-sharp eyes, Dand fdt ableto let hiswall down, to drop the



Servant facade. It felt so stifling, so unnatural, to respond with mechanical efficiency and passive
complacency. At the back of his mind he began to wonder if he was wearing the clever disguise of a
Servant, if the flashbacks some how signified that Dand had brought more back with him from degth ...
or if al Servantswere likethis, al wearing afdse disguiseto fool the humans.

Dana stood up and left hisroom. Hesitantly he began to explore the big house, trying not to abuse the
privilege. He wandered through the rooms, touching things with gentle awe, looking at halways, at
knickknacks, at auniverse of tiny details.

Dana picked up asmal vasethat held aporcelain rose. He touched akiln-fired ashtray, crudely made
but with an air that suggested the piece was expensive. Dand looked at the eaborate furniture, one piece
atatime.

Hewent into the different parts of the house, moving dowly in the silence. Off the master bedroom he
saw a sauna room with faded old boards weathered from too much steam and hot water. He hesitated at
the doorway, not venturing inside. The place seemed to exude a steam of memoriesaswell, like psychic
impressions swirling out of the cracked floor.

Just to the right of the front door was the cramped control room for the Intruder Defense Systems. The
crowded and intricate panels blinked like city lights, but the ominous machinery frightened him, and Dand
stood outside looking in, afraid to enter in case he might touch something.

In the open Stting room at the end of the main hal, the Servant found alow door half-hidden under the
staircase that led up to the loft and the other two rooms. He felt drawn to the door, but when he reached
the handle, he found it locked. Dandl tried to pull at the knob, but it remained fastened. A sudden fear ran
up his spine, and he turned to leave the door alone, trying not to think about it.

Dand waked dowly into the study, the room where Van Ryman had first interrogated him. In the
following days, the Servant had been cleaning the house, or taking care of the plants and flowersin the
terrarium room. He had & so been attempting to cook, using fresh ingredients and unpackaged vegetables
and mests, but even though he carefully and methodicaly followed the proper steps, he didn't seem to
have any redl finesse for cooking.

In the study he looked at the rugs on the floor, at the lacquered black Grande piano. Experimentally he
ran hisfingers over the synthesizer keypad, but the unit had been powered down, and no music emerged.
Hewalked aong the row of books, studying the neo-Satani<t texts. Gingerly he opened one that
sounded particularly sinister, the Malleus Mal eficarum, and scanned across afew pages, but it all
seemed like a gibberish of plastic Latin—words that were supposed to sound mysterious and arcane but
had no actua meaning. Brownish-red ink sketched various shapes and symbols and things that looked

like spdlls.

With growing enthusiasm Dana put the book back and stepped over to the white-light hologram on the
mantdl. Thefireplace sat dead and cold, with agrayish crystal insdeit. He worked the hologram's
position coordinates again, maneuvering the beach scene until he found the image of Van Ryman and Julia
on the beach. He stared at the picture, haunted, drinking in the detailsfor along moment. His heart felt
heavy indde him, but he didn't know why.

Dand stood motionless and uneasy. Thinking, pondering, waiting. He heard his Magter's words echo
over and over in hishead, You may inspect anything you wish.

He listened to the silence, knowing Van Ryman wasn't there, and stepped in front of the Net terminal. He
looked at the vacant screen of glass, behind which words could come, evoking mysteries from The Net
itsdlf. He stared at it, nearly hypnotized.



Danal reached forward, dmost touched the keyboard, drew back, stopped, thought for a brief moment,
realized how ridiculous he was being, then reached forward again. He touched his fingersto the pand,
and hit the Return key. Redl, mechanical keys moved up and down as he touched hisfingersto them,
making knife-switch contacts. The screen came dive, responding:

“WELCOME TO THE BAY AREA METROPLEX NETWORK.
“USERNAME”

Dand sat in the chair next to the termind, resting his elbows on his knees, then typed some letters. With
few other namesin his nearly vacant memory, the Servant tapped out “VINCENT VAN RYMAN.” The
Net returned and prompted him for his access code. Danal felt dizzy for an instant, and hammered a
complex, seemingly random pattern of thirteen characters.

The green pixels on the screen vanished briefly, and Dana channeled his thoughts through his own
microprocessor, scaling histime sense up to the same speed as The Net itself. For dmost ayear, it
seemed, random pixelsignited and flashed on the screen before the characters returned.

“WELCOME TO THE NETWORK, VINCENT VAN RYMAN. HOW MAY WE HELP YOU
TODAY?

“ ?l

Dana suddenly redized what he had done, that he had somehow keyed in VVan Ryman's supposedly
unbreakable persona Net password, a tenth-level access code. He stared down at the tips of hisfingers
inawe.

Dand logged off immediately and took two steps away from thetermina asif it would bite him, attack
him, swalow him up. He turned and hurried back to hisroom, leaving dl the lights on.

N 1
Rodney didn't like the faces dl around him on the streets. He was supposed to fed safer among numbers,

but some how the people made him even more uneasy as he darted through the crowd—bumping
elbows, dmogt tripping himsaf—to the meeting place.

Theair, the surroundings felt extremely oppressive around al the uncaring pedestrians. He sensed too
many things here, too many chances for amass-trans vehicle to suddenly come careening at him, too
many chances for Supervisor to cause apower surge and make aNet booth explode as he passed it, or
send an underground repair rat running amok to burst the seams of a power conduit just as Rodney
Quick walked above.

Supervisor would take specia careto leave Rodney's body intact—so he could return as a Servant.
He hadn't made his bargain with the Cremators yet.

But would Supervisor kill him here? Out in the streets? Or would she do it where she could watch in
person?

Supervisor had not shown up a Resurrection, Inc. al day, and her unexplained absence seemed more
snister than her presence. What was she doing?

Thismorning his coffee from the vending pandl on Lower Level Six had tasted odd, so odd that he
quickly discarded it after touching no more than adrop on thetip of histongue. And in his own shower
Rodney had been suddenly blasted by a scading spray, with dl the cold water mysteriousy gone—and



nothing wrong with the controls. What if ...? He hurried dong.

At the Cremators specified meeting place, he paced nervousy around the base of an auto-statue of
some long-forgotten military hero. The auto-statue shifted its position severa timesaday to reenact
different grandiose poses. Looking incongruoudy colorful, carefully trimmed geraniums rose around the
feet of the great generd like the glorioudy spilled blood of many enemies.

Rodney chewed hislip and tapped histwo silicon fingernails on the rim of the statue. He didn't have the
dightest ideawho the Cremators were or how to recognize them. He didn't know what to do. Two
Enforcers stood nearby, motionless. They seemed to belooking at him.

He glanced at the chronometer on hiswrist, saw that he had arrived two minutes early. No one else
seemed distinct from the rest of the crowd, no one el se seemed to be waiting for anyone.

Claiming he had an gppointment with adentist, Rodney had |eft Resurrection, Inc. for afew hours.
Suddenly fearing that Supervisor might check, he made alast minute appointment with ared, but
inexpensive, dentist, an appointment he had no intention of keeping. But then astime dowly dragged by,
closer and closer to 11:33 A.M., he began to fear that Supervisor might check further, to seeif he had
actually shown up for his appointment. Just before departing, Rodney sent el ectronic mail to the dentist's
appointment address, telling him he would be alittle late.... Rodney hoped he could afford to pay for
both the Cremators and the dentist.

Suddenly Rodney redlized that a short, thin woman had come up to him on one side, and before he could
turn, a man gpproached on the other side. The tech aimost jumped, flinching and ready to run, but the
strange man spoke to him in acam and soothing voice.

“We're glad you could get here, Mr. Quick. We are the representatives you wanted to meet.”
Rodney fdt aterrified relief, but then he cringed. “How do | know you're—"

The woman snapped at him, “What do you expect usto do, carry 1D cards? Name tags? Shit!”
Avoiding her glance, Rodney could barely stutter an inanereply.

The male Cremator was alargely built man, dressed unusuadly but comfortable enough in his unusua
gppearance that he didn't seem strikingly noticeable. He stood tall and wore abeard looping around his
chin, framing it in Abraham Lincoln fashion but leaving hislip clean shaven. Hisskinwas dl the same
tone, somewhat textureless, even pasty-looking, and Rodney wondered if perhaps the man was black
and trying to hide the fact. But then he redlized his own inability to see the obvious—the Cremators,
incognito, of course. Covering themsalves.

“You can cal me Rossum Capek,” the man said. “Y ou can call her Monica. If you must have names.”

The man was dressed in akhaki overcoat and wore ablack top hat that made him look like something
out of aclassic Charles Dickens presentation. Y et when the Cremator spoke, hisvoice had arich timbre,
aconfident and knowledgeabl e tone but not condescending. The dightest touch of condescension would
have immediately put Rodney on hisguard.

The accompanying woman, Monica, was thin and stern looking with dark hair cut in ajagged page
boy—she looked familiar to him in the vaguest of ways. She was dressed in anondescript wrap
decorated with hexagona blotches of earth tones. Her eyes were dert, flicking back and forth—darker
than dark eyes, opague eyes, and Rodney suspected that she wore contact lenses augmented with extra
micro-sensors. The woman said nothing and only watched Rodney, watched Rodney, making him fed



uneasy.

Capek put ahand lightly on the tech's shoulder, and with an unyielding force, directed Rodney to walk
with them. “Let's go to more pleasant surroundings. We have some very important mattersto discuss,
and I'd like to make things alittle more congenia.”

The two Cremators quickly guided him to a street corner where they could board amass-trans vehicle.
After only five stops Rossum Capek motioned for him to disembark. Air pressure hissed asthe
mass-trans vehicle spewed openits doorsin front of alarge shopping-plex. The man and woman rapidly
escorted Rodney out onto the pavement again, flanking him right and | ft.

The propped-open mall doors had been smeared with fingerprints too high for any child to reach.
Rodney didn't have timeto discover the name of the particular mall asthey ushered him insde—all
shopping-plexes|ooked basicaly the same, anyway.

Capek knew exactly where he was going and moved ahead, confident that Rodney and the woman
would follow. The various specidized shops blurred past, and Rodney caught glimpses of them with wide
eyes, but most passed in an indistinct collage. Capek hated once to allow them to catch up.

“I know adelightful little café at the heart of the mdl. It'srather exclusive, but we can talk there.”

The cafe was indeed very exclusve. AlImost empty, it was hushed and waiting impatiently for aluncheon
crowd. Capek smiled and, without aword, the cafe host nodded and led the three of them to asmall
table deep in the back.

Rodney forgot his anxiety for amoment and savored the surroundings. The air smdlled fresh from dozens
of hanging ferns and potted plants, from moigt terrariums on every table. Mingling with the smdll of earthy
greenery was aso the complex aroma of fresh-baked bread.

Huge skylights of plate glass et the hazy sunshine pour through, dappling the interior cobblestone
wakways. A colorful patio umbrellashielded each table from the bright sunlight streaming down. The
sound of running water made the atmosphere seem even more peaceful, and Rodney redlized that atiny
moat surrounded each exclusive table, more for appearance than for an actual barrier. The tech noticed
as he stepped over the two flat stonesto their table that the bottom of the shallow stream had been
strewn with old pennies and dimes, apparently for decoration, artifacts from the days of tangible
currency.

Capek held awicker chair for Monica, and she sat down without taking her opaque eyes from Rodney.
The Cremator sat down himsalf as Rodney awkwardly took his own segt. The tech looked at the two
Cremators, firgt the man and then the woman, waiting in slence, but neither of them seemed reedy to

speak.

Momentarily awaiter gppeared, waking lightly over the stepping-stones to stand expectantly beside their
gmall table. Rodney saw with dight distress that he carried no menus. “I'm reedy to take your order.”

Thewaiter placed his hands behind his back and smiled with avacuous stare. Rodney wondered if the
waiter would befiling away their selectionsin hismemory, or if he had atransmitter hidden somewhere
on hisuniform to send their order directly to the kitchen.

Capek folded his hands on the table and answered confidently. “I'll have an espresso, and she will have
tea—L gpsang souchong, | believe?” The woman nodded.

The waiter turned to Rodney, who hesitated uncomfortably for amoment. The waiter immediately spoke



into the silence, “If you're not in the mood for coffees or teas, Sir, may | offer you something else? Some
wine perhaps, or abeer?’

The Cremator interjected, “ They do have avery good beer, Mr. Quick. They brew it themselves, in large
oak casks.”

Rodney grasped at the suggestion and nodded. After the waiter had vanished, Rossum Capek made brief
at temptsat small talk, to which Rodney mechanically responded. Monica sat in silence, scowling,
suspicious, until the waiter returned with their order.

The Cremator picked up thetiny white chinacup in hislarge hands and took asip of the steaming liquid.
He closed his eyesin obvious satisfaction. Monicaignored her tea, but Rodney could smell asmoky,
tar-like aroma drifting toward his nogtrils. He took a swallow of his reddish-amber beer; he would have
liked it colder.

“Now then, Mr. Quick,” Capek spoke, findly getting down to business. Reflexively Rodney took
another deep drink of his beer, looking around the castle-like terrarium in the center of their table. “You
obvioudy know what services we offer, or ese you wouldn't have been so persistent in trying to find us.
However, you are the first from your, er, organization to express anything other than hogtility toward our
operations.”

“I'min abetter position to be afraid than most people,” Rodney answered. “1 know what goes on there.
That'swhy I've been trying so hard to find the Cre—"

“Careful!” The woman suddenly sat up straight. Her teadoshed near the rim of her cup, spilling adrop
onto the saucer.

“Yes, Mr. Quick. Please bevagueif at dl possible.” Capek smiled patiently and made Rodney fedl
comfort able again. The tech understood their paranoia, though, and spoke in ahushed voice.

“Yes, | know what you promise. But death is such an unpredictabl e thing—how can you guarantee that
you'll be ableto ... you know, carry out our agreement?’

“We haven't made any agreement yet,” Monicainterrupted. Her companion waved her to be patient.

“We can't make any guarantees, since deeth is such an unpredictable thing. But we do promise that welll
at tempt everything in our power to see you safely removed from the resurrection loop. Since we don't
make our contracts public, you can't know how many timeswefail ... but so far we've been successful in
more than eighty percent of our attempts. We have greater powers than you might suspect.”

Rodney tried to cal culate how many contracts that meant, but then he redlized that on Lower Leve Six
he saw only the suitable pre-Servants, otherstoo old or too badly damaged would never have shown up
on hisrogter a al. Many of those cadavers must disappear as well, not to mention the ones that vanished
before an Enforcer could even log the death onto The Net.

Rodney tapped histwo fingernails on the thick side of the beer mug and took another drink. Only a
mouthful of foam remained on the bottom of the mug, and uncannily the waiter appeared, standing
unobtrusively on the other sde of the moat and not interrupting their conversation. In the [ull he spoke
over thetrickling water, asking if Rodney wanted another beer.

“Yes” hesad, feding somewhat daring now, not quite noticing the effects of the acohol but badly
wanting to.

The waiter disgppeared, and the tech dropped his eyes alittle, speaking before the nervousness could



build and before the other man could return with his second beer. “ And what about payment? How much
will dl thiscost me?’

Rossum Capek's face seemed distorted by the curved glass of the terrarium, and Rodney shifted his seat
to see him more clearly. The Cremator finally removed histop hat and set it delicately on the tablecloth.
“WEell determine what you can afford. We serve dl concerned people, not only therich or the poor. Our
group operates on the archaic system of barter, so you won't have to directly transfer funds from your
account.”

“Barter?’ Rodney frowned. “ But—"

“We can't get payment through The Net,” Monicafindly spoke up. “ The Guardian Angels are congtantly
sweeping al transactionsto seeif they can identify something they can traceto us.”

Capek nodded. “We're in a precarious position, as |'m sure you can appreciate.”

The Cremator Spped his espresso again, leaving Rodney to ponder for amoment. The Guardian Angels
were acadre of Interfaces who constantly monitored al financia transactions on The Net, searching for
electronic fraud or embezzlement, tracing any transfer of fundsfor questionable dealings. Punishment for
abuse, fraud, or embezzlement was severe, and Rodney knew the corporate moguls were more
frightened of areduced popular faith in The Net than they were worried about the actual crimeitself.
Superhackers had built a great many safe guards and fraud traps, and the Guardian Angelskept a
detailed watch over the entire system.

The waiter unobtrusively placed asecond mug of beer on the table, hooking his finger around the handle
of the empty glass and snatching it away. The Cremator fel silent until the waiter had |eft again. “For
instance,” Capek continued, “that'swhy you'll have to pay for this meeting today. We can't leave anything
of oursaves behind. Y our Mr. Nathanswould be on usin amoment. Heis very intelligent, and very
angry. Our group's existence istoo important to al people—we offer acrucid option to mankind. We
can't risk being caught. Too much isat stake here.”

Rodney fidgeted in the wicker chair, feding the rough cushion prick the seat of his pants. He tried to steer
the conversation back, growing nervous again, doubting that he'd get to the dentist in time after dl. “What
kind of barter are you talking about, exactly?’

The Cremator fingered the brim of hishat. “ Occasionaly we find oursalvesin need of certain things,
equipment, documents—I mysdlf have afondness for printed books. But most important, we need a pool
of people as resourcesto buy things when we do need them.” Capek swallowed the last of his espresso
and placed the tiny cup upside-down on the saucer as he stood up.

“My companion will tell you some of the things you need to get for us. I've got other businessright now,
and it'sbest that we three leave at different times, in different directions.” He straightened his khaki coat
and replaced the black top hat on his head, tipping the brim at Rodney. “ It was a pleasure meeting you,
Mr. Quick. I hope we can work something out.”

Rodney said “thank you” as Rossum Capek strode across the stepping-stones. Off in the cafésjungled
shadows filled with potted ferns, he saw the waiter pointedly not watching the Cremator leave.

Monicaspoke quickly and firmly, expecting Rodney to listen. Her opague eyes bored into him, and he
took areflexive swallow of the second beer.

“The most important thing you can get us, as soon as possible, isaliter of solution from thefind
resurrection bath. Preferably one of the mutated batches.”



Rodney's unshaven eyebrow rose up. “How am | supposed to get that? Hey, and how do you know
about the mutations?’

Monicalooked sourly a him. “Don't ever be surprised by what we know or don't know. Y ou work
down in theresurrection levels. Find away to smuggle out some solution beforeit dl drains down the
grates. Nobody will notice.”

“But where should | takeit?” He narrowed his eyes nervoudy. “How often isthis sort of thing going to
happen?’

“It'll happen as often as necessary.” Her expression emphasized each word. “WEell send you transient
messages by dectronic mail, with portions of ingtructions. It's your body and soul we're talking about
here, Mr. Quick. Y ou don't expect it to come cheap.”

Rodney hung his head sheepishly, staring into the disappearing foam on top of the beer. “No, | guess

The woman stood up, her tea untouched and cold, and shook her jagged page-boy hair. “ Before you
gart complaining to yourself, think of your aternative. Do you want to be a Servant?’

Rodney felt asmall glimmer of anger reawaken in him. “At least they're not worried about anything.”

Shewhirled and glared at him with such a piercing gaze that he quickly averted his eyes and consciously
drank the last of his beer. “How do you know Servants aren't worried? How do you know they don't
remember anything but just can't show it?’

He couldn't respond before she splashed through the moet, ignoring the stepping-stones and getting the
tops of her white boots wet. She walked off, trickling water as it beaded on the polymer surface of the
boots. Rodney looked up at the skylight overhead, pulling his chair out to avoid the shadow from the
patio umbrella

“Could | get you another beer, Sir?’

Rodney dmost jumped as the waiter appeared at his shoulder. The taste insde his cheeks seemed to cry
for another mug, and he wanted to St and sulk. But before he could order, he suddenly remembered the
cos, cringing at the cafe's lush—expensive—surroundings. He quickly changed his mind and waved the

walter away, sitting done for afew moments, not eager to face the bill.

12

Thetdl, cylindrica headquarters of the Enforcers Guild stood like apillar of one-way mirrorsthrough
which the Guild could seein dl directions and watch over the entire world. A gray soup of cloudstypica
of mid-spring reflected from the Guild building, making its polished walls|ook like a smeared
black-and-white photograph.

Jones stood out of uniform in the brisk morning air, wearing atight black skin-shirt that made his dark
flesh look the color of wood. Beside him Juliastood motionless, unaffected by the cold breeze that sent
goose pimples down Joness arm, seemingly unaware of his distraught and uncertain mood. Her loose
gray jumpsuit billowed around her body; she looked like just another Servant for sdle.

Asthey kept walking toward the mirrored building, the crowds thinned out quickly, asif pedestrians
were afraid to gpproach the Guild headquarters. The weekend crowd was dways a different sort from
the everyday traffic on the Streets. People wandered about shopping, frantic to get errands finished.
Businessmen wore casud clothes, but remained near their own office complexesin aholding pattern,



amost uncomfortable not to be at work. As aways, scattered here and there, were afew of the
wandering jobless blues, who probably never noticed what day of the week it was.

Jones noticed that the people on the street seemed to be avoiding him, shying away. He was used to that,
theinvisble prestige of the Guild that made him fed like apariah. It saddened him to think that becoming
an Enforcer had required him to sacrifice something so basic, so essentid to anormal life. But then he
remembered with adight shock that today he was not wearing hisarmor. After amoment he understood
that the people were avoiding Julia. Thisangered him, and he tentatively reached out to hold onto her
wrigt, asif daring someone to make an unkind comment. Couldn't they seethat shewas ... shewasa
Servant.

Servants—just property, buying and sdlling, mix and match. If you don't need them anymore, just get rid
of them. Jones winced, trying to swallow hisguilt. That wasnt it at al. Juliawould understand, if she
understood anything. She gave no Sgn. She never did.

He entered the Guild building, with Juliatagging obediently behind. Off-hours and empty, the lobby
smelled dank with disinfectant and the decontaminated residue of cigarette smoke from the smokers
loungeon Hoor 2. Thear carried severd levels of sublimind noise, humming and hissng, atic from the
white-noise generator that supposedly crested amore peaceful work environment. The air conditioner
kept the air pumped to ajust-bel ow-comfortable temperature. He had not come to the headquarters
off-hourssince ... Snce just after Fitzgerad Helms had died.

Now that the lobby was without other people milling about, Jones could see where too many feet had
begun to crush the nap of the red dura-carpet. Overhead in the ceiling panels he could hear arepair-rat
scurrying about its pre-programmed path, checking wiring, replenishing fluorescent cylinders, dissolving
dust and grit. The building's directory screen had been shut off, leaving ablank gray rectangle on thewall
above the two vacant desks where receptionists normally sat.

“Thisway, Julia.” He moved quickly to the dead escalator that led to the mezzanine. He walked up the
rubber-jacketed stairs that seemed frozen halfway out of sync. Juliafollowed.

The mezzanine level was dso empty. He knew the entire building could not be deserted, and he was
findly relieved to notice two other men standing together down one of the corridors, and at the rear of
another hall he noticed a Servant janitor patiently waxing afloor. Darkened cafeterias werelined up in the
main lounge area of the mezzanine next to a couple of Guild-members-only barsthat served drinks and
sandwiches at lunchtime. A barber shop sat empty beside the rest rooms and showers; three public Net
booths stood beside various potted plantsin the open aress.

The onefunctional upper-floor lift waited at the far Sde of the open mezzanine area. Though he and Julia
were dmost the only onesin the entire building, the lift fill took afull minuteto return to the mezzanine,
He ushered Juliainto the clonewood-paneled interior of thelift and then joined her, requesting floor 14
from the pandl.

“SPECIAL ACCESS PERMISSION REQUIRED FOR UPPER-MANAGERIAL LEVELS”

Jones bent over to speak into the cloth-covered microphone patch. “1'm here to see Guildsman Drex. |
have an appointment—my nameis Jones, Enforcer, Class 2.”

Thelift door closed, seding them in the narrow chamber. Annoying easy-listening music wafted through
the air asthe computer searched Drex's appointment calendar. Thelift started to move upward,
agpparently satisfied that al wasin order.

Jonestook Julia's hand and patted it; but her hand was limp and the flesh felt cold.



He stood apart from her. Might as well begin the separation now. Joneslet out along, low breath,
discouraged. He had never quite realized how strong his conscience and guilt had grown. Self-defense
mechanisms? He redlized now—or at least he had been trying to convince himself—that he never should
have purchased Juliain thefirg place.

Working at Resurrection, Inc., watching the way they processed the human bodies, the way they treated
Servants as products—it had made him pay attention to things he had not thought about before.
Escorting Servantsfor hours and returning hometo find Juliaunmoved and silent still caused his ssomach
to tiein knots. He could speak to Julia, and she would respond in her own way, but she would give only
answers, never questions, never comments, never expressing an interest. She sat in atrance dl day long;
when he dept at night, she rested primly in the shadows, motionless, waiting for the daylight. No matter
how hard hetried, Juliawas not afriend, not acompanion. Her very existence had an eeriness, an
offensveness, that Jones couldn't reconcile with himsdlf.

No, he never should have gotten Juliain thefirst place.

Days before, Jones had placed a classified ad in the Guild's message and information transfer network.
All such adswereimmediately routed first to the upper-management levels, and then dowly worked their
way down onelevd at atime asthe higher echelons declined theitemsfor sale or exchange. Rank did
haveits privileges.

Jones didn't know what happened to used Servants. Since a Servant'stiny battery pellet would continue
to power the microprocessor for acentury or so, a Servant must certainly be expected to outlive its
owner. Jones couldn't believe that Servants would be destroyed (of course, Resurrection, Inc. would say
“deactivated” or “decommissioned") when they were no longer needed. When someone returned a
Servant to the corporation, the Servant was probably reprogrammed and sent out again—who was ever
to know?

But he couldn't bear the thought, even the dim possibility, of Julia—blank, mannequin-like Julia—being
destroyed because he had cashed her in for arefund. Jones had no intention of making a profit. He
wasn't doing thisfor the money. In fact, even after only ashort month of owning her, he had decided to
ask afairly low price, lessthan he had paid for her.

His ad had trickled down the Guild hierarchy, finaly being snapped up by afourth-level Guildsman, Mr.
Drex, till in upper management, agood owner for Julia. Drex had asked Jonesto come and show him
hisfemae Servant.

Jones did not know Drex, nor had he even heard of the man. But the administrative system of the Guild
was So intricate and complex that few people bothered to learn of anyone in authority other than their
own immediate supervisors. Jones didn't think he even knew the name, offhand, of the ultimate boss of
the Guild itsdf ... nor did he particularly care.

The lift doors did open, and Jones quickly moved out into the black-and-white tiled upper-management
levels. Everything in the Enforcers Guild was supposed to be black and white, he thought ironically. The
managerid levelswere efficient but not ornate. A few other lights supplemented the fluorescent pandls set
into the celling. The air conditioning up here felt even cooler than in the lobby.

Jones stared for an ingtant, and then the doors of the lift did shut behind him. Juliawasn't with him; she
hadn't bothered to move out of the evator. He whirled and punched the button again, opening the lift.
“Comeon! Don't just stand there!” Hetried, and succeeded, to build up some frustrated and impatient
anger. Hedidn't realy want to be angry at her. She couldn't help it. Would she always remember him like
this?



Juliamoved out and followed him dutifully. Far down the hall aman's silhouette waved at him. “Mr.
Jones! Down here.”

Jones sgnded that he had heard and quickly strode toward the man. “ Julia—Command: Follow!”

He flicked glances back and forth as he passed other darkened offices; in the off-hour shadows he could
seetheindividua offices decorated to each manager's preferences. Jones felt salf-conscious, wishing he
had chosen to dressin amore formal fashion. Too late now. No matter, thiswould be just asimple
business transaction anyway.

Oneentirewal of the Guildsman's office was agiant, polarized plate-glass window, from which he could
look out on the dizzying panoramaof the city. Bright sunlight poured in, filtered of the damaging intensity
that would have caused his expensive oak desk to blister and pedl.

Drex stood up as Jones and Juliawent through the door, keeping his gaze mostly on the female Servant.
The Guildsman had thick salt-and-pepper hair cut squardly about his shoulders and with ageometricaly
precise straight cut to hisbangs. The wrinkles about his eyes had been accentuated with indigo dye so
that his crow's-feet looked like a blue web spreading out from where his eyelids met.

Drex spoke with dippery wordsin a cultivated, professond-manager voice. “ So, Enforcer, thisisyour
personal Servant? Julie, you said her name was?’

Testing, Jones could tell, testing. “No sSir. Julia. That was her namein life, according to Resurrection,
Incorporated.”

“Yes, yes, | see” Jones could tell that the Guildsman was paying little attention to him.

Drex stepped from around his desk, and Jones saw that he was redly quite short, standing only as high
as Julias nose and barely up to the Enforcer's shoulders. Drex |ooked at the Servant with probing eyes,
waiting, and then turned to Jones with a hint of impatiencein hisvoice. “Wdl? Undress her for me,
please”

Jones made no move for at least two seconds. A crease rippled the dark skin of hisforehead. “Undress
her? What for?’

The Guildsman scowled, and then suddenly smiled with feigned patience and understanding. He folded
his hands together in front of him. “I don't mean any offense, or to make any implications about your
character, Mr. Jones, but | naturally need to see that she hasn't been beaten or bruised. | don't want her
deformed in any manner.”

Jonestold himself that this made sense, although the gleam in Drex's eyes made him uneasy. The
Guildsman leaned back against the wooden desk, brushing aside one of his piles of hardcopy ashe
watched.

Uncomfortable and filled with distaste, Jones undid the front of Julials gray jumpsuit. He blinked and his
eyeswent blurry with shame. He didn't want to know if they weretears. Juliadid not move until Jones
muttered under his breeth, “Help me, please.” With the dightest of motions the Servant shrugged out of
the jumpsuit and Jones tugged it down her body, letting it drop to the floor.

Drex stood up, smoothed the back of his trousers with a brush of his pam, and took one step forward to
darea Julia Even though the light streaming through the plate glass window left no shadows in the room,
he squinted, making the indigo-dyed crow's-feet clench together.

The Enforcer swallowed awkwardly and stepped back, trying to hide as Drex paced around Julia.



Her skin was palid but smooth; her eyes had agrest, blank, innocent look to them. The Guildsman bent
closer tolook at her fist-sized breasts tipped with pale bloodless nipples, the naked and hairlessfolds
between her legs, the curves of her buttocks.

He made alittle humming noise of satisfaction, but Jones was taken by surprise when the Guildsman
suddenly turned and addressed him. “ All right then, Enforcer, | don't understand. Why are you trying to
getrid of her?’

Jones felt cornered, trapped, and out of self-defense he spoke plainly, “I redlized | don't need a Servant
after al. I've had her only for afew weeksand | just ... it was different than | thought. | work at
Resurrection, Inc., you know, escorting the other Servantsand ... if | may speak openly, sir, | just didn't
want her anymore.”

Drex nodded and absently ran his spread fingers through the thick black/gray strands of hair, but the
reslient and perfectly straight bangsimmediatdly fdll back into place.

“Very wdl, Enforcer. I'll take her. At the price you ask.” He looked up and motioned to the console at
the side of his desk. “Pleaselogon, enter your password, and I'll transfer into your account. Do you mind
if I have the Guardian Angels check your titleto this Servant?’

“No, of course not. It'sclear.”

Asthey transferred the money, a heaviness sank deeper and deeper into Joness chest. But the
momentum of the transaction pushed him aong and hetried not to think, following only the ingtructions
second by second as they happened. Findly he swallowed and was surprised to find how dry histhroat
was.

He stood before the Servant and said, “ Julia, Guildsman Drex isnow your master. Y ou have to obey him
just like you would obey me.”

“Thank you, Enforcer. That wasanicetouch.” Drex smiled, sincerdly thistime. “It's been a pleasure
doing businesswith you.” Histone had acertain dismissd toit.

Jones hesitated amoment, looked searchingly at Julias eyes, but again he saw nothing there. “ Goodbye,
Julia,” he said, his voice hoarse. She made no response.

“Thank you, Enforcer,” Drex repested, punctuating hiswords with an impatient finger tapping on the
desktop. Jones had no choice but to leave.

Juliadidn't turn as he walked out the door.

13
“Dand!”

The Servant looked up as Van Ryman's voice reverberated through the intercom system. Dand stopped
his vigorous polishing of the stair railing and quickly ran down the carpeted stairs with precise control of
hisfeet. He made only awhisper of sound.

He paused as the locked door under the stairs called out to him again, yanking at his puppet strings of
dreaded curiosity. But he pushed past it and into the study, where his Master Van Ryman waited.

Van Ryman'sface changed immediately upon seeing Dand. He looked up from the scattered books and
papers on the rolltop desk against onewall of the study. The French windows were open, lettingin a
cool breeze; Dana could hear the faint hum of the Intruder Defense fild surrounding the mansion. The



laser fireplace had been shut off, and only the overhead lights illuminated the room.

Van Ryman cardlesdy rolled and folded severd ancient looking scrolls, charts with planetary signs,
congellations, and other symbols. His odd eyes were bright but bloodshot, and he had not shaved, giving
theimpression that he had dept little.

Sometimes Van Ryman looked at his Servant in awe or in worshipful expectation; at other times hiseyes
had awistful look, aloving expression; yet in contradictory moments, he looked at Danal with scorn and
digaste. It was asif Van Ryman were seeing three totally different people.

“Ah, Dand,” the man said and wiped both of his hands on his shirt, sitting back. “Please make me some
tea. Red hibiscus, | think—I'm in the mood for something ... bitter. And hurry—when you come back I'm
going to have a very important misson for you.”

He paused and looked up at Danal for emphasis. “Thiswill probably be the most important thing that
either one of ushas ever done.” Van Ryman quickly bent back to his documents.

Dana acknowledged the orders and went into the kitchen area. The whitetile and stainless sted glistened
from histhorough cleaning the day before. Sometimes he suspected that Van Ryman saddled him with
tedious and trivial cleaning jobsjust to keep him occupied, making agood show of needing a Servant.

Dand dispensed asmall besker of water and dipped it into the insulated heating chamber; amoment later
he used the besker's handle padsto lift the boiling water out. Turning to the tea cabinet, he selected the
drawer filled with hibiscus blend and removed a smal amount by hand. Asthe strainer sank to the
bottom of the beaker, Dana watched as the hibiscus petals caused a bright scarlet color to seep into the
water, red like foaming arteria blood.

Blood.

Bright red.

Steaming under thelight of black-wax candles and torches.
Echoing chantslike thunder.

Theflicker built in hismind, thrumming. Sparks of fragmented visions came and went in front of hiseyes,
esch aminiature nova

He paused, cradling the fragile webwork of the oncoming memories, terrified of the revelation and too
frightened to hold it back. He jerked his head upward, gritting histeeth, trying to keep control of his
identity. He forced himself to pick up the beaker and pour the bright red teainto athin porcelain cup.

But adifferent force grabbed hold of hismind, relentlesdy cracking open his buried thoughtslike a crue
stepfather throwing skeletons out of the closet. Danad moved like an automaton as he reached forward to
the knife rack embedded into thewall. He strained againgt a rubbery nightmare, reaching forward,

groping away from his past.

He removed one of the wide kitchen knives from itswhet-dot and held it out gingerly, staring at it in
blank-eyed horror as visons caught themselves on the glint of the blade and exploded in a panorama of
dark ritud in front of hismind'seye.

The kitchen knife became a sacrificid knife held in his hands. Runes and symbols had been
electrogtaticaly etched on the stainless-stedl blade. He saw robes—white, scarlet, black. He heard the
chants, synchronous, nonsensica, augmented by the microspeakers hidden in the ceiling of the yawning



sacrificid grotto.
Rah hyuun!
Rah hyuun!
Rah hyuun!

But it was asif he stood on both sides of the mirror, both priest and victim. Holding the knife and wearing
the black robes of a High Priest, he stared down at the naked and bound form on the atar stone.

And aso, but what seemed to be adifferent time: He looked up, straining against the bonds, the
sacrificia victim, feding the cold from the engraved concrete of the dtar biting into his back. Thewide
blade of arune-carved knife rose up, catching torchlight oniitstip.

But then aswitch again, from the point of view of the High Priest: The hilt, made of smulated human
bone, felt dry againgt his uncalused fingertips. He brought the knife down in asmooth arc. He watched
the victim asfoamy arterid blood sprayed upward, scarlet, like thick hibiscustea

Rah hyuun!
Rah hyuun!

Victim: Hedidn't fed thetip of the sacrificia knife pierce his chest. The echoing chant filled hishead,
filled the heavens. A brilliant blackness exploded outward smultaneoudy from his heart and brain....

And Dand found himsdf crumpled on the kitchen floor like asurvivor cast free from the wreckage of a
ship. Thethin teacup still wobbled on the counter where he had abruptly released it, but it hadn't spilled.

The colors, the vibrant pain, the growing confusion and uneasiness about hisformer life, al made Dand
redl. Thethick scar in the center of his chest throbbed in remembered pain.

The Servant stepped up the workings of his microprocessor until subjective time had dmost stopped; in
his own timeframe he spent the equivaent of half an hour composing himself, caming his responses,
searching for answers—or at least to hide from them....

Returning to the surrounding world, Dand balanced the smooth cup on a saucer. Waking with a
methodica gait in hisdow-timethat alowed him to keep careful poise, the Servant | eft the kitchen,
returning to the study. Van Ryman had rolled the top down on hisdesk, locking it. He sat in the
oversuffed chair, watching Dand comein with histea. The dark-haired man rubbed his hands together.

“Your teg, Master Van Ryman.” The Servant extended the cup forward; in an offhanded way Van
Ryman gestured for him to st it on an end table instead. The man did not seem to have noticed any
additiond ddlay caused by Danal's flashback.

“Please turn on the fireplace, Danal. But leave the heat off.”

“Yes, Magter Van Ryman.” The Servant felt beneath the mante of the fireplace until he found apair of
switches. Heflicked the outer switch, and purple light flashed down, scattered from the quartz crysta's
and the mirrored panels of the hearth, and sent a scintillating violet glow about the room.

Dand hesitated under the oceanscape hologram, but he forced himself to look away, terrified that he
might have yet another explosion of visons. Memories seemed to lurk everywhere.

Van Ryman took one sip of histea, grimaced at itstartness, and then smiled in satisfaction. “Now then,



Dand, asto the crucial errand | mentioned. | want you to return to Resurrection, Inc. Y ou have an
appoi ntment to meet with Francois Nathans, in person. He's very interested in your well-being.” He
alowed himsdlf adight smile. “ And in our success. He's eagerly expecting you.” Van Ryman rubbed his
pa mstogether vigoroudy, and once again Dand felt that something was terribly out of place, even
deeper than the Master's out of -place eyes.

“Will | be escorted, Master Van Ryman?’

“No! You haveto do thisaone. Y our own actions are very important. Y ou won't understand now, but if
everything worksout asit should ... well, well see”

Van Ryman stood up, leaving his tea untouched, and went over to the rolltop desk. He produced a key
from aleather thong around his neck and twisted open the desk’s catch, diding up the oak datsand
revealing the scrolls and books crammed into the desk cavity. He rustled through the papers until he
yanked one out of the stack.

“I'll let you in on asecret, Dand. Ligten to this, from the Writings.” Heran hisfinger down the
handwritten pages, ticking off severd items.

“You are Dand. Dand, the Messenger. Y ou are the Prophet. Y ou are the Bringer of Change and the
Fulfiller of Promises. Y ou are the Stranger whom everyone knows. Y ou are the Awakener and the
Awakened. Y ou are the Destroyer. Our hope restsin your future.”

Van Ryman closed his eyesfor amoment, then quickly came back to himself, pushing the paper insde
the desk and damming the desktop down again so that it locked by itself. “ Comewith me, Dand. We
need to prepare you.”

Baffled by what Van Ryman had said, the Servant followed him into the foyer. Destroyer? Bringer of
Change? Neo-Satani &t ritualistic babble—it meant nothing to him. He wished now that he had taken
sometime donein the houseto look at the documents, to familiarize himsdlf with the theology his Master
Van Ryman took so serioudly.

But thelast flashback gnawed at him: the sacrifice, the pain, the excitement—and he was afraid to
unearth any more.

Van Ryman opened the doors of anarrow coffin-like closet in the front hallway. He withdrew abeige
trenchcoat with date-colored lining and shook it out before extending it to Dand.

“Here, you'l haveto wear this. A Servant walking alonein the streetswill ook too ... vulnerable.”

Dand passively took the jacket and dipped it over hisjumpsuit. The cloth felt fiff and dien, encasing him
in something which, asa Servant, he fdt he should not wear. Unconscioudy he dipped his handsinto the
deep pockets.

Van Ryman took two objects from ashelf in the closet. “ By disguising you, Dand, we should be ableto
throw any suspicious people off thetrack. Y ou'll be much safer thisway.”

He placed athin stencil template of an inverted star-in-pentagram on Dand's forehead and sprayed red
grease paint with an airbrush. The mark stood out brightly on hispalid skin.

The Servant felt uncomfortable and frightened, but he could not refuse his Master's direct wishes. This
wastoo carefully planned, too well rehearsed. What did VVan Ryman have in mind?

“There, much better! Now you're marked as a heo-Satanist—you should be dl right. They can il tell



you're a Servant by your skin, but only if they look.” Van Ryman glanced at the stenciled
gar-in-pentagram. “Y ou'll need to wear a hat, too.”

From the depths of the closet Van Ryman produced afuzzy black stocking cap that did negtly over
Dand's smooth scalp but left the red pentagram showing clearly againgt his forehead.

Danal fet like amannequin, atoy about to be wound up and set on a course he had no choice but to
follow. Van Ryman moved with an intengity, captivated and involved in the game, filled with eagerness
overlying an anxious dreed.

Dana waited passvely as Van Ryman opened the door of his Intruder Defense control room. Switches
and panels and surveillance videoscreens glittered and glowed.

“Danal, you know how to get to Resurrection, Inc. from here, don't you?’
“Yes,” hereplied. A detailed map of the entire Metroplex had been burned into his microprocessor.

Van Ryman seemed to be only hdf listening. “Good.” He punched some keys on one of the dready
logged-on termindls, establishing adirect communications link with Francois Nathans. Dand tried not to
ligen.

“He'scoming. Y ou'd better get ready,” he said to the screen. The voice receptor picked up hiswords,
encoded them, and transmitted the message directly to Nathanss electronic address. “Thisisthe trigger
moment weve al been waiting for.”

Van Ryman turned to Dand. “ Open the front door.”

Mid-morning sunlight entered the foyer, illuminating the dark shadowsinside. He could see the black
textured concrete of Van Ryman's wakway extending to the public sdewalk, and from thereto the
streets and the people and the entire city—people who hated Servants and, he recalled uneasily, who
didiked neo-Satanists aswell.

Dand could barely see the hazy hemisphere of ionized air of the Intruder Defense field surrounding the
mangion. Van Ryman fiddled with the controls; without looking up, he announced, “Go now, Dand. I've
opened the door fidd. I'll be watching and ready when you come back.”

“Yes, Magter Van Ryman.” Indeed he did see a portion of the blurred air become fully transparent again
asthe deadly field was reshaped enough to let him pass through.

“Dand!” Van Ryman came to the porch to see him. He hung onto hiswords breathlessy. In the danted
sunlight the Servant could seetheline of faint pinprick scars on his Magter's face and jawline. “Good
luck.”

Dand stepped out, began to walk, and kept walking, feding paradoxically naked in his neo-Satanist
disguise, vulnerable and trapped.

Alone, hetried to Sdestep the psychologicd battlefield of the streets. As he waked, the manson fell
behind him with al its gables and towers and its too-polished gargoyles. He fdt like awaking time bomb,
the jagged tip of an iceberg thrugting itself upward from his past.

You are Danal. Danal, the Messenger. You are the Prophet.

Hewaked purpossfully, knowing Van Ryman would be watching through his monitors until he was out
of range. He let the Streets swallow him up. Conflicting emotions and confusion made his heart heavy. As



a Servant, he had dready fet the latent antagonism of the people, but now, marked with the sign of the
neo-Satanists, he could fed even more angry, disgusted stares from the crowd.

You are the Bringer of Change and the Fulfiller of Promises.

Dand wondered if the protection supposedly offered by the pentagram mark on his forehead was worth
the wrenching, disconnected fedlingsin his ssomach. Thistime, he experienced no wonder and awe & the
sreets varied impressions. The pedestrians’ quick glances and muttered obscenities were also laced
with fear. He wanted to tell them he was not one of the Satan worshippers.

Not any more!

Near Resurrection, Inc. he stood asif hypnotized, staring into the feathered surface of the pool
surrounding a splashing fountain. Warm sat water gushed from ornate, abstractly phalic orifices.
Overhead, apair of seegullsfloated on therma currents, searching for garbage that someone might drop
into the fountain. Prominently painted on the concrete lip around the pool were the words, “DO NOT
DRINK.”

You are the Sranger whom everyone knows.

Fine droplets of mist from the fountain splattered against his polymer trenchcoat. He knew he shouldn't
be hesitating. He shouldn't be stopping. But then, he shouldn't be uneasy either—as a Servant, he had
been given clear-cut ingructions. He should have been concerned only with following them.

You are the Awakener and the Awakened.

Intruth, Van Ryman had not actudly told him to keep the pentagram, had not Commanded him to
continue wearing the disguise a al. Dand understood what the Master had implied, but without the
binding Command phrase, a Servant was free to interpret orders as he wished, wasn't he? Danal
continued to rationdize to himsdlf, thinking rapidly, trying not to wait too long by the fountain before
someone became suspicious.

You are the Destroyer.

On impulse he splashed water on his forehead and scrubbed with the corner of histrenchcoat, staining
the cloth agreasy red. He tossed the sopping black stocking cap into the water and it dowly sank to the
bottom. He leaned over the fountain to see hisreflection. The mark was gone.

Hefdt asif he had cast one of the leering gargoyles off his back.

- 14

In her own quarters, Supervisor began by playing the second movement of Beethoven's Symphony No.
7, selecting it from the Net library of music and setting the piece on auto-repeat. The dow, quiet
beginning of the music drifted out from the thin band of microspeskersat waist level around the room.

She used the keypad tattooed on her pam to activate the implanted speakersin her head, hooking her
mind up to the direct eectronic trandation of the symphonic masterwork.

She closed her thick eyelids, reveling in the pure digitized tones, receiving the real music from theinsde
in an ecdtatic experience that few other people could ever have. She dlowed hersdf to savor each notein
private, where no one el se could see her. The somber andante tempo set the mood for her search.

In further preparation, Supervisor removed her deeveless purple tunic and neetly placed it on the
meditating chair. Standing naked, she undid her three equa braids, brushing the bluish-blond hair out into



afineweb; stray strands drifted with leftover static eectricity. Shewould never admit her apartment was
too empty, too lonely; with al The Net for company, no Interface should ever get londly.

Supervisor took the wand, laying an impedance path from the wal's power plate along the floor to the
center of the room, where she would be gtting. Shelit incense, then switched off al thelights, leaving
only darkness except for adim red glow from the photo-receptive mood specks painted on the wall.

Supervisor arranged her stocky body in alotus position on the floor, sitting in the center of the impedance
path. She could fed the pleasant pressure of the neutral-textured carpet against her buttocks. The
temperature in the room was perfect. She controlled her breathing and listened to Beethoven's music for
afew minutes, closing her eyes, washing away dl barriers. Then she brushed her fingertips againgt the
keyboard on her palm, logging onto the computer network.

In the back of her mind, Supervisor had aready begun to formulate a strategy for her search. The
Cremators. The information must exist somewhere on The Net. She decided to find them, expose them.
The problem would occupy her entire mind, her entire body, and she would be taken away fromthis....
trividity. Supervisor would once again prove her incredible worth to Resurrection, Inc.

Of course, she chose to seek out the Cremators for the sheer chalenge rather than out of any sense of
duty to the corporation. Life presented so few chalenges. She savored the tingle of excitement that
skittered dong her spine,

Personally, Supervisor didn't care about what the Cremators did; mora qualms were for weaker people
who had no interest in seeing the greater universe. Resurrection, Inc., with its power and vishbility, balked
at anyone opposing their operations; the Cremators fought for another way of existence, with a
philosophy perpendicular to that of the corporation. And, regardless of any objective assessment of their
motives, Supervisor had a deep admiration for the Cremators ability to elude dl the intense searchesfor
s0long.

Francois Nathans had used his best hackers and database jockeys, but no matter how talented they
were, they il suffered under the handicap of being only human. An Interface was the only appropriate
person to conduct such an in-depth search.

Supervisor generaly regarded norma humans with a semi-tolerant distaste. She recognized that though

they might strain themselves to the limit, they were till bound by the vulnerabilities and unpredictabilities
of abiologica organism. They could not possibly have the speed, the reliability, the framework of logic,
or the breadth of experience of an Interface. Like her.

Since her rigidly conditioned childhood, Supervisor had given up dl fleshly pleasures—not just sex, but
aso mundane persona contact, the visual stimulation of Sghtseeing around the Metroplex, and the joys of
egting. She saw thelatter as only ameans of taking in energy, athough occasondly in private shedid
alow hersdf the detachment necessary to enjoy the art of well-prepared foods and carefully blended
liqueurs.

Shefound it infinitely more pleasurable to be floating in the Network, tunndling down avenues of deta,
sorting through bright information that she didn't even have to remember because she could accessiit
agan anytime she wanted.

Some humans did have the right ides, though it was far too late for them to ever become true Interfaces.
Rodney Quick, for instance, was a capable human; he knew how to use The Net. Shedidn't didike
him—in fact, he flattered her with hisridiculousfear of her authority. Almost unconscioudy, she had
responded to hisfear by making hersdlf dictatorid and intimidating. As another challenge, she had
decided to push her powersto the limit, to do what Rodney seemed to expect of her, to destroy him as



efficiently and asintricately as she could.

Supervisor had no active maice in mind, because malice was a human thing. But Rodney's occasiond
“Quickening” of the female Servantslate in his shift showed that he was till too closdly concerned with
physcd simuli.

Supervisor had run three other people into the ground, setting her snares and drawing them tighter. A
game, intricate and challenging, and ultimately satisfying. Norma humanswould consider thisto be crud
and malicious, but she recognized her need as a misguided backlash from her own exotic childhood;

other humans had norma aggression-dampening routines, beating on people, picking on things, pulling the
wingsoff of flies.

By causing Rodney Quick's death and resurrecting him as a Servant, shewould in away be bringing him
one step closer to theidedl. If only the resurrection process weren't so flawed. If planting the
microprocessor in Rodney's brain would order histhoughts and physicd actions, make them more easily
controlled by the person himsdlf, then this could only be astep in the right direction. However, after
seeing some of the Servantswalk out like mannequins, she thought the process had overshot the mark
and deve oped something more machine than human.

Unlike the perfect anagam that she hersdlf was.

The Net accepted her logon, and she felt her consciousnesslink up with the stream of information. The
various directories stood like gatewaysin front of her, each leading down an infinite hallway of mirrored
doors. Every directory was like a separate museum of knowledge, with more facts than any single mind
could hold.

Entering the huge Network, Supervisor had |eft her tangible body behind, and she knew that if she could
bend back and look at her Net-sdlf, she would see only a blurred locus of incandescent light that moved
down different datapaths. Thiswas home. Thiswas pesace.

She had experienced The Net many times before and needed only a moment to reorient herself to her
new physical state. With dl the energy of The Net to draw on, with the secondary power pouring into her
body through the impedance path from the power plates on the wall, she had no risk of becoming tired.

She began her search.

Asan Interface, Supervisor could move down any path without the hindrance of passwords, ableto go
up and down, in and out, digging into any file she required.

She darted by assmilating al the pre-Servants known to be missing—Cremator successes?—and then
she used acomplex routine to unearth al past records about them. The previous data activity of a
deceased person remained accessible only for a certain time before it was erased or stored on a separate
omnidisk. Dumping the datainto an open-ended file, she activated another routine to correlate al the
information, searching for pardlds.

Supervisor spun down other paths as the sifting subprogram churned away behind her. She moved into
the Enforcer log files of corpses found during routine duty, and then cross-checked those names to make
certain every cadaver had actually been delivered to Resurrection, Inc.; some names had likewise
disappeared in between lists, and she included them in the growing file behind her. Third, she checked
The Net's master death record, scanning the obituary files and collating them with thefirst two lists,
looking for other namesthat had disappeared along the way.

The growing number of subfiles churned through cross-checking routines that spit out the coincidenta



occurrences, leaving only the genuine anomalies. Supervisor began to grow alarmed—she doubted even
Francois Nathans suspected the scope of the Cremators' involvement.

Shefolded hersdlf back to the output end of her processing file, searching the missing persons outgoing
eectronic-mail archives. The computer started storing and assmilating and correlating al the information,
looking for common pathways, common messages sent.

Every one of the names had been searching through The Net for the Cremators, somewith real skill and
imagination, otherswith almost pathetic clumsiness. But somehow they had al found their target. Inless
than a second Supervisor scanned the paths of al the outgoing messages, frustrated to find that none of
them led anywhere. They were dl blind attempts to contact someone, anyone: vigorous database
searches, or just short letters doggedly sent out to “ The Cremators’ over and over again.

Then, changing her plan of attack, Supervisor began abacklash routine to go over thefilesagain, this
time searching for common messages received. With alarge enough control sample taken from other
random people on The Net, she was quickly able to eliminate the spurious messages, the mass mailings
received by everyone.

After severd iterations she found one thing, one message they had al received and dl deleted; it came
from the same dectronic address. She used a grave-digger routine to unearth the origina message, but
was able to gather only salected pieces of the text. It seemed innocuous enough, asimple business
advertisement about a mapmaking and demographi c-studies consulting firm. She flashed down another
data corridor, trying to reference the firm's control number, and found that the company did not exist.

Mercator.
Cremator.

She tunneled down the return path of the deleted messages, €l ated with the chalenge, the possibility of
success. Along the way she encountered severa dead ends, false cross-links, booby-traps that would
have been successful againgt even the best superhacker. But she was an Interface. She made it through to
the home directory.

And she found the Cremators.

All of theinformation had been hidden from her before, and in awe Supervisor scanned the deepest
secrets of the Cremators. In growing horror she found information that amazed her, made her fed like an
idiot for not suspecting—

Supervisor turned to flee in triumph, but found suddenly that the electronic gateways, the datapaths ahead
of her, began shutting down one by one. She could fed the influence of other Interfaces, different from
any she had ever encountered before, nearly unreal mindsthat never left The Net. They had hidden
themsdvesin theforest of filesand directories, like predators waiting for her. Asthey moved forward,
she could seetheir dectronic identities, blurred formless things of bright colors, moving in ambush around
her.

The gateways closed on al sides, closer and closer. United, the other Interfaces were infinitely stronger,
and Supervisor could not break through. She could see the knowledge of the Cremators all around her
and was trapped by it. Although she battered her consciousness against the barriers, they became
stronger and stronger, as her fear and helplessness grew.

More and more interlocks were placed around her as the other Interfaces rerouted the datapaths. For
thefirg timein her memory, Supervisor was severed from The Net, trapped insde, completely isolated



on adataidand. Her incorpored form had no voice with which to shout for help. And therewas no
possible way for her to get out, ever....

Back in the gpartment, Beethoven's Symphony No. 7 automatically stopped, returned to the beginning
notes, then repested itself again and again and again.

15

The mammoth headquarters of Resurrection, Inc. roselike atombstonein front of Dand. Still hiding his
Servant identity with the beige trenchcoat, he looked at the building in brooding awe.

Other people milled about; most moved hurriedly toward the enclosed plazas as an early spring rain
darted to fall. The Servant stood oblivious, but conscious of every droplet of water striking his skin.

"...return to Resurrection, Incorporated ... meet with Francois Nathans..."
Dana waked toward the nearest transplastic revolving door, the entrance for workers and visitors.
"He's eagerly expecting you."

Dana pushed hisway through the door, grasping the long brass handle asif he were a palbearer. He had
been here before. This place had given him a second birth, but he remembered nothing else about it. He
had been brought in at night with a shipment of other corpses, through a different door, processed and
turned into what he was now. But the techs had not been thorough enough. Too many stains of his past
life remained, coming back to haunt him inincomprehensble flashes and painful knives of memory.

Dand wondered if the techs could purge his brain again, start him over fresh and clean and untainted. But
for some reason he found that progpect more frightening than just learning to live with his padt, to live with
the shadow of a person he had once been.

As he entered the carpeted lobby Dand saw the main receptionist sitting behind aglossy black landscape
of her acrylic desktop, tapping her impossibly long fingernails on akeyboard. Her eyeswere a cool
purplish color from mood-responsive contact lenses.

He shrugged off histrenchcoat and stood exposed as a Servant in hisgray uniform. The receptionist
looked up, mildly surprised at the audacity of his disguise, but then she recognized that no Servant could
have done such athing by himsdlf.

Dand's voice sounded dry and lifdessto hisown ears. “My Master Van Ryman instructed me to come
here. | am to see Mr. Francois Nathans.”

Thisisthetrigger moment we've all been waiting for.

The receptionist turned away, ignoring him as she spoke into an intercom port. “He's here, Mr.
Nathans.”

Dana heard no response from Nathans, but the receptionist acknowledged anyway. She looked coolly
a him again, but thistime her eyeswere brown. “ Take thefourth lift on theright. That'sadirect line
down to Mr. Nathanss main office. Command: Go.”

Before Dand could say anything, his Servant programming took control and sent hisfeet moving toward
theindicated lift. Vagudly, he resented her use of the Command phrase, which stripped him of any
discretion whatsoever. He had obvioudy shown himself to be independent just by coming here aone; the
shackling phrase relegated him to the status of a puppet, and she could have seen that she didn't need to
useit.



AsDand moved away, the receptionist stretched out her arm to take the dripping polymer trenchcoat
from him. He had no choice but to let her haveit. He didn't know if shewas keeping it for him, or just
making certain that he couldn't drip rainwater in Nathanss office ... or maybe she was stripping him of
something that could hide hisidentity asa Servant.

The dampness on Dand's pale scap and face dried quickly, and his gray jumpsuit had dready volatilized
most of the moisture in the fabric. Dana hoped his Master VVan Ryman would not notice he had lost the
black stocking cap. He didn't want to explain what he had done.

The specid lift doors opened automaticaly for him as he gpproached. The doorswaited like an open
mouth with the fangs cleverly hidden.

The doors hissed shut, and the lift obeyed his voice command, suddenly plunging downward, deep below
ground level to the main offices of Francois Nathans. Thelift didn't distinguish between the words of
Servants and those of humans. After amoment Dand stepped out, dizzy but reorienting himself quickly.

The corridors were dim and cold from the heavy air conditioning; ahigh humidity level and afaint musty
smell made the place dank. Ahead of him awide double door of walnut-attribute clonewood stood partly
open, inviting. He took one step out of the elevator and the doors closed behind him. Listening, he could
hear the whirring machinery asthelift chamber reset itsdf back to the main [obby leve.

The Servant moved to the door of the office, stepping silently on the thick maroon carpet, though he
knew that Nathans must have heard the lift's arrival. He placed one hand on the brass handle of the heavy
door, pulling it open wide enough to admit himsdlf. Some ingtinct warned him not to knock. He could fed
shadows around him, an oppressiveness, asif he were deep below the Earth's crust.

His nerve endstingled with a handful of invisble needles. His mouth felt dry and tasted like metd.
Warning bells sounded in hismind, but he took a quick, cold breath and steded himself, tensing his
muscles to keep the mental turmoail trapped within.

Something was going to happen.
Hefdt like arubber band stretched to the breaking point.
Danal stepped into the chamber. “I'm here, Mr. Nathans.”

In an eyeblink he saw dl the baroque furniture, the tapedtries, the faint illumination from thick black
candles on the desk, the bookshelves, the reception table. A thick plate-glass window looked out
through murky weter; large and smdl fish swam in shadowy shapes out to the limits of vishility. Dand
didn't know if Nathans had had alarge aguarium ingtaled, or if they were indeed under the water of the

Bay.

His eyeslocked on Nathans, who was off in acorner hagtily donning an embroidered white robe. Though
Nathans's back was turned, Danal could see he was short and bald, with real rubiesimplanted
decoratively on his naked scalp. Nathans turned to show hisface and smiled thinly at Dand, but the smile
seemed directed inward.

“Welcome, Sacrificia Lamb,” Nathans gloated.
He made the neo-Satanist sign of the broken cross.

The juggernaut of memories buried beneath Dand's thin Servant facade exploded, suddenly becoming a
raging black mongter that lunged to the end of itschain ... and the chain snapped. Using the blurred
reflexes from his microprocessor-enhanced brain, Dand |egped forward, unable to control hisreflexive



fury.

Nathans!

Satanidt!

Schemer, murderer!

He hated this man, loathed him with a passion strong enough to transcend death. Dand's Servant identity
scrabbled to regain control, but hisformer self was too strong, too murderous. The Servant's arms shot
out with hishandsrigid and hisfingers extended like wooden stakes.

His resurrected mind, the other Dand, meant to strangle Francois Nathans, but his hands moved in such
ablur of speed that they plunged through the skin of the bald man's neck asif it were cheese and
snapped his spina column, wrenching the exposed vertebrae out of place.

He withdrew even before the blood began to gush out. Viewed through the microprocessor's dow-time,
the universe stopped for an instant, poised on the tip of the blade before plunging down into disaster.
Immediately Dand realized what he had done.

Nathans did not seem to comprehend that hislife was ended, and continued to smilefor an ingtant before
an expression of shock dropped onto hisface.

Dand gtared in horror, and finaly blood spurted onto his uniform. Then the bald man lurched forward,
trying to grapple with Danal. He caught the Servant's shoulder but could not hold on, and did down
Dand's chest to the floor. A long scarlet smear emblazoned the gray jumpsuit.

Dand'sthroat was as dry as paper. He stumbled back, gaping at Nathans as he fell. Shadows acrossthe
aquarium window seemed to grow larger, pounding to get in; then Dand realized the pounding wasin his
temples.

He had broken the most fundamental Servant programming.

His chest throbbed with fire, asif from acold sacrificid knife. He could fed thelong scar on his
breastbone writhing like a dangerous worm.

Nathanslay on hisfacein apuddie of blood that was aready disappearing asthe dirt and lint-destroying
enzymesin the carpet fought to clean up the mess. Danal saw the intricate stars, pentagrams, and
adrological symbols embroidered on the white robe.

"Sacrificial Lamb."
Just who wasthevictim after dl?

Lulled by afase sense of privacy asthe lift doors enclosed him, Rodney Quick caught himsaf whistling
an amlesstune. He stopped, then smiled, then grinned, as he redized that he had been dmost happy for
the last couple of days. He warned himself not to get his hopes up, yet another part kept reminding him
that thiswas the first hope hedd had in along time.

Supervisor had not shown hersef for three days. Shewas gone ... vanished.

By the end of the second day, Rodney had been jumpy, edgy, fearing some trick, some trap. But now,
after severa shiftsall done, at peace, unharassed, ableto do hisjob in Lower Level Six, he began to
fantasize that perhaps Supervisor had been reassigned.



The tech began to remember, and unconscioudy embelish, everything that Francois Nathans had told
him: the commendations, the praise for work well done. Rodney hoped that, since he had confessed his
fear of Supervisor, perhaps Nathans had done something about her.

On Lower Level Six the pre-Servantsfloated in their vats, the operations continued, and Rodney started
to open hiseyes again. He looked for details in thingsinstead of only shadows. He began to smileand
even whistle. He took ddlight and amazement in everyday objects he had not noticed for years.

Rodney wondered if thiswas sort of areverse love, fedling so incredibly happy when someone else was
not around.

Now he had decided to take Francois Nathans up on his standing invitation to “drop in whenever you
like,” to find out for himsdf exactly what had happened to Supervisor, to learn if his happiness should be
genuineor if it was only afluke, abrief pause before the nightmare began again.

After thelift doors closed, and before the inane music could begin, Rodney spokeinto the input spesker,
“Lower main administrative offices. Francois Nathans, please.”

The lift requested hisidentity, and he spoke his name and entered his Net password. The terminal made
no response until the eevator chamber obediently plunged downward.

If Supervisor was indeed gone, by some miracle, and if hislife continued with the giddy lightheartedness
that he was experiencing now, Rodney began to think serioudy of perhaps rescinding his contract with
the Cremators.

Within two days they had already made him purchase some ropewire, spotlight bulbs, and apiece for an
antique generator that burned hydrocarbon fuel. He'd had to ransack the lists of technocollectorsto find
someonewilling to sall him, even at an exorbitant price, theold flywhed.

Overdl, the cost of the items had not amounted to much, not redly, and certainly not as much as he had
expected to pay the Cremators. But he didn't know how much longer it would last, how often they would
request that he make these “little’ purchases.

Thewors assgnment so far had been smuggling out aliter jar of the lukewarm, pinkish amniotic solution
from amutated batch. In acarefully rinsed soft-drink container he had caught some of the draining
solution, then sedled it in avacuum-flask ... nervous al the time, convinced that Supervisor was watching,
that shewould catch him at histheft. What if Supervisor wasin some way connected with the Cremators,
and she knew what he was doing al along? How did he even know that Rossum Capek represented the
real Cremators?

But if helet himsalf believe that, he had no hope left in the world.

Rodney received his dectronic messages, which deleted themselves as soon as he read them. He had to
pay attention, or else he might not be able to remember what he was supposed to do. And if he screwed
up, he didn't know how many chances the Cremators would give him.

He had never again seen Rossum Capek, or Monica, or even the same representative twice. He adways
delivered his purchasesto adifferent place, but everything ways went smoothly.

“If I need to get in touch with you,” he had once demanded, “how will | be ableto find you?’

“WEell know if you need us,” answered the Cremator, a freckle-faced twelve-year-old boy. “And if we
don't know, you don't really need us.”



Somehow it al seemed alittle spooky.

Asthelift doors split open and he sumbled toward the private offices of Francois Nathans, Rodney
Quick swalowed, looking for some sdivain hisdry throat. He puffed up his determination again, vowing
to find out what was going on, oneway or another. Who the hell did Supervisor think she was?

And then he had no time for anything else as a Servant exploded toward him. He saw a splash of blood
on the uniform; he saw a crumpled white-robed body—Nathansl—lying on the floor in aliquid pool of
deeper maroon on the carpet.

Ashisjaw dropped in awe, Rodney saw the door burst open. In oneinfinite moment he saw finger wide
indentations of crushed and splintered wood from the Servant's grasp as the gray-clad figure pushed the
door open and lunged toward the lift.

Rodney wasin theway.
A Servant? A Servant!
Rodney redlized too late that he should move, that he should run. The Servant was out of control.

Digractedly, the Servant tossed him aside with unheeded strength, heaving him back againgt the far wall.
Everything was so incredibly fast—no one could move that fast!

Rodney dammed into the wall with the force of an avalanche. His nerves surrendered before he could
feel the explosions of pain, but he heard amultitude of bones crack and shatter like popcornina
furnace.

Rodney saw that he had fallen on the floor like torn ragsin the corner of thelift. His eyes seemed to be
filling with blood from theinsde. He was able to catch afrozen sngpshot of the Servant's face looking
down at him with an expression of tota disbelief and horror at what he had done.

Rodney redlized, without a doubt, that he was a dead man. He had been prepared for death for along
enough time ... but then alimitless despair opened up below him: of al places, hewasgoing to dieinthe
tightest adminigtration levels of Resurrection, Inc. Before he lost complete nerve control of hisfacia
muscles, they formed themsalvesinto alast mask of sorrow.

Therewas no way in the universe that the Cremators would ever get hold of his body now. Hewas
doomed to return as a Servant after all.

Asthetechnician fell, diding to the ground with his neck and the back of his head crushed againgt the
wall, Dand findly wrenched thewild horses of hisold sdf to ahalt, qudling further rampage. Tears
seeped into his eyes even before the tech had come to arest on the floor.

He hadn't meant to do it. It was an accident! He wasn't able to stop himsdlf. He had lost control, and the

demons had escaped.

Francois Nathans was daughtered ... but Nathans had intentionally unleashed something buried within
Dand, recklessly playing with a deadly weapon. But thistech had smply stood in the way at the wrong
moment, an inhocent bystander, before Dana could get agrip on his accelerated reflexes, on the
juggernaut within him. Dand had only meant to brush him aside, just to knock him out of the way.

What good were apologies now?
Before the tears could blur hisvision, Dana picked up Rodney Quick's broken body and carried it like a



dall into Nathanss office. Gently he lay the tech on the sofaand straightened his arms. Blood seeped
from the back of his head into the red crushed velvet of the arm rest.

Dand recognized him as the technician who had been present at his awakening down on Lower Leve
Six, and felt adeeper sadness. Rodney Quick.

“I'm sorry | can't do anything elsefor you,” he whispered. “I'm sorry.”

The Servant lurched blindly into the lift without looking back and mumbled for the eevator to take him
back to the lobby. He stared at his sticky hands, and his face went dack. Even with stepped-up thinking,
he couldn't resolve his questions, his contradictions, his suspicions.

Who was he, redlly?

Hisingrained Servant conditioning fought with itself in an utter failure to comprehend. The dark
persondity submerged beneath Dand's outer skin had broken through his Servant identity, leaving him
helpless, overriding hisrea wishes. The most terrifying part was that it had been so easy—Dand had
been helplessto stop it from happening.

Was thiswhat he had wanted to know? Did he want to remember who the origind Dana had been?
Wheat type of person could be capable of such abominable, unprovoked actions?

Asthelift pulled him upward, he felt the scar on his chest from the sacrificia knife, and once again he
alowed the flashback of the neo-Satanit ritud to flood into his mind, making his temples pound.

What had he done to deserve a death as violent and as terrible as that, with the heart cut from his chest
by adull blade?

Dana no longer wanted to discover the origin of hisflashbacks. He wanted to start all over again. He
wanted to be asmple Servant, following orders, without the dightest inkling of his past. He wanted
forgivenessfor hisawful crime.

But he would get none—they would terminate him. He would die again.

The lobby spread out in front of him asthe lift doors parted, but now the microprocessor drove hisbrain
at asnal's pace. Eventswhirled around him like amaelstrom of razor blades. He stepped out of the
elevator, holding his blood-covered hands dumbly before him.

Severd people noticed him at once. The receptionist looked up, cocked her head, and camly screamed
in the exact pitch that activated the droning darms.

One of the Enforcer escorts had just entered the lobby and stood contemplating the large Metroplex map
on thewall, searching for the location of hisnext delivery. Dand noted ingtantly that the Enforcer wastal
and thin, and his hands and wrists showed black skin that would normally have been covered by armored
gloves. The same Enforcer who had escorted him to the Van Ryman mansion, seemingly alifetime
before.

Asthe alarms throbbed through the intercom, the Enforcer whirled and fumbled at hisarmor. Behind the
black visor hetried to grasp the situation and choose the proper wegpon for combat.

In adaze Dand turned away and stumbled toward the transplastic door. It wastoo late now. He saw no
way out, and he till had no answers.

“Servant! Halt!” the Enforcer shouted, finaly diding awide-barreled pocket bazooka from its holster.



Dand hesitated amoment. The Enforcer, in hisaarm, had not used the Command phrase. Danal knew
he would be terminated if he stopped. He had murdered Francois Nathans and Rodney Quick.

He did not want to die a second time.

Dana had no other decision to make. Without a thought he burst toward the door, pumping hislegs
fagter than any normal human could. The Enforcer blinked in amazement. The receptionist screamed

agan.
The Enforcer pointed hiswegpon and launched a projectile.

Dana plowed through the revolving doors as ablast shattered the transplastic and blew shrapnel
outward. Helet out acry of pain as something ripped through his shoulder, but he swalowed hisfear and
rushed into the milling streets.

“Rebd!” the Enforcer cried. Hefired again, blasting away the debris of the door, and climbed rapidly
through the jagged opening.

Dand floundered among the gawking pedestrians, trying to swim through the crowd, but he could not
cloak himsdlf in anonymity. The crowd hated him, hated al Servants. They stared a him with mocking
expressions. But they would not help anybody; they hated Enforcers, too.

The Enforcer danced through the churning bodies and fired athird time.

A woman beside Dand screamed and fell to the pavement with blood dribbling out the back of her head.
Ice began to form in his stomach as he ran, waiting for a projectile to pierce his body and detonate,
which would leave nothing for anyone to resurrect. He dodged, running much faster than his pursuer but
much dower than any exploding bullet that might be launched after him.

The Enforcer stopped, looking down helplesdy at hiswegpon in horror or confusion, but the visor hid all
expressions.

Dand's chest ached where his original heart had once been, but that heart had been torn from him by a
murderer's hand, replaced with abiomechanical pump. Dand clutched historn shoulder and saw clear
synBlood 00zing between hisfingers.

The Enforcer moved again, shoving aman out of hisway. Someone el se screamed next to thefalen
woman. The Enforcer took out hisriot club, swinging it but hitting no one.

“You can't treet citizenslike that!” someone shouted. The crowd's anger began to ignite like amatch.

In the wake of Dand'sflight, aman fell into an old woman; he regained his balance and angrily swung a
her. The Enforcer fired twice, but into the air thistime. Severa screams echoed in the crowd as Dand
continued to flee. A man struck the Enforcer from behind, but he turned and convulsively struck the man
full in the face with the riot club. Some of the people were hitting each other in a senseless release of their
anger.

And Dand ran to escape from the mob that was drawing in like anoose around the hapless Enforcer.
The black monster of hisimprisoned memory battered his Servant identity, and Dand fought against
releasngit.

Hewas a murderer. Unprovoked, he had daughtered two men. He had resisted direct orders from an
Enforcer, and he had fled from justice.



Dand wasterrified by his own capabilities, by what was locked in the mausoleum of his dead memory.
He did not want to know what his flashbacks signified. He wanted only to forget.

Helooked ahead of himself with tunnd vison, seeing only the path of least resistance, the confused route
that let him avoid as many people as possible yet left enough of them in the way to baffle the Enforcer's
lineof fire

Just ahead of him, Dand fixed his gaze on athin man with square-cut salt-and-pepper hair, grinning and
srutting proudly down the street with afemae Servant. Details flooded into his mind—he saw the
inggniaof aGuildsman on the man'slgpe; he saw indigo lines tattooed into the wrinkles around his eyes,
he saw one of the Guildsman's knobby hands massaging the female Servant's buttocks. She seemed not
tonoticeat dl.

The other Servant wore the usua gray jumpsuit, but the old man had placed along blond wig on her
head and flowersin the artificia hair. He had draped jewelry on her neck and wrigts. Shewaked like a
piece of livestock.

The Guildsman turned, startled, as Dand nearly ran into him, and then gaped as he noticed the long
smear of Nathans's blood on hisjumpsuit and the wound on Dand's shoulder bleeding clear synBlood. In
reflex to her Magter's actions, the female Servant turned to look at Danal aswell.

Her crystal-blue eyes were empty. The resurrection process had washed the sea spray from her face,
and her artificid hair had been combed by someone ese. Her efin, dimpled features were waxy and
lifdess

But it was till the face on the beach, the one he had found in the hologram on Van Ryman's mantel.
JULIA!

Suddenly hisred memory burst open, dl of it. Thousands upon thousands of thoughts stumbled hungrily
into thelight of day. Hisold sef, histrue self emerged.

And Dand knew.

He screamed as the agony struck him, making his knees buckle, turning the pain in historn shoulder into
amere annoyance. Theworld vanished in the resurgent flood of hisflashback ashislife and hisviolent
death on the sacrificid dtar rose up to stare him in the face.

Van Ryman
Van Ryman!
| AM VINCENT VAN RYMAN!

He saw that the old Guildsman had dready hurried Juliaaway, frightened by the rampaging Servant.
Dand watched her in anguish for only amoment, fixing the scenein hismind, then ducked blindly down a
crossway, then another, until he had run far enough ahead of the mob to fed relatively safe. But he could
no longer hide from his returning memories.

The man | Served is an impostor, usurper!

Hetried to sort out histhoughts. And everything fell back into place, just where it had always belonged.

PART II
FLASHBACK
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Dand kept running by ingtinct. Enforcer hovercars soared overhead, skimming the tops of the buildings,
converging near Resurrection, Inc. If he concentrated, Danal could still hear the sounds of the angry mob
even above the background noises of the city.

Dana wondered when the Enforcers would send out specia tracker teamsto locate him. Or would they
even bother? Would they assume he was dead? Had they even discovered that Dana had been the
cause of the uprising?

The Servant sumbled into aresidentia area of towering condominium buildings. The streets—all of
which had been named after extinct wildflowers—Iooped about in a conscious attempt to bresk the
illuson of ageometricaly ordered city.

Dand wished he could see through the buildings, look straight down the convoluted streets. Julia
remained out there somewhere. He had seen her—a Servant like himsdlf. But was she Julia? Or was the
true Juliagone, leaving only awalking body behind? He could remember the last time he had seen
her—the red Julia. The memory had returned now, if he could find it, if he was able to dig through the

pain....

She had been gitting across from him in the formal dining room of the Van Ryman mangion, resting both
elbows on the tablecloth. They were laughing. It had started out as an argument, but they had conscioudy
steered the conversation to more lighthearted things.

They taked and drank cheap pink champagne—Julialiked cheap pink champagne. Their two new
Servants, amale and afemale, stood attentively outside the door of the formal dining room. Danal—the
red Vincent Van Ryman—had purchased the Servantsto alow him more time done with Julia, now that
he had given up dl hisneo-Satanist activities. Dand/Van Ryman hadn't noticed that the Servants' eyes
looked too attentive, that their thoughts seemed too dert.

Juliagiggled, but then stopped laughing abruptly. Van Ryman looked up and saw that the room had gone
blurry, and the champagne suddenly had an awful aftertaste of chemicals. The world went out of focus,
and then faded to black....

He had awakened in the artificialy dank stone Sabbat chamber undernegth the mansion. Manacled to the
walls—it al seemed weirdly Gothic and melodramatic. Francois Nathans was there, and Juliawas not.

“Julia? What happened to Julia?’

Nathans made awry scowl. “ Oh how noble of you to think of the poor lady firgt, Vincent. She's dready
dead—dumped on the sireet and deleted from The Net. But you're amuch bigger PR item. Our first
‘Traitor to the Faith.” | couldn't have dreamed up abetter unifying forceif I'd tried. Well have aspecid
Sabbat in your honor, Vincent, and no one will know the difference ... because you aren't you anymore.”
Nathanslaughed. “ Oh boy, werre going to milk thisfor al it'sworth!”

Vincent Van Ryman pulled againgt his chains, and felt cold as he dowly reached forward to touch his
face—

Then Danal dammed the door on the clamoring memories, holding them at bay for later, making them
wait. Until it was safe.

The Servant found himsdlf careening down one of the winding streets where the backs of the
condominium buildings butted up against each other. He could see the worn fences of the lucky first-level
dwellerswho had their own yardlets fenced into little honeycombs. The denizens of the upper stories had



to remain content with small terraces above, looking down &t the ground.

Unseen behind one open patio window came the shouts of two men and one woman arguing in a
language Dand could not identify. On another patio an older couple lay on stained chaise lounges,
stretched out, motionless next to each other.

Dand felt exhausted, with the world pounding around him, too much happening dl at once. His head
buzzed with the redlity that had just struck him, from the events that in such ashort time had changed him
from anormal, obedient Servant to arenegade.

He leaned against the fence, sheltered by alarge garbage receptacle and the shadow of the twin
condominium buildings. Resting for amomert...

Danal took adeep breath and let the nightmares come to him. Hewas afraid at first, but he opened the
door quickly and snapped it shut again, dlowing only the first memory—the last memory—to come out.

“Rah hyuun!"
“Rah hyuun!"

Theritud chanting filled the air with adrone like alocomotive, augmented by the chain of speskers
around the grotto celling.

Vincent Van Ryman was drugged, and he sumbled. Theingde of hishead felt fuzzy and hisvison had
narrowed to the width of apencil shaft. Around him he saw robes—white, red, black—sgnifying the
ranks of Acolyte, Acolyte Supervisor, and Coven Manager, with various markingsto indicate the
sublevels of authority and mastery of neo-Satanism.

The grotto was it by candles and red strobelights that provided a hypnotic atmospherefor theritud,
enhanced by odorless halucinogenic drugs wafting through the enclosed air.

Danal/Van Ryman knew he was doomed, about to be sacrificed. He was not bound or restrained in any
way, but he had no will to make hisarms or legsmove. It took al his concentration merely to remain
standing or to stumble forward when someone directed him.

Nathans wasn't there; Nathans never took part in the actud rituas. He kept his hands clean. He remained
out of sght. But with Vincent Van Ryman—the former High Priest of the neo-Satanists—turned against
him, Francois Nathans had yanked invisible strings, setting whedlsin motion, proving to be aformidable

enamy.

Theritua moved forward, but Vincent's brain had dipped agear, plodding ahead at agreatly reduced
pace. He had conducted the chant himsalf a dozen times before, but now he could not remember the
words, the details of the High Sabbat. Except he knew that at the culmination of the High Sabbat,
someone aways died.

And as herecalled this, hefet hands grasping the numb skin of hisarms, roughly yet gently. Red-robed
men urged him toward the poured-stone dtar into which had been molded various signsand symbals. In
acorner of hismind he remembered designing many of those symbols himsdif.

Van Ryman could not resst. Hisarms dowly moved up to fend them off, but he felt astinging in his neck.
One of the Coven Managers herding him toward the atar withdrew hisfinger; he saw aglint from the
slver thimble needle that had been dipped in curare. Vincent knew it would take only amoment, and he
fdt the vestiges of hismuscle control dissolving into mist.



Helay back, barely ableto fed the roughness of the atar against his naked back. He stared up at the
ceiling, originaly hewn from the end of adeep subway tunnel but now embelished with papier mache
saactites.

“Rah hyuun!"
“Rah hyuun!"

Vertigo engulfed him as the chanting reached its climax. He could not move or even turn hishead now. It
wasamgor effort amply to blink hiseyes.

Then the chanting stopped abruptly. The tape-recorded choir cut off, and the neo-Satanist attendees
stopped their own voices amoment afterward. The hushed silence pounded at him.

Into hisfield of view he saw, likeamirror moving up in front of him, hisown face, his stolen face, fixed
with afanaticd, confident expression, looking triumphant. Thered Van Ryman could seealine of faint
red pinpricks along the imposter's jaw. Then he caught the glint of orange candldlight on the edge of the
wide, rune-marked sacrificia dagger, the arthame.

The imposter spoke the last words, the benediction of the High Sabbat, as he brought the arthame down.
“Ashesto ashes, blood to blood; fly to Hell for al our good!”

Van Ryman was not ableto blink; the curare denied him even an inginctive flinch. Blacknessand pain
exploded outward from the center of his chest asthe blade drovein....

Now, Dand came up out of the memory gasping, sucking cold air into hislungslike adrowning man
clawing hisway to the surface. Servants did not sweat—their body temperature was too closdly
regulated to make perspiration necessary—but he felt drenched with an emotiona backwash.

The memory of the High Sabbat scorched the backs of his eyes, yet the pain grew more endurable. The
menta ache did not fade, but he learned how to tolerate it, how to face his own past. He stepped into the
middle of the winding street, leaving behind the fixation with hismemories. Dand had more practica
congderations for the moment.

What was he going to do now?

He couldn't go back. He couldn't ask for help. The imposter remained living insde Dand's own home,
playing the part of Vincent Van Ryman. Dana had no place there. Theimposter had planned something,
led Dand through the motions of a careful script, and he had unwittingly performed likea
pre-programmed machine.

But Francois Nathans was dead at the Servant's hands. Some of the self-directed horror faded as Danal
remembered what Nathans had done to him in life, but Nathans had never been stupid. Thekilling had
been too carefully set up, asif Nathans had specifically planned to trigger Dand's murderousrage. Asif
he had a death wish, or something elsein mind. Had he been trying to commit suicide? Not Nathans.
Was there something more, something that Dand till could not see even with the restoration of his
memories?

The Servant finaly began to heed the pain in his shoulder. He cocked his head and |ooked down &t the
torn gray materid of hisjumpsuit, at the cut-mest remains of his shoulder where the shrapnel had struck
him. Clear, sap-like synBlood oozed from the wound.

Doctor. Medicdl attention. He would have to be repaired. Servants had difficulty healing themsalves. The
synthetic blood did carry micro-platel ets to dissolve and coagulate, sealing leaks upon exposureto air,



much like some antifreeze sol utions sealed mechanical lesks. But the wound sedlantsin synBlood were
not very efficient, good mostly for minor injuries. After dl, if a Servant wastoo badly damaged, an owner
could just get anew one.

The dow healing might be Dandl's grestest danger, | etting him bleed to death before he could adequately
sed off theinjury. Eveninthat case, the synHeart would dutifully keep besting, and the microprocessor
would continue to drive his brain while the bloodless body burned itself out.

Dand searched hismind, accessing al the generd information stored in the microprocessor until he found
the implanted map of the Metroplex. Inside his head Dand located the nearest medica center.

The red swath of Nathans's blood stood out like a banner on his jumpsuit. Dana would have to explain
the blood and his own injury. He wasn't certain if the center would treat him at al. He set off, trudging
down the street, mentaly dowing his synHeart to retard the bleeding. He would worry about
explanations later.
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By thetime Dand arrived at the medica center, he had reached the middle stages of dizzy euphoria,
fedling light asair and drained of blood. The world moved dower around him.

Thetransplastic doors glided open in front of him, smooth and silent on their chrome tracks. He plodded
into the room, periphera vision suddenly gone fuzzy. Black spots danced in front of hiseyes, like holesin
the universe that winked in and out of existence.

Severd Servants worked behind the expansive front counter, keying information, moving boxes,
delivering papers and supplies. Other patients waited in separate privacy cubicles surrounded by bright
plagtic plant-things, but the reception areaitself seemed relatively empty. The casudties from the street
riot had apparently not yet overflowed the medical centers closer to Resurrection, Inc.

Dana shuffled up to the counter, trying to speak, but histhroat wastoo dry. A femae Servant stood with
her back to him, paying no attention to hisarriva. One of the fluorescent light panels overhead flickered
gpasmodicaly, asif struggling to throw out just afew more photons before the repair-rats replaced it.

An overweight nurseftech strolled out from another corridor to meet the wounded Servant. Her hair had
been dyed black and looked like plastic; her face was weighted down with so much makeup that Danal
doubted he could see asquare centimeter of her real skin. Thin surgical gloves covered her hands.

The nurseftech looked at him with a puzzled, astonished expression. Dried blood from Francois Nathans
stained the front of Dand's jumpsuit, and the Servant's own colorless synBlood darkened the fabric
around his ragged wound. She spoke with athin voice he would not have expected from her matronly
body. “What do you want here, Servant? Has there been an accident?”’

Danal placed ablank mask on hisface and answered her camly. “I wastold to come here to be hedled.”
He used thelast of hismenta strength to wrench himsdlf back to awareness of his surroundings.

Stll not sure what to do, the nurseftech refused to move. Then she clutched at her usud routine and
stepped back behind the counter to reach aNet terminal. After hitting afew burst keys, she called up an
input screen and looked at him with detached professionalism.

“Okay, how were you injured?’

Dand responded automatically with the self-programmed answer he had pounded into the front of his
brain. “A riot in the streets. A stray projectile struck me. The Enforcer told meto come here” His



Servant programming rebelled, trying to deny the lie and state the bald facts, but Danal managed to
control the other sdif.

“What's your ID number? And who isyour Master?’ she asked in aflat voice, routine questionsto her.

Dand baked and covered his momentary hestation with asigh of pain. Vincent Van Ryman was not his
Magter. Vincent Van Ryman was not even real, not anymore. An imposter now had the name and the
physica appearance, but the rea Van Ryman was dead, living again only asasmulacrum of disguised
flesh, resurrected memories. Dand couldn't give out his 1D number. That would be like a beacon for
anyonetrying to track him down, asignd for the Enforcers and the Guardian Angelsto locate him, to
terminate him once and for all.

But the black dizziness swam in front of hiseyes, like shark fins cutting the water of his consciousness.
His synHeart labored, ready to burn out, his blood vessals running dry. Danal couldn't worry about the
futureif hedidn't survive the present.

“Vincent Van Ryman. My Master isVincent Van Ryman,” he said weakly. He stated hisID number a
few digitsat atime until the nurseftech had dl the information. Dand'sjoints began to go haywire. For
some reason his kneeswobbled in and out, and he dumped against the countertop. He was oddly
reminded of the moment of hisrebirth, as he had emerged dripping from the vat and unableto control his
own reflexes, and Rodney Quick standing there taunting him.

But Rodney Quick isdead. | killed him.
An accident.

Dand became partialy aware again as the nurse/tech bellowed for one of the human orderlies. Hefelt a
man's ungentle grip on hiswaist and his uninjured arm. Their words drifted around his ears, and hewas
only vaguely ableto comprehend them.

“Help me get him to one of the sterile rooms. Then go to the trauma chamber and find some of the extra
bottles of synBlood.” (Nursetech.)

“Can't hego to arepair center or something? | thought we didn't fix Servantshere.” (Orderly.)
“Congder it good practice, then.” (Nurseftech: with cold sarcasm.)

But when Dand tried to move hislegs, tried to help carry his own weight, the blacknessin the air reached
out to swalow him up. He reded, and lost control of the door in hismind.

Unchecked, al the dead memories swooped after him as he fled undefended down into
UNCONSCI OUSNESS....

“I'd liketo gtart areligion. That'swhere themoney is,” Francois Nathans had said.

It wasjust the start of a conversation, an exchange of ideas. But it dtered the lives of Vincent Van
Ryman, hisfather Stromgaard VVan Ryman, and Nathans himself.

Y oung Vincent was eighteen years old at the time. He went to answer the door signdl, but he knew it was
Nathans even before he opened the door. Outside, the muscular and ever-watchful Servant bodyguards
kept their Srategic positions around the Van Ryman mans on. The bodyguards would have excluded
most people—except Nathans.

With the growing blue-collar opposition to Servants and Resurrection, Inc., severa terrorist attacks had



been directed at the mansion itself. Perhgps the single private dwelling stated too blatantly how much
wedlth and success Stromgaard Van Ryman had achieved by putting blues out of work. Nathans, on the
other hand, kept several dwellings, none of them elaborate and all of them very secret.

Vincent's mother had been killed five years before, nated while she walked with her son on the
dreets. Sheld falen next to him, till trying to walk but with ahalf dozen projectile holesin her body. The
thirteen-year-old boy redlized how lucky he wasto survive, and wondered if held be atarget aswell. He
experienced anger and shock, but it was hard to feel deep sorrow for her. His mother had aways trested
Vincent as a burden, much as Stromgaard now did.

Vincent let Francois Nathansinto the wdl-lit front halway of the mansion, smiling asthe tall man clapped
him on the shoulder. “Hello, Vincent.”

Though it was dusk, they had severa hours yet before Nathans would worry about the Enforcers
curfew. Silhouetted in the dampening gtillness of sunseat, the Servant bodyguards stood motionless and
threatening around the house.

Nathans had chosen to wear aslvery hairpiece thistime; the older man wore silvery hairpiecesonly
when he had something important on hismind.

“Wheresyour father?’ Nathans asked him, asif he didn't know.

“Inthe study, playing Net games.” Vincent tried to keep his unconscious sneer in check. He hated how
Stromgaard wasted histime, and wasted the capabilities of The Net, by using the entertainment
directories and nothing else.

Vincent had watched his father dowly drift degper into the background of running Resurrection, Inc. As
the work grew more complex, it required aspecia kind of mind to manageit al, morethan just a
competent resource organizer (which, Vincent believed, was all hisfather could redlly be).

Nathans had shouldered more of the burden. While Stromgaard sulked and grumbled to himself about
how Nathans was taking over what wasrightfully his, the elder Van Ryman basically ignored his son.

Vincent had grown used to it over the years and trained himsdlf to find his own means of entertainment.
He had grown quite proficient in searching the databases and in doing programming. He became more
and moreimpressed with The Net itsdf, finding little he could not do once he set hismind to it. He
created several falseidentities on the eectronic-mail network—not a difficult task, Snce some members
of pecia-interest groups operated under pseudonyms, keeping their private lives anonymous. Vincent
then carried on five different fictitious lives, dl of which adlowed him to look at society from different
angles.

Nathans shrugged off hisjacket and threw it over one arm as he strode down the hdl to Stromgaard's
study. In the background, Vincent could hear some of the ectronic sound effects as Stromgaard played
hisidiotic games. He heard arapid succession of blegps, then a whoosh, and then aquiet cursefrom his
father.

Nathans waited outside the study door with ahalf smile on hisface. He flashed Vincent a conspiratorid
grimace, then entered the room.

Stromgaard did not condescend to acknowledge the other man's presence. The elder Van Ryman aways
seemed to be searching for away to annoy Nathans, but Nathans blithely ignored it, which perturbed
Stromgaard even more. Sometimes his father's childish attitude embarrassed even Vincent.



Vincent made ready to go back upstairs, where he spent most of histime. He never took part in their
discussions, but thistime Vincent paused on awhim and moved closer to the study as he heard Nathans's

opening gambit.
“I'd liketo start ardigion. That'swhere the money is”

Stromgaard greeted the proposal with silence, but Vincent could sense that Nathans had captured his
father's attention. The eder Van Ryman waited for him to continue.

“Asthe saying goes, thefirst priest wasthefirst charlatan who met thefirst fool. We could cash in on
that.”

“Why?" Stromgaard asked. “Y ou don't have enough money? Y ou don't have enough to do lording over
Resurrection, Inc. dl by yoursdf?’

Nathans smiled, sdestepping the implied accusation. “It's not actudly the money, Stromgaard. | was
thinking more dong the lines of something for you to do. Y ou're ... phasing out of your duties at the
corporation. Y ou obvioudy need something € se to occupy your time.” He pointed to the Net screen on
which Stromgaard's game score il flashed. “ Annihilating dien invaders? Y ou're more talented than
that.”

“I'm not interested in religion,” the elder Van Ryman said. “ And I'm not feding much like amessiah
lady.”

“No,” Nathans countered, pacing the room, thinking out loud. “Messahs are ... boring. They've been
done so many times, you know. | had something morein mind like ... well, something new.”

Stromgaard let out an incredul ous laugh. “ Something new? In areligion? Have fun trying to come up with
anidea”

Nathans sat down in the overstuffed chair and poured himself aglass of the Glenlivet Stromgaard aways
drank. Vincent occasonaly spped asmal snifter of the scotch himsalf, mainly when trying to be part of
someone el sg's conversation, but he persondly didiked its pungent taste and the way it lingered for hours
in the back of hismouth.

“Wadl,” Nathans continued, “that'swhat | was hoping to discuss with you tonight. A brainstorming
session, like the ones we used to have when you weren't moping around all thetime.”

“I'm fresh out of ideas. Come back some other day.” Stromgaard punched afew keys on the Net
keyboard, initiating another game.

Vincent stepped into the study, and spoke up before the two older men could see him. *Y ou could run a
computer model on The Net. Have the system design the most viable new religion, given an up-to-date
anaysisof current events and socid trends.”

Hisfather turned away from the screen and scowled a him. “Vincent, go to your room.”
“No,” Nathansinterrupted. “1'm in the mood for idess.”

Giddy at what he was doing, Vincent continued. “I waslistening, sorry. But The Net could andyze dl the
world'sreligions, correlate the main theses that seem to have the most impact, the greatest chance of
hooking new followers, and then we can put it into the context of modern-day society—create something
new, but with al the good parts of the old.”



Nathans grinned at him with bright eyes. Vincent fet awarm flush, but kept his pride in check.
Stromgaard turned away from the Net screen and | et the video spaceships play by themselvesfor a
moment before they al annihilated each other.

“You can't do that,” hisfather said. “It's much too complicated. We'd need an army of superhackersand
programmers.”

“Give meten minutes,” Vincent said and took his place at the keyboard. He canceled the game and
stepped hisway down through the menus. He paused and couldn't resist turning to hisfather. “The Net is
good for more than just games. Y ou'd seethat if you spent more time exploring it.”

He set afew datastringsin motion, building a broader relationd file. “I'm going to run alot of the tenets
through alogic routine, and have it discard anything that redly makesno senseat al.”

“Ah no, Vincent, you're missing the point,” Nathans said. “I don't want it to be believable, not believable
intheleast. There'salarger plan at work here. | want to make our religion ridiculous, because | don't
want to midead any intelligent people, the ones with even amodicum of potentid in their crania
chambers. | want to lay asdective trap, something that only the termindly stupid will fal into. Intelligence
isthe only thing we've got that sets us gpart from other animal's, you know.”

Vincent blinked and nodded, but Nathans seemed to have launched into awell-rehearsed speech. “The
popular religions are at the root of the problem, teaching people not to think for themselves on pain of
losing their Eternd Sadvation. ‘ The world holds two classes of men—intelligent men without religion, and
religious men without intelligence.” A tenth-century Syrian poet wrote that.”

“Nobody will believeyou,” Stromgaard said in aconfident voice.

“Mankind'strack record says otherwise. Think of all the people who, despite utter and overwhelming
proof to the contrary, till believe in magic apples and talking snakesto explain the creation of the
world?

“Oh, don't even start, Francois,” Stromgaard sighed. “Y ou're going to give me a headache. And we're
not interested.”

“Let memake my case! I've done my homework because | intend to do something about this. If you're
going to help me, you have to understand my rationde.”

“Who sayswe're going to help you?’

“Doesn't it bother you that, just because the Bible happensto say the Sun goes around the Earth, the
religious fanaticsfed it'stheir right to go out and burn astronomers at the stake for proving otherwise? It's
been done. Would you swallow a story about a fish swalowing aman, then spitting him out safe and
sound three days | ater, never mind that the hydrochloric acid in gastric juiceswould est through a
tabletop in afew seconds?’

Vincent paused at the keyboard to listen, but then continued with hiswork, eager to show off his skill
with The Net.

“It goes on and on, but let's not just pick on Judeo-Christians,” Nathans continued. “What about [Idam?
One God omniscient and omnipresent, yet He seemsto have afine-tuning problem—He can't hear your
prayers unless your head points toward a particular latitude and longitude? How could anybody believe
such things?’

“Like believing aman could rise from the dead?’ Stromgaard retorted to the head of Resurrection, Inc.,



withaglint of triumphin hiseye.

“Not without due process! Besides, it takes us alittle longer than three days. Religionislike awet
blanket to the thinking man. In Seventeenth-Century Russa, the Eastern Orthodox Church went to war
withitsef over whether the faithful should make the sign of the cross using two fingers symbolizing God
and Man, or three fingersfor the Holy Trinity—thousands and thousands of people died in the strugglée!
It's patheticdly funny inaway.”

Stromgaard sighed. “ That was centuries ago, Francois. It doesn't matter anymore.”

“But it hasn't changed! The Vatican just released an announcement that people no longer need to be
actually present at the Pope's Christmas Massto receive his blessing, because ‘improvementsin
technology now dlow usto transmit God'sforgiveness eectronicaly.” And the Modemsaredl excited
because they've developed anew sdective disintegrator ‘for Allah’ that'll 1et them remove the fingers and
hands of thieves according to Idamic law, keeping the pain but doing away with dl the mess.”

Nathans shook his head wearily, asif in despair. “ Progress doesn't enlighten people—it just makes them
Supid in new ways.”

Stromgaard snorted, narrowing hiseyes. “Y ou're going off on another one of your crusades, Francois.

Y ears and years ago you were trying to solve the world's crime problem, and what ever became of that?
Now it'sreligion. Next, you'll be working on the world food shortage. Y ou storm ahead and argue alot
and leave usdl inthedust. Why not just giveit arest?’

Nathans looked at him with a sour expression. “Y ou must have a problem with grandiose idess,
Stromgaard. I'm giving you something to think about. Mull it over. Expand your mind. It lookslike you're
getting out of practice.” He glanced around the study. “Do you have something to est?’

“No,” Stromgaard answered flatly.

Vincent turned while The Net continued to labor. “But if you want people to expand their minds, Mr.
Nathans, what's wrong with having them ponder metaphysicd things, likereligion?’

“Ah, Vincent, thinking about such questionsisfine, but when philosophy becomesa religion, then people
stop considering the ideas and pay more attention to following ritua . Once you're convinced that you
have The Word Of God, you stop bothering to think about the details. How could a Supreme Being ever
be wrong? Then your brain beginsto atrophy.”

Nathansran afingertip aong hislip, thinking. “Maybe the Eastern religions ... they're not quite so
preoccupied with their own importance. Hmmmm. No, take alook at Taoism—they happily worship
gods of robbery and drunkenness, and take their pick from eighty-one different heavens, while the
Buddhists, being much more conservative, limit themselves to a mere thirty-one heavens. No wonder
they believe in reincarnation—a poor wandering spirit can't figure out where el se to go!

“Congder some, like Orthodox Judaism, that have stagnated in their rituals and symbols. They may as
well just videotape their services and play them back year after year, generation after generation. Nothing
ever changes. It'saways just the same mechanical gestures, the same memorized phrases. Nothing has
been brought into the context of the modern world—do they think weredl gtill shepherdsin the Middle
East? Arewe still supposed to placate the old things that used to go bump in the night?” Nathans sat
down, exasperated.

“'Religion is comparableto achildhood neuross; Sigmund Freud said. And hewasright.”



“Got it!” Vincent interrupted, turning away from the Net termind. Nathans looked up at him, and
Stromgaard regarded his son skeptically. Vincent continued, “It's alittle bit unexpected, though. It looks
something like Satanism, in an updated form.”

He pointed to the screen and listed out the results of the relational search. *'Y ou want something that the
peoplewill find exciting, something that seems dightly forbidden, which | take to mean something dark.
You'll want it to betitillating, so throw in alittle racy symbolism, some suggestive rituals, maybe even sex
during the high ceremonies. And you want your deity to be bigger than life, very powerful but within
reach—not some ethered, al-pervading god spirit that never interferesin the affairs of mortals. We want
an Old Testament-ish dictatorid entity that rewards the faithful but doesal sorts of unpleasant thingsto
unbelievers. Try the popular conception of Satan—it al fits.”

“Satanism...” Nathans pursed hislips, considering. “But placed in amodern context, anew Satanism.
Neo-Satanism! | like the sound of that.”

Stromgaard looked asif he had been left out of the decision entirely, and was about to speak up when
Vincent's enthusiasm stopped him. “Let'sdo it!”
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Later. Much later.

Asif from agreat distance, Vincent looked down at the victim on the dtar. The young woman—formerly
astudent, then turned activist, and then, for some unknown reason, suddenly afanatic neo-Satanist—Ilay
back in anticipation, naked except for the flimsy white robe, most assuredly not avirgin. Shethrust her
smadll, not quite rounded breasts up toward him as he stood in his black High Priest robes.

They hadn't needed any drugswith her, no tranquilizing or disorienting substances to keep her quiet
through the ceremony. Shelay back, grinning a self-satisfied smile, without the dightest doubt on her
face, absolutely confident in her beliefs.

Vincent could hardly keep the scorn from his face. Nathans was right—how could these people be so
gullible?

The candlesflickered; the incense made the underground room seem too stuffy, too perfumed. Sounds
echoed in thelarge vault, making it seem like avast, unpleasant womb. Not quite familiar with the High
Sabbat ritua, some of the white-robed A colytes continued the meaningless chant, following dong in their
printed program lesflets. Vincent ignored them.

Behind the altar, the “sacred relics’ of neo-Satanism sat on display in separate trangparent showcases. A
black (plastic) claw torn from Satan's finger when He turned his back on Heaven in disgust, deciding
instead to come and look after mortals. Another relic: ablackened hoofprint burned into the linoleum
when Satan had appeared in Wittenburg to make hisfamous bargain with Dr. Faustusin the sixteenth
century (it didn't ssem to bother any of the convertsthat linoleum hadn't been created until more than
three centurieslater). And asmal via of semen from when Satan had impregnated a twentieth-century
woman named Rosemary.

Vincent dragged his gaze over the chanting crowd and prepared to strike. He raised the blade of the
arthame over the naked woman's chest. She cocked her head back, anticipating, distantly awed by what
she expected to see.

“If you beievedl tha,” he couldn't resst mumbling under his breath, not sureif she could hear him or if
shewas even listening, “then you're brain dead aready.”



He brought the blade down. It was dways the same, and by now he had lost hisrevulsion, hisguilt, and
felt no sympathy at dl for the victims, for people who would alow themselvesto be so easily
manipul ated.

Vincent had considered it an elaborate joke at first, agame, atrick to play on the masses—but they were
supposed to catch on, and everyone would laugh sheepishly and admit they'd been fooled. Yet to his
horror, the people turned the tables on him—they had embraced neo-Satanism with al the fervor that
The Net had predicted. It amazed him at first, and then appalled him.

Back at the beginning. Nathanstilted the chair, locking his fingers together behind his neck. He smiled to
himsdlf, and spoke aoud to Vincent, who was busily concocting “holy writings,” scribbling complex and
nonsengca poetry on some artificidly aged parchment.

“'Man isinsane. He wouldn't know how to create a bacterium, and creates gods by the dozen.” The
French philosopher Montaigne wrote that.”

Vincent looked up from hiswriting. “Y ou sureread alot, Mr. Nathans.”

“No. | just memorize agood many quotes. That way it seemslikel read alot, when | don't redly have
thetime”

Vincent rolled up the parchment, careful not to smear theink. They planned on claming thet this
particular scripture came from ancient Arabia, and he wondered how anyone would explain the existence
of fet-tip pensin that far-flung land. Sadly, he doubted anyone would question it at all.

“I've been using The Net to do alot of my researching for me,” Vincent said distractedly. “It's funny
some of the thingsthat turned up. Did you know that Satan means ‘ adversary’ in Hebrew? Y et Lucifer
means‘light bearer.” That's an odd contradiction, don't you think?’

“Fit those detailsin. The more mysterious names and ancient-sounding words, the better.”

“I've even come up with arationae for worshiping Satan,” he offered. “ For instance, why waste your
time worshiping agood god? If he'struly good, then helll never do anything bad to you. Y ou're better off
trying to keep the evil one happy, appease him with afew rituas and sacrifices, so hewon't harm you.

Y ou're covered on both bases.”

“No, no, no!” Nathans stood up and went over to close the French windows against the gray fog
outside. On hisway back to the chair, he switched on thefireplace. “ Y ou don't argue using concepts.
Y ou have to claim dogmaand leave no room for rational thought. If someone challenges you with
irrefutable logical arguments, you need only say ‘the Lord worksin mysteriousways,’ or ‘dl thingsare
clear to those who have Faith.”

They heard Stromgaard moving down the hall, going up the sairs, and then returning again to exit the
front door without spesking to them. The eder Van Ryman had kept himsdlf busy with the business
details of forming the new religion, and lft the philosophical discussonsto Vincent and Nathans, who
enjoyed them more.

Earlier, asthey had dl sat in front of the mirrored hearth, Nathans stressed the importance of ritua, how
the proper gestures and repetitions were pivotd to asuccessful religion. Theritua had to besmple
enough to be remembered easily, yet complex enough that one had to learn it, rather than mindlesdy
follow dong. And it dso had to have an air of mystique, adark power behind it to lure the converts.

The elder Van Ryman had been in charge of contacting aprofessiona choreographer, who helped them



to design the elaborate rituas. The choreographer, a bitter woman who could no longer dance because a
nerve disease had taken from her the precise use of her arms and legs, immediately took up the challenge
and derived remarkable rituals based on, but not obvioudy evolved from, common religious ceremonies.

The Black Mass, or the Sabbat, became a parody, an inverse of the Catholic Mass, with the worshipers

reverently making the sign of the broken cross.

Although Nathans had specificaly intended neo-Satanism to be Stromgaard's bailiwick, the elder Van
Ryman again proved hisinadequacy. Vincent and Nathans had forged far ahead philosophically, but kept
Stromgaard busy and distracted with agreat dedl of the nuts-and-bolts work. Confidentialy Nathans had
told Vincent how he hoped they could occupy Stromgaard long enough to get the religion formul ated.
After the mgor groundwork was properly completed, neo-Satanism could function by itself, even with
someone like Stromgaard at the hem.

One thing Stromgaard had indeed helped them with was designing ahierarchicd structurein the new
priesthood. Stromgaard had devised the management levels of Acolytes, Acolyte Supervisors, and
Coven Managers, with the various numericd ranksin between. A hierarchy kept the convertsfeding like
they had their own place, he said, giving them something to work toward, some ladder to climb up.

“I think we should aso engage a professiond graphic designer to come up with alogo for neo-Satanism,”
Vincent suggested.

Nathanss eyeslit up. “Yes! Symbols—we're going to need plenty of those. Crosses, stars, rosaries,
mandalas, communion wafers—it'sal just to keep you thinking about the abstractions and not the
contradictions.”

Vincent brought out astack of printouts, handing them to Nathans and then offhandedly spreading the
sheets so Stromgaard could look on aswell.

“I've come up with alist of special demons according to mythology.” He pointed to thelist. “ Abaddon.
Asmodeus. Eurynome, the eater of carrion, Satan's own prince of death. Oh, and | dso found that in
order to summon ademon, your circleis supposed to be drawn exactly ninefeet in diameter—that'sa
little over 2.7 meters”

He pointed to the second sheet of hardcopy. “I've aso found severd peopleto put in our Hal of Fame, if
you want to call it that. Theophilus, a sixth-century cleric who sold his soul to the devil in order to obtain
Church office.” He scratched his head. “ There's something inherently paradoxical about that. Anyway,
Roger Bacon isanother. And §@amunder the Wise of Iceland, who was without a shadow because Satan
had extracted it as payment for services rendered. Friar Bungay, who was dain aong with the sorcerer
Vandermast when they dueled each other, using demons as their wegpons. And of course Dr. Faustus of
Wittenburg. Charles Dexter Ward. The Arab, Abdul Alhazred. I'm open to suggestionsfor any others.

“Andfindly,” he said, gathering up the papers and looking smug, “anice finishing touch would be for us
to come up with afew holy relics of our own, some tangible objects, solid thingsto point to as proof in
case any of our new convertsare alittle bit skeptica.”

“Proof?” Nathans cocked an eyebrow. “We can just say the angel Moroni popped down and
conveniently did away with dl the evidence. It's been done before.”

Vincent frowned, but then decided that the other man's sarcasm had not been directed at him. Nathans
waved for him to continue. “I was thinking that we might want to try and find an untrandated origina
copy of the Malleus Maleficarum, the ‘Hammer of Witches.’ It was abook actudly used to justify the
burning of witchesin the Middle Ages. It's sort of exactly the opposite of what were looking for, but the
name sounds so sinister, no one would doubt its authenticity.”



Nathans looked a Vincent, then shifted his gaze to the el der Van Ryman. “ Good idea. Stromgaard, you
could probably track down that book better than either of us, am | right?’

Then came the advertising blitz, subtly secretive, but staged by some of the best publicists Stromgaard
could hire. Through it dl, Vincent remained isolated in the mansion, looking &t the neo-Satanist scheme
from adetached and amused stance. But he felt a growing amazement asthe inverted star-in-pentagram
logo began to appear in prominent places, placed there by zealous new converts. One evening he saw a
dancer on a Net entertainment channdl wearing a pentagram pendant in her ear.

To keep up the charade, the appearance of the Van Ryman mansion changed, undergoing a
metamorphosisto make it look more like the abode of aHigh Priest. What had once been a
white-painted, black-roofed facsmile of an old Midwestern farmhouse changed into adark and
snister-looking haunted house. Vincent watched from behind his upstairs window as a crane uprooted
the picket fence surrounding the house to replace it with abarricade of black iron spikes. The rooster
wegthervane on the rooftop became a cavorting demon pointing in random directions. Pipes connected
dry-ice pumpsto the sprinkler network under the lawn, releasing eerie mist each dusk. Under the eaves
of the roof and around the gables now stood aline of hideous gargoyles, one to represent each of the
gpecia demonsin the neo-Satanist writings.

And Nathans had been right. With remarkably little effort the religion of neo-Satanism was becoming a
busi ness success rapidly approaching the success of Resurrection, Inc.

“Vincent, there's something you have to help mewith,” Stromgaard said. His voice was dull and somber.
Nathans sat unobtrusively at the far end of the long dining-room table, watching but saying nothing.

Vincent had seen hisfather rarely during the past few weeks. Now, though, Vincent noted that
Stromgaard had grown precarioudy thin, haggard and gaunt. His eyes were stained with bloodshot lines,
and the shadowed hollows around them looked dark enough to be makeup.

Stromgaard removed a packet and spread the contents on the wood surface of the long table, moving the
decanter of Glenlivet and setting it distractedly on the floor. Vincent bent forward to see variousNMR
images and two x-ray plates showing the intimate inner detail of some human being—he presumed it to
be hisfather. Trails of dark smudges showed up in an darming number of places where they shouldn't
have been.

“It'sdl over ingde of me. My entire lymph system. There's no place it hasn't touched,” he said dowly, as
if each word were astone he choked out of histhroat. “Right now | can fed it, like aparagite, hiding
insde me and trying to peek out.” Stromgaard started to tremble and then, very uncharacterigtically, he
put hisfacein hishands. Vincent stood frozen, not knowing what to do. His father had never asked for
any kind of comfort before.,

For the past year and a hdf, neo-Satanism had been running smoothly, with Stromgaard VVan Ryman as
itsHigh Priest. Vincent asssted in the ceremonies, asdid afew highly placed converts, but the others
were fanaticswho actualy believed in the rdigion. Nathans helped neo-Satanism aswell, but for the most
part remained invisible in the background—he had once compared himsdlf to the Wizard of Oz, running
the show from behind his curtain. Stromgaard was the figureheed, the visible power, the focd point in the
public eye.

Nathans stood up and patted Stromgaard on the shoulder, then he turned to Vincent. “He's probably got
amonth left, maybe two.”

Vincent stared in silence, absorbing the information. He waited, and finaly Nathans spoke again. “He
needs you to take his place as the High Priest of the neo-Satanists. Y ou're the heir apparent.”



The younger Van Ryman snapped out of histrance and looked at Nathans. “Me? Ian't it enough now?
Haven't we brainwashed enough people?’

“No,” Nathans answered firmly. “These are people who have to find themsdves ardigion—it'slike
theological magturbation. If they don't join neo-Satanism, then they'll become Fundamentalist Christians,
or Scientologists, or something else. At least we're honest with oursel ves about our motivations.”

“And I'm supposed to take his place, carry on those sacrifices, attend therituals, and pretend | believein
al that Suff?’

“It'sfor agood cause.” Nathans shrugged. “ The betterment of humanity—we're keeping the marching
morons occupied while the rest of us continue what mankind was destined to do.”

“Y ou sound very high and mighty, Mr. Nathans,” Vincent responded.

“I have every right to. Nobody eseisthinking about our future.” He rubbed his hands together, asif
dismissing the subject.

“Now then, we have to discussthe trangition. I'm afraid poor Stromgaard is not going to be ableto
perform his duties much longer. Already heiskeeping himsealf pumped up on enough drugsthat he's not
always as clearheaded as he used to be. We want the transition from father to son to be spectacular and
dramatic, and I'm afraid you're not going to like it much, Vincent. But it hasto be done.”

Stromgaard Van Ryman lay on the dtar, still garbed in his red-trimmed High Priest's robe, while Vincent
stood beside him, wearing his own black-and-red robe. Vincent shifted the razor-sharp arthame from
hand to hand, fidgeting.

The ceremony progressed asit aways had, and Vincent found himsdaf mechanicaly offering the expected
gestures. But hismind was e sewhere.

"I won't feel a thing, Vincent. | will be drugged and floating high in the sky long before you even
begin the Sabbat,” Stromgaard had said. "The painis already so bad | can hardly stand it. It's
eating me away and | can feel every bite it takes." He clutched Vincent with adesperate clawlike
hand.

“Don't force meto shrivel away until there's nothing left,” he pleaded, “1t'll only get worse. Much worse.

“I'll keep mysdlf drugged to euphoriauntil you finish the High Sabbat. Give me at least that much dignity.
Let my own choice enter into it. Besides, it'sthe best thing for neo-Satanism.” Stromgaard said the last
comment asif he meant it fervently.

Theyounger Van Ryman looked down between the folds of the old High Priest robe and saw the gaunt,
skeletal remains of hisfather. Theribs protruded; the skin had agrayish cast. And Vincent even noticed a
wide birthmark on the right side of Stromgaard's chest that he had never seen before.

Stromgaard Van Ryman's eyes were strange and glassy, unfocused and staring deep into infinity. Hischin
was covered with stubble, and the knuckles on his hands stood out like knobs on an old tree.

| won't feel athing. Thisiswhat | want.

The crescendo of theritua rose, then fell, then rose again to an even higher pegk before it stopped
abruptly. Vincent turned to look at the faces of the gathered neo-Satanists, searching. They stared back
at him, some curious, some expectant, some wearing no expression at al, just ablank, confident
acceptance.



He turned back to hisfather and shifted the arthame to hisleft hand so that he could ddiver ahard and
swift find blow.

“Ashesto ashes, blood to blood; fly to Hell for al our good!” he intoned, and then, mostly to himsdlf,
“Goodbye, Father.”
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Deep in the lower manageria levels of Resurrection, Inc., Francois Nathans stared at the bloody corpse
of the man who looked exactly like him. The dead man lay face down on the carpet, till dressed inthe
white symbol-embroidered neo-Satanist robe. Nathans knelt and rolled the man over, looking down into
hisface.

Though he had anticipated Dand's reaction, and planed for it, the Sght of his murdered look-dike il
gave him an eerie sensation, asif he werelooking at a snapshot of his own degth. Nathans had watched
the whole thing from a hidden monitor, astonished by Dand's explosive speed and violence, but he didn't
fed agreat ded of pity for the dead duplicate—the other man had been fully aware of the risks, and he'd
agreed to accept them.

“A man hasamnesia. We're trying to awaken hismemories, trigger them to return,” Nathans had
explained it to the volunteer. “We don't know how hell react, and there could be somerisk. Therell
probably be somerisk. Themanisa Servant.”

After seeing the large sum waiting to be transferred into his Net account, the volunteer had motioned for
them to begin the surface-cloning that would give him the face of Francois Nathans.

Now Nathans |ooked down at the murdered man again, saw the line of faint red pinpricks where the
clone-infection had spread, and saw where Dand's blinding speed had nesatly split the doubl€sthroat like
aspoiled fruit.

A warm thrill trickled down his spine. Something had snapped, some part of Danal had come back,
some part of the origina Vincent Van Ryman had broken through the wall of desth and reawakened his
old anger.

Pondering, he moved dowly over to Rodney Quick's body on the sofa. That was something Nathans had
not counted on. A shame, too—and awaste. He had been touched by the regret and dismay on Dand's
face as he placed the dead technician on the couch. But things were moving too fast right now. Nathans
could mentdly collate the events|ater.

He picked up the young tech's body and stumbled with it outside his office, back to the elevator. He
positioned Rodney's body against thewall, to look asif he had been attacked and then discarded. Then
Nathans went back to seal the door of his own office. He had other thingsto take care of before he
could sound the darm down in the lower levels.

The door to the secret a cove opened and an Enforcer came in, moving rapidly from the passage to the
Street above. The Enforcer was outfitted in glossy dark-blue armor with crimson ringlets on each
arm-piece. He quickly came up to Nathans, moving with afluid assurance in hisdark armor.

“Theriot out there is getting worse, sir. Weve got Specia Forces coming in now. Should be under
control fairly soon.”

“What are you doing herein that Elite Guard uniform?’ Nathans demanded. “ Thisis Resurrection, Inc,
remember? I'm supposed to hate the Enforcers. Get changed immediately!”



The blue-clad Enforcer nodded stiffly. Nathans then indicated the dead look-alike on the floor. “1 want
you to get rid of this. And completely destroy the body—make sure no one seesyou.”

The Enforcer mumbled hisreply and wasted no time getting to work.

Nathans placed his hands behind his back and went over to the thick underwater window, staring out at
the murky shapes behind the glass. He flicked a switch and sent spotlightsinto the water. Sharply defined
ydlowish beams plunged into the murk where they occasiondly struck the shapes of large grayish fish.

Dand had responded! Now they were past the first mgor hurdle. The experiment might work after al.

Nathans jumped out of hisreverie and went to the direct network-link termina. Making sure the Elite
Guard was not in view, he punched afew buttons and came face-to-face with an image of the captain of
Resurrection's specidly assigned team of regular Enforcers.

“WEe're busy right now, Mr. Nathans,” the captain said impatiently. “Well give you areport as soon as
we can compile one.” The other Enforcer reached forward to blank the screen.

“The Servant must not be harmed,” Nathansinterrupted. “ All other priorities are secondary. Y ou have to
get him out of there, rescue him from the mob.”

“I understand that, Mr. Nathans. It'stoo bad he got away in thefirst place, isn't it?’ the white-armored
Enforcer said. “Weveinformed al our men except one Enforcer. We're not able to contact him. His suit
radio must be out of service”

“Who?Which one?’

“ Jones—the man who first went after your rebel Servant at the scene. His weaponsfire could have
sparked the disturbance outside. Y our receptionist believes the Servant was struck in the shoulder by
one of his shots. Joneswasin the lobby at the time and acted exactly according to protocol.
Commendable, under any other circumstances.”

“I'm not interested in any other circumstances! | want you to make damn sure my Servant is not harmed.
Y ou don't understand how vauable heis.”

“That may not be possible by now, sir.” The guard captain had a maddening hint of disrespect and scorn
inhisvoice. “As| sad, weve lost contact with Enforcer Jones, and the disturbance is getting pretty bad.
A mob would probably focus around a Servant, especialy one running from an Enforcer. He may not
have had a chance.”

Yes, Nathans thought, but you don't know how fast that Servant can move! With hisknuckles
Nathans rapped the key that blanked the screen. He clenched his teeth and stared through the murky
window again.

Damn! Now that he redlly needed the skills of agood Interface to organize al the different thingstaking
place at the sametime, Supervisor had blanked out, failed him right when he needed her.

Interfaces could become lost in The Net, leaving their bodies behind and unable to find the way back to
their own minds. It happened sometimes. And no one could determine whether these Net burnouts were
accidents or suicides.

In such acase, one could do nothing except put the comatose bodiesin tanks and force feed them for the
next few decades. Nathans recalled the introverted scientist, Ferdinand, one of the original team who had
developed the resurrection process: for his chosen reward Ferdinand had asked to become an Interface



and spend therest of hisnatura life svimming freein The Net.
Nathans shook his head at the waste, but Ferdinand had been happy.

Supervisor had no such excuse, though—she had smply failed to appear at work for severd days.
Nathans sent two reluctant Enforcersinto her darkened den; there, surrounded by unpleasantly warm,
gdeair and burned-out incense, they found her emaciated, uninhabited body.

Not relishing his next communication, Nathans drummed his fingertips on the side of the keyboard before
entering the proper sequence. In amoment the face of the fase Vincent Van Ryman gppeared. The
imposter's dark square-cut hair was in disarray; he looked agitated and very old, but with ayoung man's
face.

Nathans placed a reassuring smile on hislips and spoke. “It worked.”

Theimposter's expression filled with relief. “ And? What's our next step? What happened?’
Nathans hesitated a moment. “ Unfortunately, he got away.”

“What!”

“Thetrigger was more dramatic than we had anticipated. He broke loose and moved with such blinding
speed it was amazing! He killed my double and then fled. On hisway out, he aso killed one of my
technicians. An Enforcer shot him in the shoulder, but he escaped into the Streets, where he ssemsto
have sarted asizableriot.”

Thefase Van Ryman tugged at his hair, squeezing his eyes shut. “How could you let him get away!”
“I didn't have much choicein the matter. Now be quiet and listen.”

But theimpogter franticaly continued. “What if he comes back here? If he remembersthings, then hell
know what we're trying to do! What if hetriesto kill me?” Theimposter suddenly looked over his
shoulder. “I'm turning on the Intruder Defense Systems and they're staying on, so don't try to come and
seeme”

“Cadm down!” Nathans barked. “1 don't think he remembers anything specific—he hasn't got it all back
yet. He's seen only me, and there's nothing €lse from his past that he could blunder into.”

“Wdl, what about al the details around here? What about all thistime he's been in his old house?
Looking a me? All that must have been sparking something—I could tell.”

“Yes, yes. But that was agradud pressure, building up, preparing him. When he saw my double, he got a
severe mentd jolt. He hasto get another jolt like that to regain everything. All he's got now are some of
his emotions, vague responses. Well be safe for the moment.”

“Once you find him,” the imposter muttered.
“Well find him. Don't worry.”

Looking angry and very distressed, the false Van Ryman signed off without acknowledging. Nathans let
out alungful of air, whistling between histeeth, and sat back down to concentrate. He flung off his
touded brown hairpiece and used hisfingertips to massage his scdp where the thin surgicd scars il
itched.

20



As Danal plodded back to consciousness, he saw the concerned face of the matronly nurseftech staring
down at him. Redlity returned with the force of areleased bowstring. But still nothing made sense.

Dand redized how much stronger he felt, renewed. He turned his head to see that the wound on his
shoulder had been covered with flesh-colored plaskin; after an hour or so, the synthetic melaninin the
plaskin would adjust itself to the exact color of the pale, dead skin it was supposed to match.

The nurseftech regarded him with a hardened and ca culating gaze that |ooked aien on her heavily
made-up face. “'Y ou were muttering while you were unconscious. Y ou were having anightmare.” She
watched him closdly as she spoke. “ Servants aren't supposed to have ... nightmares.”

He looked around the room and saw that he and the nurse/tech were alone. Her brow creased asiif
contemplating adifficult decison. “ Should | go notify your Master? Maybe he can explain why you were
having nightmares.”

“No!” Dand burst out. He hoped he could restrain his own strength thistime, that he could merely knock
her unconscious and out of the way. He would have to flee again. The thoughts and the decision charged
through him instantly as he leaped to hisfeet. He reached out with hisarm, intending to strike her on the
back of the neck, to knock her aside.

But the heavyset nurseftech moved with equally blinding speed and impossible strength as she blocked
his blow and grabbed hisarm in an unbreakable grip like astedl hinge. Her rubber-gloved hand shook
dightly ashe gtrained againgt it with al hismight, but then she turned him and forced him to sit back down
on the padded table. Dand's eyes grew wide, and he stopped resisting.

“Now,” the nurseftech said firmly as she pedled off one of her glovesto reved the pdlid, bloodless skin
of her hand. A Servant's skin! “Tdl me. Truthfully. Do you remember anything of your firgt life?”

He had met Juliaunder one of his pseudonyms.

Even after taking the High Priest’'s mantle of the neo-Satanists, Vincent had continued to pursue his
dternate lives on The Net, the identities under which he carried on business and correspondence.

Using the name of Randol ph Carter, Vincent kept up along running diaog through chat groupswith a
woman named Julia. For weeks they exchanged rhetoric back and forth, with Randol ph Carter arguing
for one basis of religion, basically repeeting the earlier discussons between Francois Nathans and
himsdlf, and Julia responded with the same logic, but interpreted through a different point of view,
reaching very different conclusons.

Vincent quickly grew to respect the mind behind those discussions and proposed to meet her in person.

They sat down together in aworn plastic booth at a bustling cafeteria. The clatter of an automatic
dishwasher came from the end of a conveyor belt; listless cafeteria patrons piled their dirty dishesand
trays on the belt and didn't stop to watch asthe dishes traveled into the back rooms filled with hissing
water and chaotic sounds. Multicolored section barriers broke up the large room; forced-air currents
made an invisible corra around the small smoking area. The buzz of conversation rose and fell.

Julialeaned across the nicked and stained tabletop and smiled at him. “We can be more donein aplace
likethis. And we can discuss anything we want.”

Juliawasthin, of medium height, and wore her long blond hair smply, parted in the middle and hanging
down behind her shoulders. Her eyes were bright, and Vincent thought he could see dozens of thoughts
behind them, waiting to be brought to the surface. Her high cheekbones and delicate face made her seem



fragile, but she argued vehemently and intelligently, in ano-nonsense way that quickly dispelled any
impression of helplessness.

They both had coffee, which Vincent found to be arather hitter, recycled-tasting restaurant blend; Julia
had ingsted on paying for her own. Impulsively, Vincent kept stirring his cup asthey talked; she durped
her coffee and more than once doshed over the edge of her cup during her animated gestures.

“But suppose, just suppose,” Vincent said, “that the neo-Satanist movement isn't supposed to betrue, or
even believable. What if it'smore like anet to capture people with their own silliness? Certain people. To
show them how gullible they can be? What if it'satrick, apractica joke that has, well, backfired?’

Juliaconsdered thisfor amoment. “ Then whoever planned it was wrong from the start. If you have such
power and influence, then you shouldn't purposaly midead the public. Why not take them down the right
path from the start?’

He sat in silence for along moment. She seemed puzzled, but waited. “I'm Vincent Van Ryman,” he said
in asoft voice.

And then, of course, hetold her everything.

Vincent rented a hovercopter, and the two of them went alone up the California coast to the Point Reyes
seashore. Juliahad read agreet ded and filled her conversation with interesting and exotic trivia, but she
had never before |eft the boundaries of the Metroplex, nor had she ever been insde ahovercopter.

Vincent awkwardly worked the unfamiliar controlsthat lifted the vehicle from the mansion's rooftop pad
and swung around to the side of the building. He enjoyed watching Julias rapt attention as she splayed
her fingers on the curved windowshield glass and peered out, wide-eyed, at the chesspiece buildings of
the Metroplex from far above.

The copter shot northward, and the boundaries of the Metroplex faded into wooded hills and crowded
tourist-filled seaside communities. The old road below wound precarioudy adong the sde of acliff that
plunged to the ocean. A few breakers against the rocks looked like tiny flecks of foam in agigantic
basin.

Vincent felt daring as he swooped the hovercopter down to skim barely above the surface of the choppy

water, pardleling the cliff face. Spray bounced up and misted the windshield. Julia clapped her hands and
laughed—nervoudly, it seemed.

Far ahead, partly surrounded by wads of fog risng in the morning heat, Vincent could make out the
lighthouse on itstiny promontory jutting out into Drake's Bay. The ocean rolled benegath the craft, and the
sheer cliff beside them gave way to awide expanse of beach next to ablack honeycombed cluster of tide
pools. Vincent flew ahead, then circled back; under the clear water the beach gradually doped beneath
the depths.

The hovercopter settled onto the sand, skittering pebbles and debris. From what he could see, the two of
them were completely cut off in an areaaccessible only by air.

Juliajumped out of the craft and gleefully ran to the breakers. She kicked off her shoes and splashed up
to her kneesin the water, heedless of the rocks on the beach. Vincent laughed at her expression of
shock. “It'scold! It'sfreezing cold!”

“Of courseitis. It'sthe ocean.”

She splashed out and tried to brush droplets of water from her calves. “But the ocean is supposed to be



wam.”

“Not at Point Reyes.” He turned back to the hovercopter and opened the storage compartment. “Come
on. Let'shaveapicnic.”

Vincent had gathered alunch for just the two of them, even purchased awicker picnic basket so that it
would seem more like the redl thing. Handing Julia the basket, he took the blanket out of the bottom shelf
and spread it on the sand.

Asthey ate, Julia breathed deeply, looking around, staring at the tall beach grass and the sheer dliffs
towering above them. Seegullsflew intheair.

After lunch, they went exploring together up and down the beach. Juliawas fascinated with thetide
pools, squatting on the rocks and looking into the orphaned puddles, poking her fingers at the smdl sea
anemones, tipping over snails, and watching the thumb-sized hermit crabs crawl over the pam of her
hand.

“I found you some seashells,” Vincent said. She accepted them reverently and put them in the pocket of
her blouse.

Back at the copter, Vincent withdrew some equipment and began setting up on atripod.
“What are you doing?’ she asked.

“I want to capture thismoment. So | can remember every wonderful detail of thisday.” He paced off a
distance and erected the beam-splitter on a second tripod, then returned to focus the holocamera's laser
on the splitter. Satisfied, he set the splitter on an automatic dow-scan, panning down the long beach and
the ocean, following their footprintsin the sand. Later, Vincent would pack up the cameraand treasure
the disk. Already heintended to project the hologram asagrand mura on the study wall.

“I'm very happy, Julia. Did you know that?’ Vincent said with an aien tone of amazement in hisvoice.
She smiled and flipped her long blond hair behind her shoulders. “Yes. | gathered that.”

They made love on the blanket on top of the soft yielding sand. The seagulls flew overhead and cried
righteous indignation at the brazenness. The waves pounded with a sensua power, awhispering, rushing
sound that made everything perfect.

And everything was perfect. They didn't even notice their stinging sunburn until that evening.

If he had pressed the point, Julia probably would have moved in with him anyway, but first sheinssted
that he publicly denounce the neo-Satanists and expose the sham.

Injust ashort time Juliahad put another dimension into hislife, showing him aworld thet didn't dways
have to be dark, uncaring, saf-centered. She gave him tenderness, she made him mallegble again, she
smoothed out the jagged edges of his persondlity.

At the next High Sabbat, Vincent commanded all the neo-Sataniststo listen, and he confessed
everything. “All of this'—he indicated the grotto, the robes, the relics, the symbols—"is the biggest
practica jokein history. All of neo-Satanism is make-believe, fabricated—we concocted it one night
when we were bored. We brainstormed al the Writings. We choreographed the rituals. We
graphic-designed the symbols.”

He cracked open the display casesthat held therelics. “ The hoofprint in the linoleum—didn't anybody



redize there's a three-century gap between the time when Faustus lived and when linoleum was invented?
And this, the black claw of Satan ... plagtic. Plain old plastic.” He pulled off his High Priest's robe and
tossed it on thefloor in disgust.

“Go home. Spend your time doing something worthwhile. Try to better the world, or better yourselves.
Wewere just pulling your leg.” He turned his back and walked toward the exit acove. “I'm disgppointed
a how easly you fdl for it.”

Vincent |eft the sacrificid chamber, dipping into the dark and hidden catacombs that would teke himto a
mass-trans station, where he could catch a skipper back to the mansion before curfew. He had no desire
to see any part of the tumult he had Ieft behind....

Like a careening pendulum, once set in motion he turned againgt the neo-Satanists and became their most
outspoken opponent. In a press rel ease Julia had written, Vincent told the cult's dark secrets and the
sham. Normaly reclusive, Vincent Van Ryman gppeared on severd news services and found himsdlf
quoted liberaly in the current-events databases.

He sent acopy of the press release to Nathans with anote that said, “ Sorry, Francois. But this has gone
on long enough.”

Vincent had not spoken to the other man since meeting Julia, and he wanted to let Nathans settle down
before trying to get in touch again. Now that Vincent spent his dayswith Julia, he had littletime for

anythingese.

Sweating and precarioudy baanced on the eaves of hishome, Vincent took down the gargoyles from the
roof gables; Julia stood on the ground next to the sharp wrought-iron fence, apparently ready to catch
himif hefell. Later, armed with paintbrush and scrubbing tools, she went about defacing dl the pentacles
from the mangion.

Afterwards, as dusk settled on avery different Van Ryman mansion, they sat in the saunanext to the
master bedroom, drinking iced tea. A full pitcher rested on one of the floorboards, water beading down
its Sdes from the heat and steam.

“I think I'm going to purchase a Servant, maybetwo,” Vincent suggested. “ That way we can have more
timewith each other.”

She closed her eyes and nodded wearily. “Mmmm.” Sheran the cold, wet surface of her iced teaglass
aong her chin and jaw, relishing the coolness. Julialooked completely content.

Hefdt satisfied himsdlf. He had been afraid that chalenging the neo-Satani sts would be much more
difficult, with far greater repercussions. But it had been so easy. And it was dl over now.

21
Enforcer Jonesran blindly through the streets, waving his handsin front of him though the crowd had long
since thinned out. He breethed heavily; the damp, unfiltered air whistled through his nogtrils.

The Enforcer wore only hisarmored boots and his black skin-pants; everything el se was gone. He had
discarded therest of hisarmor in scattered pieces during his dazed flight. The suit radio had gone withiit,
smashed under someone'sfeet. His skin crawled with the memory of hundreds of hands grasping,
groping, tearing, trying to kill him by sheer force of numbers.

Hisearsroared, but Jones kept himsdlf from screaming, from releasing the pressure still building within
him. What had he done? How had he deserved this? The Enforcer continued to run, trying to flee farther,



hide deegper into anonymity.

Enforcers weren't supposed to run. But right now his Guild status didn't concern him. Most of dl he
wanted to forget the nightmarish memories, sharpened by hisown fear....

Astherebd Servant had vanished down the streets, moving faster than seemed humanly possible, Jones
found himself trapped by the murderous mob. He had killed someone. Maybe more than one. The
people surrounded him like the tentacles of avoracious squid. Chaotic anger filled the air, making it
difficult to bresthe with the swest and shouts and liquid hatred. Hands, bodies, people pushed at him.

Some of the pedestrians began to throw things. Jonesfelt hisarmor battered and pummeled—and he
struck back. Hefired his wegpons, hoping to awe and frighten the mob, to drive them away, to give him
some breathing room.

He was an Enforcer. Hisfriend Fitzgerald Helms had died for Jonesto get into the Guild. He wasn't after
the pedestrians—he wanted the Servant. He had to stop the Servant, because he didn't want to think
where the Guild would demote him if he screwed up one more time. Jones had no more amnesty units left
to hisname.

But the runaway Servant had escaped—wounded but gone, and the mob remained. The mob wanted
only blood anyway, and they hated Enforcers amost as much asthey hated Servants.

A suicidd old man managed to snatch one of Jonessweapons and cradled it glegfully in hisgnarled
hands, but the Enforcer shot him. The weapon spun away into the crowd, and moments later someone
else picked it up and began shooting indiscriminately. Jones redlized with horror that severd peopleinthe
crowd were laughing.

Two more people reached for the remaining weapons that bristled from hisarmor. Training and blind
reflexestook over now; panic smothered al thoughts from the rationd part of hisbrain. Moving jerkily,
Jones shot in dl directions until the pocket bazookawas empty.

But till the people didn't fall back.

Someone yanked the heater-knife from its socket at his Sde, and the seal broke with athin pop. The hot
blade glanced off the Enforcer's white armor. Grasping hands tore the other two projectile weapons from
their sockets, and Jones knew that even the dura-plated armor couldn't withstand such an attack.

The people continued to press forward. Frantic, unable to escape, Jones fled deep insde himsdlf, letting
the body fend for itself. Uninhibited, his hands chose the last dternative open to him.

Someone was trying to break hisarm, but the Enforcer managed to wrench it free, blessing the dickness
of the polished armor. Hisfinger found adepression in his chest plate and pushed arel ease button.

Dense clouds of stinging black smoke poured from the joints of hisarmor, pushing the mob back with its
foul smell. Hidden by the smokescreen, Jones pulled off hishelmet and threw it far into the unseen
crowd. He held his breath and ran through the blinded and choking people, trying to remain unobtrusive,
shedding pieces of armor and hoping to become invisible, normal, just another face on the street. The
armor was his protection, a part of him insisted; it made him an Enforcer, someone to be feared and
respected, and he shed it with agrowing horror a himsdlf. But he had to get rid of the armor, had to get
away from the clutching, murderous crowd....

Still moving mechanicaly, dazed, Jones came to an enclosure between two tall blank-faced buildings. A
chain-link fence surrounded the enclosure, topped with glistening barbed wire. Insde the fence a



mushroom forest of satdllite dishes stood skewed at various angles, a haphazard array pointing toward
invisghletargetsin high orbit. Some of the dishes were solid, some made of wire mesh.

The shadows of the struts and the dishes beckoned him, and someirrationa impulse told him he had to
get insde. Jones glanced a ong the ground, found a crumpled auminum can, and tossed it at the
chain-link fence, watching carefully for sparks.

The Enforcer fet arush of adrenaine again as he visualized the hands reaching toward him ... hisown
wegpons stolen, playfully turned againgt him ... the mob's anger pouring down like boiling ail, knowing
that in an ingant he would betorn limb from limb....

Jones grabbed the chain-link and scrambled up. He paused at the barbed wires, wondering if they might
be coated with some deadly substance or paralytic drug. Even though he had no armor protecting him
thistime, his Enforcer training had taught him how to avoid barbed wire. He swung his dim dark body
over and let himself drop to the ground. The armored boots absorbed much of the impact, and he
crouched, looking around, then sought the safety of the tangled shadows.

His chest heaved as he lowered himsdlf under one of the deepest shadows, sheltered from sight. Jones et
the last adrenaline course through his bloodstream, making lap after lap of his circulatory system. And
then he drowned in anumbing grayness of exhausted deep.

He awoke long after nightfall. Cool darkness around him made the satellite dishes seem like dien
sentinel's. He could look through the wire mesh of one dish to see scattered stars far above, most of them
washed out by the ambient glow of the Metroplex.

Jones sat up with ajolt and looked at hiswrist chronometer. After midnight—past curfew. And he was
an Enforcer, out of uniform, withno ID.

He shuddered. He had |eft his armor behind. Was he even an Enforcer anymore? He had deserted his
duty. He had let another rebel Servant escape. He had killed pedestrians. He had been the cause of a

bloody riot.

How would the Guild look at it? Would they punish him, demote him to some even worse job? Would
they dismiss him, make it impossible for him to find other work—force him to become one of the jobless
blues? Or would they quietly kill him, an embarrassment best forgotten?

Jones crouched, unmoving, debating with himself whether he should try to avoid the Enforcer curfew
patrols, try to make it back to his own dwelling without being caught. Or should he just stay put where he
was, shivering in the wet coldness of the night, and hope nobody found him before morning?

Hiding under the skeletal support beams of the satellite dishes, hefdlt lost and cold and confused. He was
adisgrace. He didn't want to confront his peers. Only the familiar surroundings of his gpartment would
help. He wanted to go home. He wanted to clutch at the things around him like a security blanket.

Jones grasped the chain-link fence and started to climb. He froze, motionless, when the fencerattled in
the after-midnight silence. He waited, then scrambled the rest of the way up. From thisdirection the
barbed wire danted outward, much easier to crawl over.

He dropped to the ground and tried to remain in the building shadows, dipping from one Street to the
next, looking for familiar landmarks, trying to get his bearings. Off in the distance and in the after-curfew
slence, Jones could hear the sounds of one of the mock street battles staged by the Guild. But thisone
wasfar away. He was safe.



Thelights from the silent hovercar stabbed down at him as he tried to cross an unlit intersection. Jones
stopped dead in histracks and then dumped his shouldersin defest.

While he and Frampton had been on their curfew patrols, most people caught out after midnight tried to
escape and hide, making the Enforcers use the hovercar's scatter-stuns, but Jones knew flight was
useless. He surrendered without resistance.

The Enforcers emerged from their vehicle and strode toward him. Jones waited, feding fear grow—nbut
he dismissed it—he had had enough of fear for one day.

The shorter of the two Enforcers gruffly began to quote the specific sections of the Guild code Jones had
broken. Jonesraised his hand and began to quote the same words in unison until the other patrolman

stopped speaking.

“I' know,” Jones said. “1'm an Enforcer, too. Used to be on curfew patrol.” He gave hisname and ID
number, and told his story, knowing exactly what the two curfew patrolmen thought of it; he had
encountered enough different excuseswhile on patrol. “Maybe you have an A.P.B. out on me?’ They
had to, of course. He was an Enforcer missing in the line of duty. Someone had to be looking for him. He
could explain.

Thetaller of the two Enforcers, who had not yet spoken aword, entered Jones's ID number and
description into a portable Net termina. Jones waited for it to be verified, but then the silent Enforcer
keyed everything in again, deeply puzzled. He cdled the other Enforcer over and keyed in theinformation
athirdtime.

Dread grew in the pit of Joness ssomach. What had the Guild done to him now? All thiswas getting to

be too much, and he didn't think he had any more panic left ingde him. “Look, | can take you back to my
gpartment. Y ou're going to have to escort me there anyway. The Net will let mein, and | can prove my
identity to you.”

He waited, exasperated. The two Enforcerslooked at him, then looked at each other, consdering.
“I can proveit! Comeon.”

“I think you'd better do that, Mr. Jones,” the shorter Enforcer findly said. His voice came out hollow
behind the face mask.

Jones followed the two Enforcersto the large armored hovercar. He stopped himsdlf from clambering in
front with the two patrolmen and complacently went into the segregation chamber.

The chamber had no windows, and Jones sat sulking, drawing his knees up againgt his bare chest.
Shivering, he wondered what he was going to do. The hovercar lifted off and rose into the air. He waited;
it seemed like forever.

But at |ast the hovercar drifted back to the ground again with amuffled thump asit cameto rest. Jones
blinked and stepped out into the darkness as the pressuri zed hatch hissed open. The two Enforcers
flanked him on either Sde. He recognized the tall complex of Guild dormitories, and he glanced & the
repetitive rows of windows stacked up several stories. Each window looked the same, and Jones
couldn't begin to guess which one belonged to his own quarters.

Watching Jones skepticaly, the two curfew patrolmen escorted him to the terminal mounted beside the
sedled door. Showing a confidence that he did not fedl, Jones entered hislogon name, ID number, and
access code. His kneesfelt weak with relief asthe screen flashed “ ACCESS GRANTED” and the door



opened.
“Wed better accompany you to your room,” the shorter Enforcer said.
“Certainly,” Jones said, more confident now. The three entered, taking alift up to the sixth floor.

He reached his door and said, trying to hidethe relief in hisvoice, “ Thisisit. I'm sorry for the trouble,
and I'll be facing afew reprimands tomorrow.”

Jones opened the door and took a step inside. He saw motion in the dimness of his own room, and he let
out agasp as two blue-armored members of the Guild's Elite Guard stood up simultaneoudy from where
they had been waiting for him.

The two white-armored curfew patrolmen stiffened in shock and confusion. Jones wanted to say
something, but the words crumbled in his mouth. He had seen the Elite Guard only once or twice,
escorting very important people or performing extremely dangerous high-visibility missons. He could not
imagine what he had done to attract their attention.

The two Elite Guards stepped closer to Jones. “Well take him now,” one of them addressed the curfew
patrol men. “I suggest you don't report your pickup. Well handle al the details. Now go back to your

patrol.”
Thewhite-clad Enforcers s uted mechanicaly and turned to leave, asif they were running away.

Jones stood motionless, terrified. One of the Elite Guards closed the hall door, seding the room and
leaving the three of them aone together.

22
“Tell meabout it,” the nurseftech said.

Stll frightened and confused, Danal reached into the open trapdoor of his mind, hauling out the last
captive memories like strongboxes from amusty cellar.

Vincent Van Ryman's carefree, euphoric attitude had lasted only afew days after he had denounced
neo-Satanism. At first he fet victorious, childishly proud of himsalf and happy to have made a difference.
Severa times Vincent tried to contact Nathans, but the other man refused to spesk to him, not
acknowledging or even reading Vincent's messages. Vincent brooded over his mentor's cold treatment,
sad and disgppointed. Julia convinced him that Nathans would cam down, given time.

Then he received the first death threat from a disgruntled neo-Satanist cult member, someone whose
focusin life had been stripped away because of Vincent's cynical revelations. Other thrests camein rapid
succession. Particularly vicious were the jobless blues, so long deected and hopel ess, the oneswho had
fastened upon neo-Satanism as anew light at the end of their tunnel. Now they felt cheated once more.

Vincent received anonymous messages dropped into his eectronic mail files, one of them even addressed
to Randolph Carter, his carefully guarded secret identity. Someone tied a handwritten threat to arock
and threw it at the shatterproof transplastic windows of the Van Ryman mansion. The rock thumped
harmlesdy off the glass, disturbing Vincent and Juliafrom agame of cribbagein the study.

The vehement anger behind the threats bothered Vincent. Juliahad convinced him that the truth was
aways best, but now he began to experience agrowing horror, wondering if perhaps these people didn't
want the truth, but preferred something exatic to believein.

Vincent went outside, picking up the rock from the thorny shrubs around the house, Whoever had



thrown it was gone, fled into the thinning crowds as dusk began to settle over the Metroplex.

Some of the threats were crudely veiled; some were blatant and explicit. He knew that smple Servant
bodyguards—such asthose hisfather had owned years before—could not offer sufficient protection,
especidly if one of the disgruntled fanatics decided to blow up the entire mansion. He glanced at the
scrawled thresat, then destroyed the note before Julia could seeit.

It gave him an odd, warm sensation to redlize that he was actualy more afraid for Julia's sake than for his
own.

With hisfather's share of the neo-Satanist profits, Vincent Van Ryman compiled the most effective, most
sophigticated Intruder Defense System ever designed. He supervised itsingtalation himsalf and spent
hours studying its complexity, poring over blueprints as he sat on the hard floor of the study, legs crossed,
soaking up the warm purple glow of the crystal fireplace.

A deadly force-field shell surrounded his property in a protective dome over the mansion; intricate
computer-monitored surveillance systems detected externad motion, activating additional darmswhen
objects moved too close to the perimeter; a pack of repair-ratslabored in the conduits beneath the
ground, mechanically ingpecting and maintaining the network of power cabling.

Three timeswithin the first week Vincent found blackened corpses dumped againgt the invisibleforce
field, people who had tried to creep up to the mansion from the back.

Isolated in their idand of protection, Vincent and Juliaremained absorbed in each other, content with
each other's company and needing no one else. Together they decided to get apair of Servantsfor the
cooking and cleaning and housework, leaving them more time with each other. They ordered one mde
and one female Servant, Joey and Zia.

The Servantsfilled their roles, did their jobs, remained unobtrusive and patient in the mansion. Waiting.
Vincent did not see any sgnificancein thefact that Joey's physical build was oddly familiar, identicd to
his own. Vincent had been too naive, too trusting.

He of al people should never have underestimated Francois Nathans.

Ontheir last evening together, the night of Julias murder and the beginning of Vincent Van Ryman'slong
nightmare that transcended even deeth, Juliahad sat across from him in the forma dining room, resting
both elbows on the tablecloth. It had started out as an argument, when both of them dowly let down their
careful barriers of close confinement. Their mutualy obsessive companionship began to wear on the
nerves after awhile. But for the time being they steered the conversation to more lighthearted things.

They taked with their mouths full, savoring the meal the two new Servants had cooked for them. “I'm
glad we decided to give them both gourmet programming,” Julia said as she durped a mouthful of
fettuccine. Joey and Zia stood just outside the door of the forma dining room, watching with oddly dert

eyes.

Vincent picked up the bottle of cheap pink champagne to refill both of their glasses. The bottle seemed
dippery and unwiddy; he knocked it over, spilling half the contents on the tablecloth. Vincent couldn't
reach forward fast enough to catch it. The champagne foamed asit spread acrossthe table. It al began
to look blurry to him....

Juliagiggled at his dumsiness, but then stopped laughing abruptly—

He awokein the artificialy dank chamber underneath the mansion, manacled to the walls. He recognized



it asthe cellar room where they had once held secret Inner Circle meetings with some of the
highest-ranked neo-Satanist fanatics. But he and Julia had sealed that door, plastered over the opening.
Who had torn it open again?

As hiseyes cameinto focus, he noticed Francois Nathans waiting there. He couldn't see Julia

“Good. You'refinaly avake,” Nathans said, taking a step toward him. Vincent gaped at the other man,
confused, not quite ready to believe that Nathans would actually do anything to harm him. He looked a
hiswrists and ankles chained to the wall.

“Manacles, Francois? Y ou've got to be kidding.”
Nathans smiled to himsdif. “ 1t appedled to me.”

Vincent became dizzy again, and arush of confusion swirled around his head. Nathans? What was he
doing in the mansion? Why hadn't the man answered any of his messages before?

“Julia. What happened to Julia?’

Nathans made awry scowl. “ Oh how noble of you to think of the poor lady first, Vincent. She's dready
dead—dumped on the street and deleted from The Net.” Nathans seemed to take awry pleasurein
watching Vincent's response.

“| don't bdieveit.”

“When have ever lied to you, Vincent?’” The man's cool expresson gave only faint hints of the anger
that boiled insde.

Vincent wanted to imagine that he had hurled himsdlf against the chains, wanted to think that he had
vengefully tried to strangle Nathans where he stood. But instead he responded as if someone had struck
him in the ssomach with a dedgehammer, knocking the wind from hislungs and destroying the will to live.
He dumped againgt the stone wall like a beaten pet.

Nathans drew adeep breath, asif not pleased with hisown decision. “Y ou, on the other hand, area
much bigger PR item. Our first * Traitor to the Faith.” | couldn't have dreamed up a better unifying forceif
| tried.” Nathans laughed, “Oh boy, were going to milk thisfor al it'sworth.”

Vincent'smind spunin circles, trying to find something to hold onto. Juliacouldn't be dead. They had just
been talking and laughing together.... Nathans would never turn against him—he had taught Vincent so
much, discussed so many things with him, hung so many dreams on his head. Nathans was too great a
man, too sharp athinker to stoop to childish and petty revenge games.

Vincent saw movement out of the corner of his eye as adoctor stepped forward. Vincent noticed a
star-in-pentagram logo embroidered on hiswhite jacket.

The doctor spoke to Nathans, ignoring the captive. “Now that he's awake, the drug must be out of his
bloodstream. We're ready to begin.”

“We need to take some blood samples, Vincent,” Nathans said flippantly. “I hope you don't mind.”

Vincent found the strength to struggle, but the manacles held him, and both men managed to grip hisarm,
holding it motionless. Vincent rolled his eyes downward to watch as his dark and syrupy blood bubbled
up fromtheveininto asmall serilized vid. He breathed heavily asthe doctor smeared hisarm with
coagulant. The medica man packed the vid of Vincent Van Ryman's blood in a padded case, which he



then snapped shut.
But Nathans wasn't amurderer—he wouldn't have just killed Juliain cold blood.

“Hell haveto hold absolutely till for the next part,” the doctor mumbled to Nathans as he fitted another
hypodermic syringe with a capsule of yelowish liquid. He turned toward Vincent, and as Vincent cringed
backward, the medical man injected him in the neck.

“Sorry,” Nathans said.

Vincent gasped, and his muscles turned cold, swalowed up in ablanket of frozen jelly. Therest of his
body felt like a deadweight dangling from hisbrain sem.

“A nerve paralyzer, Vincent. It'll wear off, sooner or later. For now, we have to see about giving you a
new image.”

Vincent's tongue thickened in histhroat, but with the greatest effort of will, asif he were commanding
every nerve one a atime, he managed to croak out asingle word before his mouth froze half open.

“Why?

Nathanss eyebrows shot up, and hisleft fist clenched convulsively. He seemed to have been waiting for
Vincent to ask his question. “Why? Because you told—that'swhy! Don't you realize how much damage
you caused? Y ou may have snatched away mankind'slast best hope for the future! Youidiot, | trusted
you! | saw promisein you, but you turned into aromantic sap instead!”

Nathans hung his head. His eyes glistened, and hisface flushed red. “ By introducing Servants, | offered
common people the greatest gift—an opportunity to become part of the intelligentsia, the elite, free of
charge. No strings attached. All they had to do was take the trouble to learn, to better themselves, use
their freetime to benefit usal. But they snubbed the offer and held tight to their ignorance instead. So
with neo-Satanism | shoved their own stupidity right back in their faces—and they ateit up!”

The man's rage continued to pour out, and he looked ready to pound Vincent's face even as he hung
suspended like a marionette on the manacles.

“Can't you see? Of course neo-Satanism is asham, but the people haveto redize it for themselved!

Y ou've cheated them out of their own redlization. Prophets have been giving the public an endless string
of truths since the beginning of civilization. Now, by your confession to them, by giving away our secret,
you became just another debunker, just another man at a podium with another story to believein. Y ou've
stolen the opportunity of self-enlightenment away from thousands of them. So many, so many!”

The doctor lifted Vincent's chin upward, holding his dack jaw in position. Another needle, another
syringe—only thistime the doctor left athin line of pricks, one after another, dong hisjawline, up behind
hisear. The medical man hummed to himsalf as he moved with the careful precision of atattooist, jabbing
with the needle, squirting atiny amount of the milky gray substance under Vincent's skin, and then moving
half a centimeter over to repeat the process.

Nathans camed himsdlf again. “Y ou probably never heard us spesak of surface-cloning, Vincent. That
was something we kept under lock and key at Resurrection, Inc. While my specia hotshot team worked
on developing the resurrection process, one of the bioengineers sumbled upon aspinoff technique, a
specid type of permanent biological disguise. Y our father knew about it, but he didn't quite seeits
potentid.

“Y ou see, after taking ablood or skin sample from one person, we can use the genetic information to



‘grow’ an identica face on someone el se, to clone someone's appearance. We strip the nuclel from the
cdlsand then piggyback the genetic information on aspecid virus. After weve cultured the virus, we can
inject it into many Stes on the imposter'sface, beginning a‘cloneinfection.” The virus spreads, carrying
with it someone e se's genetic information.” He smiled, but anger burned behind his expresson. “A new
faceisgoing to grow on you Vincent, spreading dowly. Y ou'll be someone not so recognizable. We can
even do your hands, if we want to change the fingerprints.”

Paralyzed, Vincent could not blink, could not cringe, could not respond—he sagged against gravity,
humiliated. Preoccupied, the doctor injected a string of cloneinfection nodes around his hairline, pricking
the scalp.

“The whole process will take about aweek. I'm told that the itching and burning sensations are dmost
unbearable while you're growing anew face. But don't worry, we can keep you pleasantly sedated until
all that's over with. Now that we have a clean blood sample from you, your own double can begin the
same process of hisown.”

The doctor finished and put away his equipment. Without aword to Nathans, he packed up the case
containing Vincent's blood sample and carried it reverently up the stairs.

“Maybe you've done irreparable damage to my plan, Vincent. But there might be away to fix things, a
lagt-ditch effort. We have someone who matches your physical build and genetic type. Well give him
your face, your fingerprints, and when he's completely ready, he will become Vincent Van Ryman. It
won't be perfect, because helll only look like you, but he's studied your mannerisms, and hisfingerprints
will beidentica. Only aretind scan, voice print, or maybe achromosoma match will tell the difference.
Besides, we used drugsto get your Net password while you were unconscious, and that's redly dl he
needs.

“I have aready written the publicity speech for when *you” make a sensationd return to neo-Satanism,
born again, denouncing your previous heretica babble. We could survive this after all—no thanksto
you.”

Behind his unblinking eyesVincent saw areflection of his own shock, horror, and bafflement. Francois
Nathanswas hisidoal, hisfriend, histeacher ... and now his condemner, historturer. At the sametime,
Nathanslooked furious with Vincent, choking on righteous indignation.

“In afew weeks, after your new face has grown and you look just like any other neo-Satanist
convert—and when your replacement has fully taken hisrole as High Priest Van Ryman—well have
another High Sabbat, with you asthe guest of honor at the sacrificid altar.

“And no onewill know the difference ... because you aren't you anymore.”
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An hour after dl evidence had been expunged from his lower office chambers, Francois Nathans
received reports that the disturbance in the streets was completely quelled. He wasrelieved and
overjoyed that the Enforcers had found only one destroyed Servant among the casudlties, afemae
Servant—definitey not Dandl.

Dana had somehow gotten away. Now dl that remained was for Nathansto find him.

Seepy, mentaly exhausted, his saminaand his nerves stretched and frayed: Nathans dimmed his office
and lit a scented candle, | etting the warm, flickering illumination soothe him. Turned down so low that he
could barely hear it, ascratchy tape of Fats Waller sent strains of jazz through the dimness.



The message light sprang to life on the communications screen, and Nathans required a greet effort of will
to lift hisfinger and respond.

A white-armored Enforcer appeared on the screen, fidgeting. Nathans opened his eyes, trying to sare
the man down, but he could see no response behind the black polarized faceplate.

“Mister Nathans?’ the Enforcer asked.
“Yes?What isit?’

“I—I have been ingtructed to inform you that there has been another ... that the body of the technician
Rodney Quick has disappeared. We suspect it might be the Cremators, Sir.”

The news struck him like aknifein the back, an unexpected blow from aforgotten adversary. Nathans
surged fully awake. At another time he would have found this exhilarating, but too much had aready gone
wrong for one day. He clenched hisfists, whitening the knuckles as he struck the side of hisdesk. For a
moment he could find no words, and then they al seemed to burst out of his mouth at once.

“But how could he have been taken? He was right in our own building! Who was watching him? Where
was his body taken for storage’? How could someone have gotten to him?”’

The Enforcer looked ready to break down. “Wetook him to the resurrection levels, sir. With Rodney
Quick killed, there was no other aternate tech designated for that section. We had theriot to attend to,
ar, aswdl astrying to find your Servant. But we didn't think there would be a problem. There shouldn't
have been. And now the body is gone, without atrace. Asfar aswe can tell, no one entered or left the
resurrection levels”

“Then your information iswrong!” Nathans sngpped.
“Theres another thing, too—" the Enforcer began, hesitant and uncertain.

“What?’ Nathans stared furioudy for amoment, then dropped his gaze. No use frightening the man so
much he couldn't speek.

“One of the Servant assstantsin Lower Level Six seemed extremely agitated when wetried to question
her about the disappearance. We had to use the Command phrase to get her to respond at all, but she
dropped to the floor before she could answer. Rolled up her eyesand fell over. Apparently dead. |
swear we didn't do anything to her. It seemsthat she nullified her own microprocessor.”

Nathans sat back heavily in his chair, frowning deeply. “But how? How can that be?” he mumbled,
mogtly to himsdif.

With a backhanded gesture Nathans muted the screen and continued to mutter to himsalf. Servants
committing electronic suicide? Rodney Quick taken from Nathans's own doorstep at Resurrection, Inc.?
Dand logt in amob? Hetried to think of a suitable curse to spit out of his mouth, but could come up with
none.

All evidence suggested that the Cremators did not take their subjects at random, only those who entered
into aspecial contract. Did Nathans have atraitor in hisown midst? It was a particularly sharp blow to
think that Rodney Quick could have been involved with the Cremators. It infuriated him, made him fedl
blindingly impotent.

He gritted histeeth and switched on the screen again. The Enforcer jumped. “1 don't care what you have
to do, or how you go about it. But | want you to find Rodney Quick's body.”



With agesture of findity, Nathans blanked the screen, watching the nervous Enforcer vanish into dark
gatic. He paced the room, talking to himself, thinking through possibility after possibility. Some of them
worked out in hisfavor, some of them didn't.

A whispered voice in the background, Fats Waller continued to sing the blues.

He had not quite managed to walk the perimeter of the room twice before the message light sgnaled
again. Nathans scowled impatiently at the interruption, but then he redized the communication came from
adifferent channel, one of the more highly secured outlets.

A blue-armored Elite Guard stared back at him as the screen came into focus. “We've found him.”
Nathansfelt a surge of excitement. “Who? Rodney Quick?’

“Who?’ the Elite Guard asked.

“Never mind. Who did you find?’

“Your Servant, Sr.”

Nathans gripped the edge of the desk, fedling his heart pound. “Whereishe?Isheinjured?’

“Wethink hé'sholed up inamedica center in another district. One of the Guild Interfaces spotted his
name and ID code entered into The Net. A nurseftech apparently processed him for physical repairs. As
your receptionist implied, Enforcer Jones seemsto have injured him during his escape. He's been
recuperating there most of the afternoon.”

“Can we get him? What's the Stuation?’
“Probably. Well haveto be careful .”

“Damned right you will! I don't want him damaged. He'stoo vauable. I've got alot riding on that
particular Servant. Do you understand?’

“Qursisnot to reason why.” The dry tone from the faceless Elite Guard dmost sartled Nathans. “Well
capture your Servant.”

Nathans rubbed his hands briskly together, but then redlized it was an old habit he had picked up from
Stromgaard. “I'll walit for you to bring him to me.”
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And then the ritual of the High Sabbat, viewed through a drug-fogged haze. He saw the crowded
people, the altar, the symbols—

Rah hyunn!
Rah hyuun!

—the imposter wearing the face of Vincent Van Ryman, holding up the sharp-bladed arthame as the red
Vincent lay back, paradyzed, unable to move, unableto cringe. But perfectly ableto fed the biting sted
maul itsway into his chest.

“Ashesto ashes, blood to blood; fly to Hell for al our good!”

“I remember the pain of the knife, like an explosion. And then ... everything turned black, a hard black,



likeapolished rock. | can't describeit,” Dand said, focusing his gaze deep into the distance.

“Then | was blinking my eyes and looking out of the vat on the resurrection levels. Amnictic fluid was
draining down into gratesin the floor—I could hear it. All of that's fill very vivid to me. A tech stood in
front of me.” Dana hung hisheed. “1 killed him later on.”

The nurseftech didn't seem concerned. “Nothing in between? Just the knife thrust and then waking upin
Resurrection, Inc.?’

Dand wrinkled his smooth forehead as he considered. “Nothing. It'slike a cassette tape that's been
spliced together. First my death, and then agap, and then ... coming back.”

The nurseftech did not seem surprised, asif she had heard it al before.

Suddenly Dand's own mind doubled back on him, and other questions—previoudy held at bay by his
recurring memories—began to push forward. “But who are you? Y oure a Servant! | cantell by your
skin. You werea Servant ... you're aivel”

Sheamiled placidly. “ Just like you.”
Her words struck him like a splash of cold water on hisface. “ Arethere ... others?’

“Y es, others who have awakened—through some traumatic experience—and now they can accessthe
memories of their previous lives. After you meet Gregor, helll explainit alot better than | can.”

Dand sat with his eyeswide and his mouth open in wonder. Poss bilities echoed inside his head, and he
had to hammer them back, forcing them to come one at atime so that his consciousness would not be
overwhelmed by awe. “What do we do now?’

The nurseftech grasped at his practical question, asif the more esoteric explanations made her uneasy.
“Firg of dl, we haveto get you out of here. And soon. Upon admitting you, | entered your ID and your
Magter's nameinto The Net—anybody with sense enough to look will be able to track you down,
sooner or later. WEIl have to get you out unobtrusively, to asafe place.”

Then her eyes grew hard. “But one thing | absolutely must impress upon you, something you haveto
keep at the front of your mind above al else. Something you can't forget.”

“What?’

Like someone sharing a secret initiation, the nurseftech lowered her voice. “We must not be discovered.
If the public knew that Servants can awaken, maybe return aslost loved ones, or lost enemies—well, |
don't want to consider the consegquences. People are aready uneasy enough about us.

“Weve got to keep it secret—that's our greatest advantage. We Wakers can do things, support
oursalves and plan for our future. It's delicate stuff, with such far-reaching consequences as the future of
all Servants, so we've got to proceed with the utmost care. We don't want massacres of Servants, and
we don't want an upheava of dl society, you know.”

Sheran out of patience with hersdlf. “ Gregor will explainit al to you. Hes alot more e oquent. For now,
I'm more concerned with getting you to him. Stay hereaminute.”

The nurseftech left the bright room, diding the door shut behind her. She hurried out to the front |obby
with afirm, businesdike stride, but stopped abruptly upon looking out the transplastic entry doors.



Outsde, the black hulking shape of an Enforcers Guild hovertransport hung in the air with itstongue-like
ramp extending to the ground. A second transport lowered itsdf into position. White-armored Enforcers
filed out of thefirst craft, taking positions near the door. An Elite Guard, accompanied by one regular
Enforcer, strode to the diding trangplastic doors; his midnight-blue armor made him look much larger
than he actudly was.

Severd of the techs and waiting patients pushed excitedly to the window, watching and whispering to
each other; other patients remained apathetic, scanning Net periodicas or saring at the artificia
plant-thingsin the lobby.

Asthe doors did open for the Elite Guard and the first Enforcer, the nurse'tech moved to meet him
before anyone el se could spesk. The Elite Guard was startled by her abrupt presence, and she used it to
push her advantage.

“Y es, Guildsman, how may we be of assstance? | can seethisis serious. Please be careful. The safety of
our patientsis paramount.”

The blue-armored Guard turned his opague visor toward her. “Y ou have a Servant here. He wasinjured,
and someone headled him.”

“That is our business after dl,” she said, smothering her own sarcasm.
“My ordersareto gpprehend him.”

Thetroops of Enforcers outside had surrounded the medical center. Other men in the second
hovertrangport stood waiting.

“Arewein danger from this Servant?’ She placed aworried tonein her voice. “May | ask what he's
done?’

“No, you may not. Please direct me to him.” The accompanying Enforcer tensed. His hand strayed
toward aweapon. “Now.”

“Yes, yes. One moment.” The nurse/tech bustled behind the counter. Sherattled her fingersover a
keyboard, ogtensbly caling up information on Dand, stdling for time, trying to think.

“Ah, yes. He wasinjured in the shoulder, but he's recuperating now. Claims his name is Dana—waell, of
course hisnameis Dand, since Servants can't lie” Shelet out alittle laugh. “ Says here that the attending
physician suspected your Servant might be violent or something. Here, follow me.”

She strode down one of the corridors with the two armored men marching closaly on her hedls. “He'sin
this one—it'sone of our high-security chambers, designed to restrain the more violent patients and to
ensure that they can't escape.”

“Good.” The Elite Guard pulled out his scatter-stun, and the other Enforcer did the same. They both
tensed. “Now let usin.”

The nurseftech activated the door, and both men legped into the empty chamber. Just as quickly she
reversed the switch and dammed the door back into its closed position, affixing the edges with magnetic
seds. Smiling to hersdlf, sheilluminated the* CAUTION—VIOLENT PATIENT” desgnator and turned
rapidly to walk away asthe two trapped Enforcers began to pound on the door.

For lack of abetter idea, the nurse/tech activated the emergency fire alarms as she hurried back to
Dana'sroom. An urgent ratcheting sound filled the hdls. The other peoplein the medical center milled



about, confused.

The nurseltech did open the door to Danal’s room and threw him an apron like those worn by the orderly
Servants. “Put thison. And come out in just aminute. Trouble. | think thisis going to be tough.”

The nurse/tech popped out into the hall again, ushering the people toward the front door. “We dl haveto
evacuate! We've got asituation here. The Elite Guard wants us out—come on, let the Enforcers do their

job! Everybody out!”

Without their Elite Guard leader, the massed Enforcers outside were completely at aloss when the
patients and medica personnd began to crowd out the doors. The Enforcer troops could not retain
control, short of stunning the front lines of refugees, and they did not want another maob disturbance so
soon after the riot outside Resurrection, Inc. The uncertain chaos outside even exceeded the nurseftech's
expectations.

As shereturned to get Dana, she noticed that the door of the confinement chamber had buckled outward
dightly, glowing adull red asthe two trapped Enforcers used their own wegponsto blast out.

Dand emerged from hisroom, uneasily wearing the orderly smock. The stain-killing enzymesin hisown
gray jumpsuit had by now managed to dissolve much of Nathans's blood, and the apron made him look
more unobtrusive,

The grating evacuation darm continued to pound through the air, adding to the confusion. The nursetech
grabbed his arm and propelled him toward the front.

“Everybody out!” she shouted, then lowered her voice to Dand. “Remember what | said. No one can
find out about us, especialy not the Guild. Well take advantage of the confusion and try to get away, but
they've got two transports of Enforcers out there. Somebody must want you very badly.”

“Nathansisdead. I'm surprised the imposter has that much influence.”

Asthey reached the lobby, the nurseftech put on a harried commanding voice. “ Servant! Take that box
and follow me. Quickly!”

The nurseftech pointed to a box filled with small vacuum sedled bottles; alabd, “BIOLOGICAL
SAMPLES—IN STRICT CONFIDENCE,” stood out prominently on the outside of the box. Danal
picked up the package, made sure to keep a blank, mechanica expression on hisface, and followed her
outside. Hetried to hide hisface behind the box, though Danad doubted any of the Enforcers had a good
description of hisfacia characteristics anyway.

Some of the Enforcers stood rigid, at attention; others ran around, chasing people, trying to look
authoritative.

The nurseftech hopped from one person to another in the crowd, tending the displaced patients. One
man sguatted on the ground, crying, staring at his knees. The nurseftech went by, patted him on the back,
and went to awoman who was adjusting her own bandages on a burned hand. “Y ou dl right? Good.”

She moved on. Dand followed her obediently, like agood Servant. She spoke to him quietly out of the
corner of her mouth. “ Over there—see it? If we're careful, | think we might be able to just walk out of
here”

Danal looked where sheindicated. A block and ahalf away, one of the broad KEEP OFF THE GRASS
patches glowed threateningly with its lush, vibrant green lawn, fenced off with aknee-high barricade. One
Enforcer stood stationed besideit, presumably to make sure no one dipped and fdl into the deadly



disntegrator patch. The single Enforcer watched the chaos around the medical center, but made no move
to help out, refusing to leave his post.

When the two nearest Enforcers moved aside to break up afight between amedicd center techand a
patient, the nurse/tech stepped up her pace and bustled down the street, trying to get away from the
crowd.

Behind them, the trapped Elite Guard and his accompanying Enforcer burst out of the medical center
entrance, successful in blagting their way through the door of the confinement chamber. Both of them had
weapons in each hand. They began shouting, causing alarge commotion.

The nurseftech did not look back, but moved more quickly instead. Dand saw the lone Enforcer ahead
of them by the disintegrator patch and prayed that he wouldn't pay any particular attention to them.

“Hey! Wait! You—" one of the Enforcers behind them bellowed.
The nurseftech brokeinto arun. “Follow me! Now!”

Dand dropped the box of sampleswith acrash a hisfeet and leaped over it asit fell. Someone else
shouted, and a ping! exploded at Danal's feet.

“No, you idiot! Not projectile wegpons!” someone screeched behind them. “We've got to take him alive
I Scatter-stuns, everyone!”

Dand ran. The Enforcer in front of them stood with hislegs spread, intimidating, but not moving from his
position. He held one gloved hand out, waggling it dightly in astrange gesture. The nurseltech ran directly
toward him.

“Dand! Command: Follow!”

Unableto resst and suddenly betrayed by the Command phrase, Dand leaped after her. He heard the
buzzing hum behind him as scatter-stun fields radiated outward.

He and the nurse/tech had amost reached the lone Enforcer. The gaping deadly maw of the KEEP OFF
THE GRASS patch shone a beautiful green, beckoning.

Then Dand's | eft leg went completely numb and usel ess as a scatter-stun field struck it. Hisown
momentum carried him forward, but he tripped and fdll directly into the arms of the waiting Enforcer.

The white-armored man grappled with him, wrestling the Servant in abear hug. Dand tried to Struggle,
but the Enforcer began to tip backward, sumbling into the low fence surrounding the disintegrator patch.

The nurseftech let out awild howl and also legped to tackle the Enforcer. All three of them toppled over
the low barricade toward the deadly shimmering grass.

With the gpeed of hismicroprocessor Dand felt himsdlf faling with agonizing downess, unable to escape.
The last thing he saw was the sharp and distinct green blades of grass. As he reached out hisarmto try
to stop their fall, Dana saw his own hand disappear into nothingness as a brief rush of ozonefilled his
nodtrils. Then therest of hisbody fell through the disintegrator field, engulfed completely.

PART I
AWAKENING
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Dand dropped through the disembodied blackness, flailing hisarms. He could see nothing, but he sensed



the tumble of the other two bodies asthey dl fell together.

With ajolting abruptness, strands of nylon rope knocked the breath out of Danal'slungs, and he lurched
wildly up and down until he finally cameto rest on awide net strung from above. He struggled and turned
around, looking in the direction his mind remembered as“ up.”

About fifteen feet above, he could see ablurry green square of prismatic light, like the back side of an
illusion. As Dand's eyes adjusted to the shadows, he could discern the supporting ropes stretching
upward from the net, fastened to three overhanging girders.

Nothing made sense. He found himself intact, not acloud of atoms scattered apart by the disintegrator
fidld. He drew a deep breath, tasted a sty and musty tang in the air. He heard afaint rushing noise down
below ... and could even make out occasiona snatches of conversation somewhere out in the darkness.

Beside him, the Enforcer managed to get to his knees on the wobbly net, apparently nonplussed. Dand
tensed, ready to fight back if the Enforcer drew one of hisweapons, but the armored man pulled off his
helmet instead.

Stunned, Dand saw that his head was pale and bald—a Servant.
The nurseftech shook hersdlf, then let out along sgh. “Well, werein for it now.”
In the grip of confused astonishment, Danal could not respond.

The Enforcer/Servant ignored him as he crawled to the edge of the swaying net, hindered by his tiff
armor. He reached arope ladder with which he hoisted himsdlf onto a narrow wooden platform above.
“Y ou were agood plant, Laina. But it had to end sometime.” He turned to Danal and smiled with acam
expression and tangible persona warmth. “I'm Rolf. Welcome.”

The nurse/tech—L aina—reached for the rope ladder as the Enforcer/Servant disappeared into the
darkness. The white skirt rode up on her thick legs, exposing darkened panty hose that made cadaverous
skinlook like norma flesh. Dand remained motionless, squaiting on the gently swinging net. Baffled, he
looked at the square of greenish light high above.

“But ... weredill here! Wefdl through the disintegrator—"

“Maintenance opening.”

“It was one of the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches! | watched usfall through.”
“Maintenance opening.”

“What's going on—please?’

Lainaheard the plaintive desperation in his voice and paused to give him an explanation. As he listened,
Dand began to chink the gaping holesin the mysteries, though questions continued to pour around the
edges.

“Thisisthe Bay AreaMetroplex, remember?’ Lainabegan, “When have you ever seen the Bay indll
your life? All you find is Metroplex, buildings and roadways and office plazas. Y ears and years ago our
dear sprawling city butted up against the ocean and spread out over the water, where the builders could
gl sink pilingsto hit bedrock.” She spread her arms to indicate the shadowy forest of pilings. “Thiswas
al oceanfront property!



“In the beginning, they |eft maintenance openings so workers could go down to check the conditions of
the pilings, to ingpect the support beams. But that's al been forgotten now that we've got
Net-programmed repair-rats to do the routine maintenance. However, that still leaves the maintenance
openings up on top. Some crazy city planner covered them with patches of holographic grass. Maybe
they thought it would look pretty or something.”

She smiled and raised her painted eyebrows; her thick lipstick looked wet in the dusty light. “Holographic
grass. Oh, people must have seen some clod fdl right through the illusion—hence, a* deadly disintegrator
blanket.” But it's been along time now, and we make sure The Net doesn't give out any red information
about the maintenance openings. | doubt even the human bigwigs know the truth.”

She stood on the narrow platform and placed her hands on her hips. The wig covering Lainas smooth
scalp sat cockeyed in front of her eyes, knocked loose by the long fdl. “Well, are you just going to gawk
a me or do you want me to show you around? Gregor probably wants to know what's going on.”

Dand worked hisway over to the rope ladder, twice losing his balance on the lurching net. He could see
only darkness below like a bottomless open mouth. Somewhere beneath him, he heard the soft rush of
waves curling around countless pilings and girders.

“So who's this Gregor you keep talking about?’
The nurseftech offered her hand to help him up. The grip felt cool but strong. “He's our fearlessleader.”

With a Servant's precise control Lainaled him aong anarrow wakway, awooden board barely ten
centimeters wide. Dand recognized similar walkways extending from placeto place, level to leve, and
interconnected by rope or metd ladders and occasiond platforms.

“ After curfew sometimes we use the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches to get up there. But most of the
time we choose less dramatic means—we found severa openings and passages into the lower levels of
buildings, once we knew whereto look.”

“After curfew?’ Dand sounded surprised.

“Sure, why not?’

“Not worried about the Enforcers?’

She made awry expression. “It's not difficult to be smarter than abunch of bored Enforcers.”

Intermittent bright lights hung from various supports and girders, cords dangled like snakesin therich
shadows, tapping into the intricate power conduits of the Metroplex. The dangling lights ahead |ooked
like apattern of stars over the dark water. Large crates forming a stockpile of food and hardware hung in
nets suspended from crossbeams and looming over the walkways.

Lainaquickly worked her way down two rope ladders, bringing him closer to where he could hear the
rippling ocean. Then Dana began to see people, other Servants dressed in a hodgepodge of clothing,
somein gray jumpsuits, mostly, though, they wore bright and vibrant colors. All of them moved with a
purposeful semblance of normd life, without the mechanica apathy of ordinary Servants.

“Arethosedl ... Wakers?’ Danal asked.
“You bet.” Many of the others stirred, watching his arrival. Some smiled; some looked worried.

The Wakers network of hammocks, platforms, suspended lights and ropes made avirtua world of its



own. Some of the Wakerslay back under the harsh lights, sunning themsalves, apparently working on
their melanin to regain some skin color, though the clear synBlood would never let them have the ruddy
appearance of life.

Near hisear Dana heard aclicking and scuttling noise. He looked up to see apair of articulated
mechanicd repair-rats making their painstaking rounds—tedioudy maintaining things, checking conduits
and wires, fixing structural damage. Tiny scanner lights endlessly swept over their field of view,
correlating the picture with amaster plan fed to them by aremote Net link. The repair-rats each carried a
bevy of tiny tools and synthesi zing equipment to repair any deviations they detected.

Lainanoticed the repair-rat and swore under her breath. Dand redized the mechanica drones had been
dismantling one of the hanging sunlamp fixtures. She reached up to deactivate both repair-rats and
switched them back on after moving them to a different crossbeam. “ There, it'll take them daysto get
reoriented.” She clucked her tongue. “We basicaly ignore the damned things, except they alwaystry to
undo the intentional changes we've made down here. It's a constant battle.”

Dand found the problem to be ddightfully normd.

Gregor waited for them in asemi-private area. Low to the uneasy water, where severd pilings clumped
together and blocked him off from sight, the leader of the Wakers reclined on awide hammock. A sturdy
plank platform had been attached to the pilings and supported by ropes from above, forming afirm floor.
Severa sunlamps beat down with aharsh yellow glow. Stripped to the waist, Gregor lay back, sunning
himsalf and reading athin hardcover book, Frankenstein.

The nurseftech led Dand dong the narrow, creaking walkways and climbed down into the leader's area.
Gregor placed a bookmark on his page and snapped the volume shut as he sat up. The hammock
swayed as Gregor gripped its edges.

“You'd better tell me what happened, Laina,” Gregor said before she could speak. The leader of the
Wakerswas alarge man with high cheekbones, aheavy jaw, and distant brown eyes. Dark circles
around his eyes made him look deeply concerned—not angry, but heavily burdened.

Lainakept her control and beamed at the leader, though her voice had a petulant tone. “It's your orders
to assist other awakened Servants at dl costs. But wait until you hear who thisis.”

She introduced Dand. He responded uneadily, still not at peace with al he had learned, too much too
fast. But he and the nurseftech managed to tell his story. He had hoped the pain would die away with
another retelling—the wounds still ran as deep, but they did seem alittle more bearable now.

When they had finished, Gregor appeared impressed. He pursed hislips. “Vincent Van Ryman? And an
imposter. Knowledgeis apowerful thing, Dand, and you've just greatly increased our power.” He
stroked his chin and regarded the three support pilings with adistant gaze.

Dand was baffled, and honored in a strange way, but before he could ask Gregor to explain himsdlf, he
heard someone e se approaching, running recklesdy down the narrow boards.

With athump, another Waker landed on Gregor's platform, panting. Dana saw him to be a young boy
with grayish freckled skin that looked splotched and diseased with his Servant palor. Agitated, the boy
gave Lainaand Dand only acursory glance, and then spoke to Gregor. He wore part of adisguise, some
flesh-colored makeup that had been smeared, and areddish wig tucked under hisarm.

“Welvelogt Monical” he burst out. With time-dowed clarity Dana saw Gregor stiffen and St likea
statue, afraid. The boy continued. “ At Resurrection, Inc.! After we managed to get Rodney Quick's body



free, some Enforcers came around and interrogated the Servants.” The boy swallowed, then continued.
“ She—she terminated hersdf so she couldn't answer them.”

Gregor hung hishead. “Not Monica...” he mumbled. The boy Waker stood waiting, looking at the
leader, then at Danal and the nurseftech. But Danal had focused on adifferent comment. “Rodney
Quick?" He could hardly believe what he had heard. “ That—that's the technician, the one | killed! What
were you doing with his body?’

“We had busnesswith him.” Gregor scowled, but used the question as a crutch to lift himsalf up from his
grief. The leader looked at him with ahard, cold stare.

“We are the Cremators.”

26

After curfew, at hightide, al of the Wakers gathered down by the water level. Dand sat in awe, counting
forty-five Wakers—forty-five other Servantswho had regained their memories. Just like him.

Smoky torches hung in meta racks on the sides of the pilings; ablack feathering of old soot streamed up
the concrete. Dand could smell smoke from creosote and burning wood, mingling with the sour odor of
the duggish sea. Thereflected torchlight looked like fireworks cast upon the water.

“Come on, thisis something you must see,” Gregor had told him. “It's our most sacred gathering.”
Dand heditated, uneasy. “ Areyou surel should?’

Gregor's fixed gaze seemed filled with understanding. “Y ou're one of us now. Everything we do is open
toyou.”

Dana squatted on the platform nearest the water, withdrawn from the other Wakers, still confused,
numb. Lainasat near him, wearing abulky Servant jumpsuit instead of her nurseftech ouitfit. The other
Weakers respected Dand's wish for privacy.

Three Wakers swam in the water, naked, exuberant in the cold sea. The water would clutch at them
when the tide turned and began to march back out to the unseen ocean, but for now they enjoyed the
freedom. Dand saw their carefree attitude, but he recalled too clearly—like pounding heartbegtsin his
head—the death of Julia, the betrayal by Nathans, his own murder during the High Sabbt....

“Cremators?’ he had asked Gregor, astonished. “But ... why? Why do you do it?” He sat for amoment,
then shook his head. “I don't understand.”

“To keep othersfrom coming back. To stop them returning from death, aswe did. We can't destroy
Resurrection, Inc., and | would not, in good conscience, try to. But someone hasto offer theliving this
crucia choice, whether to risk becoming Servants, whether to risk remembering.”

Dana was unable to choose among the many things he did not understand. “ But how? How did |
awaken? How did you get your memories back?’

Gregor shrugged. “It'sin the resurrection process. The bacteriain the fina purging stage have a habit of
mutating. We're doing some of our own anayses, but we're restricted by our limited manpower, you
know, and because we have to be so damned careful when using other facilities. Apparently, amore
potent strain of the purging bacteria can loosen some of the roadblocks to your old memories, the ones
that are mercifully sealed away by death. Through one mechanism or another, dl of us Wakers have
regained our pagts, and our own thoughts and persondities.



“From your story, Dand, | suspect that Francois Nathansintentionally set you up, created the conditions
for you to get your memory back. Y ou should be able to figure out his reasons better than | can. But you
clam Nathansis dead anyway, so thewhy of it all doesn't really matter.”

“Areyou saying that Nathans knew how to awaken Servants al along? Does he know about your
people?’

“No, you're jumping to conclusions. Other batches of the purging solution have mutated, and other
Servants have indeed awakened, but anyone—including Nathans—would think these were just isolated
instances. Any Servant would be disoriented and confused after getting the memories back—you
remember it yourself. Thefirst thing anewly awakened Servant doesisto seek help in the obviousway,
from humans. Most of these spontaneous Wakers are spotted, and summarily deectivated at
Resurrection, Inc.

“But does anyone suspect our presence? Not at al. We wouldn't survive an hour if anyone did,
especialy Nathans. Y ou know how he hated the Cremators.”

Dana pondered this, and Gregor continued, “Have you ever heard of astory called RU.R.? Rossum's
Universal Robots?” Dana shook his head. “It's arather obscure play today, but important when it first
appeared inthe year 1921. It was written by a Czechodovakian named Karel Capek, and hefirst
introduced the world to the term *robot.” Derived from a Czech word meaning ‘ involuntary service.’
Now, Rossum'’s robots weren't ratcheting mechanica mongtrosities with blinking lights and buzzing
voices—they were organic, humanlike servantsto do al forms of tedious and unpleasant manud labor.
Sound familiar? Rossum's robots eventualy awakened to their condition and took over the world,
destroying dl mankind.”

Gregor let out along Sgh. “1 certainly have no intention to parallel that, although | do use the false name
of Rossum Capek when | put on my disguise and go out to meet prospective clientsfor the Cremators.”

“Like Rodney Quick,” Dana muttered.
“Yes likehim.”

Now, down by water level, the Wakers were quiet, expecting something. Gregor sat among them,
merely one of the group—Dana could not tell from appearances that he was their leader.

One of the Wakers, the burly man who had previoudy posed as an Enforcer, came up to Gregor. “All
the repair-rats are out of the vicinity. They won't set off any firedarms.”

Gregor nodded. He looked at his own chronometer and consulted the hardcopy of atide table. He
folded the table and thrust it into his pocket, then nodded to the swimmers. They dove under the water
and swam together between the clustered pilings into a deep blanket of shadows.

Dana watched with akind of dread as he saw something emerge, floating on the water, pushed and
pulled by the three Waker svimmers. It was araft of some kind, scattered with wood shavings, kindling,
paper, and broken logs. The sweet chemica smdll of avolatile hydrocarbon drifted to his nostrils.

Astheraft cameinto thefull light, Dana saw the body of Rodney Quick laid out upon the piled wood
debris. He cringed and felt the nurseftech’'s hand on his shoulder. Hetried to leave, but Lanaheld him
back.

“| shouldn't be here” he said.

“You, of dl people, should seethis” Lainacountered.



The technician's body had been washed and clothed in aclean white robe. Surrounding the unlit pyre lay
flower petals and brightly-colored ornaments. The Wakers swam harder, bringing the bier closeto the
gathered crowd. Gregor stood up and swept his gaze over the Wakers, speaking formal wordsin a
baritone voice:

“This man bore the name of Rodney Quick. That cannot be taken from him, though heis gone now.”
“He'sgone now,” the Wakers echoed.

“Hewill remain wherever heisnow, the World of Light, and nothing will ever bring him back.”

The other Wakers muttered appreciatively.

“We are the Cremators. We preserve the soul by destroying the flesh.”

“Presarve the soul by destroying the flesh.”

Other people took torches from their holders and tossed them to the three swimmers. Treading water,
the Wakers caught the torches and smultaneoudy set dight the bier containing Rodney Quick's body. As
the flames caught on the naphtha-soaked kindling, the three svimmers went to the sde of the raft and
pushed, swimming furioudy, until the pyre began to drift awvay. Gregor had timed it perfectly, for the
outgoing tide drew the raft with it.

The other Wakers began to moan a somber yet somehow joyous chant. Gregor stood tall and took a
deep breath, and then quoted poetry in akind of eulogy. “This man bore the name of William
Shakespeare. Hewas a great and literate man, and isremembered long after his death. He wrote,

"Todie, to deep

To deep: perchance to dream: ay, there'sthe rub;
For in that sleep of death what dreams may come;
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil?"”

Gregor recited the lines from memory, in arich and serious voice. The other Wakers sat enthralled,
listening. The leader paused and then intoned again:

“In another place, another play, William Shakespeare said,

'Life's but a walking shadow, a poor player,

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage,

And thenisheard no more; itisatale

Told by anidiot, full of sound and fury,

Sgnifying nothing.””

Danal felt adeep, stabbing sadness and guilt, but also wonder at the proceedings.

Gregor drew along breath, asif exhausted, and then spoke afina time asthe gathered Cremators
waited, watching Rodney's pyre drift away, burning bright.

“This man bore the name of Percy Bysshe Shelley. He was a poet and arevolutionary. He wrote a poem



of atraveler coming upon aruined statue aone in an empty and deserted wasteland:
'And on the pedestal these words appear:

"My name is Ozymandias, king of kings:

Look on my works, ye Mighty, and despair!

Nothing beside remains. Round the decay

Of that colossal wreck, boundless and bare

The lone and level sands stretch far away.’”

Gregor closed hiseyes. “ After Percy Bysshe Shelley drowned during astorm, hisfriend Lord Byron built
apyrefor him on the beach. While the villagers watched, Byron swam back out to his own yacht, turning
to gaze a the flickering beacon as the growing fire freed the soul of Percy Bysshe Shelley and turned his

body to ash.”

Above, the Cremators had set filters and traps to capture any smoke before it could waft upward and be
seen risgng through the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches, though so late after curfew no one should
have noticed anyway. The dripping Waker svimmers pulled themsalves back up onto one of the
platforms. The receding tide carried the till-burning pyre aong with it, and Dand could see the flickering
light drifting farther and farther from him. By morning the ashes of Rodney Quick would be dispersed far
out to sea.

Dand wished he could get rid of hismemories, hisguilt so easlly.

Gregor made amotion of dismissal, and the gathered Wakers stood up, beginning to move away. “ Thank
you dl,” Gregor sad.

Dand came up to the leader asthe other Wakers began to leave. Asif anticipating his question, Gregor
sad quietly, “All thisritua and ceremony means nothing. But it makes usfed honored, and content with
oursalves”

Dand frowned, puzzled, and noticed a thin woman agpproaching Gregor, looking frightened. The leader
smiled warmly &t her. “Y es, Shannah. Come and meet our new companion. His Servant nameis Dand.”

She looked distractedly at Danal and then back to Gregor. She was extremely gaunt, and dark rings of
deepless anxiety encircled her eyes. Unlike dl the other Wakersin their world below, Shannah il wore
along fluffy blond wig to cover her Servant baldness.

“I've decided, Gregor ... I'm going back,” she whispered.

“Ah, no, Shannah.” He shook hishead dowly. “Please don't.”

“I've thought about it so much, Gregor. I've made up my mind.”

“You know | don't approve. We have to survive until we know more. | don't want to lose you.”

Shannah's eyes glistened. “But | keep remembering the tunndl, the bright light, the chimes. The peace. It's
caling me, Gregor. | haveto go back to whatever'sthere.”

The leader regarded her in silence for along moment and then finally came to a persona acceptance of
her reasons. Dana watched carefully, trying to understand.



“When?" Gregor asked.

Shannah swallowed. “It better be now. I'm ready.”

Gregor put fingersto hislipsand gave aghrill, birdlike whistle. The departing Wakers stopped to listen.
“I wish you'd reconsider this, Shannah.”

Shedidn't answer him.

Gregor spoke aoud to the gathered Wakers once more. *“ Shannah has chosen to make her return
journey now. We must al bear witness.”

The other Wakers reacted with surprise and sadness. The skeletal woman stretched out on her back,
listening to the whisper of the sea. Dand could still smell the acrid smoke from Rodney Quick's
disappearing pyre. Shannah brushed her palms across her dick gray jumpsuiit.

“Candles?’ shewhigpered. “| like candles. Can you light some?’

“Of course, Shannah.” Gregor smiled at her, trying to deface his grief. The freckle-faced boy Waker
rapidly climbed up arope ladder and returned afew moments later with ahandful of thin yellow candles.
Shannah sat up and watched as they surrounded her with the candles.

One by one Gregor lit the wicks. Shannah stared fixedly at the flame nearest to her shoulder. Her
breathing grew faster and faster and at last she lay back, closing her eyes and letting a peaceful sigh pass
through her lips.

“Say my epitaph, Gregor. | want to hear it.”

Gregor closed hiseyes asif searching for something appropriate. Shannah whispered impatiently,
“Hurry.”

The leader looked up. “This man bore the name of Edgar Allan Poe. He was a troubled soul who died
young, grieving for lost love, but he left behind many true and somber words, such asthese:

"*And all my days are trances,
And all my nightly dreams

Are where thy grey eye glances,
And where thy footstep gleams—
In what ethereal dances,

By what eternal streams.

And, perhaps best of dl:

"'Isall that we see or seem

But a dreamwithin a dream?'”

Shannah rested the back of her head on the watermarked plank. Her lips drifted into a smile of ecstasy.
“Thank you, Gregor.” She straightened her fluffy blond wig, and then let out along, low breeth. Her face
fell dack as she stopped her synHeart and shut down the microprocessor in her head.



Gregor and the other Wakers et out akeening hum and looked up. With rapidly shifting glancesthey
searched the air, gazing higher and higher to theinvisible girders and pilings above, asif watching for
Shannah's departing soul.
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Fear made Jones stumble like adrunken man. The two Elite Guard flanked him and briskly ushered him
to alift shaft. He followed mechanicaly, dazed. He wanted to hide, or gpologize to someone, or demand
answers, but the two Guards marched in slence asif daring him to speak. What did | do? he wanted to
shout, but the halls were empty, silent, and none of the other Enforcers would do more than put eyesto
the spy-holesin their rooms.

The lift doors closed like aguillotine as the three men began to rise upward. Jonesimmediately grew
claustrophobic. Still only half dressed, hefdt his sweet turn cold inthe air.

They emerged a the roof-level parking bay. In the black early hours of morning an eerie silence clung to
the deeping Metroplex. Without aword the two Elite Guards urged him across the poured-stone of the
parking bay. Jones felt the implacable hardness of their armor and saw the determined set of their
shoulders.

He thought of Fitzgerdd Helms for amoment and felt a bottoml ess sadness. Helms had to die before
Jones could get into the Guild—and now his career would end like this. What would Helms have
thought?

The Guards had let him throw arobe over his shoulders, but Jones till carried hiswhite Enforcer boots
in hishands. They marched with muffled footsteps to a private hovercar that had been painted adark flat
blueto beinvisble againg the night sky.

For amoment Jones thought they were going to lock him in a segregation chamber in back, but insteed
they made him st close between them in the main cabin. Asthe craft roseinto the air and banked
sdeways, Jones looked down at the Enforcers dormitory he had called home for two years, thinking it
might be thelast time held ever seeit.

Probably, if the Elite Guard were involved, something terrible was going to happen to him.

Jones swallowed so hard hefelt his Adam's apple plunge down and up again in histhroat. He had no
chance. Nothing would help. Maybe he could reason with them. “1 till don't understand.” Hisvoice had
athin, whining qudity to it. “Why can't you tell me—"

“No,” one of the Elite Guard said brusquely. The other Guard continued to pilot the hovercar, paying no
atention. Asthey soared onward, Jones looked down at the lights of the intricate but deserted arteries of
the Metroplex. For amoment he was struck by the fact that of al those people cowering down there, no
one would miss him. He had made no redl friends—Jones had festered with the death of his comrade
Helms even after two years, and it was his own damned fault. That's right—wasn't one supposed to wax
philosophical while being led to an execution? He was out of uniform—uwould they just jettison him here,
high above the Metroplex? Or would they dress him up as agang member, someone supposedly killed in
the violent after dark street battles?

The hovercar homed in on the mirrored monoalith of the Enforcers Guild main headquarters. Joness
stomach tightened and his breath came in shallower snatches as they neared the tower.

The hovercar cruised to the private landing dock reserved for the Guild's highest management personnel.
Jones managed to tug on his boots, at least, but his uneasiness grew. His brain churned over and over,
trying to comprehend what he had done that was so terrible to warrant such specia punishment. He had



lost the Servant. He had started ariot, but that wasn't his fault. He had discarded his armor—he had
made magjor mistakes, certainly ... but by the book, by his Enforcer training, hadn't he done what he was
supposed to do? What was he supposed to do now?

The pilot powered down the hovercar's engines and disengaged the door. At the top of the tower the
wind whistled around the walls, bearing an oppressive dampness with an oncoming spring storm. His
white armored boots stood out garishly againgt hisdark skin, his black skin-pants. He cautiously
emerged from the hovercar and then nearly tripped down a set of access Sairs as the second Elite Guard
hurried him aong. Hislegswere shaking.

At the bottom of the stairs they reached a sealed doorway. Thefirst Guard typed in along and complex
access code; a slent moment passed, then answering flickers of light came from the screen by the door.
The Guard entered a responding password, and with an ominous, cobra-like hiss, the door did open into
the highest levels of Guild headquarters.

“Inyou go.” Blindly, without thinking, Jones stumbled forward. Darkness clung everywhere, and he
blinked hiswide eyes, trying to see. He redlized after he had gone severa stepsthat the two
blue-armored Elite guard remained motionless outside the door on the steps. Would they kill him here?
Why had they even brought him thisfar?

Jones|ooked around himsdlf in avast penthouse office that covered an entire quad rant of the building's
top floor. The air stuck in histhroat; gooseflesh crawled up hisarms. From the towering vantage of the
headquarters he could see the lights of the Metroplex strung out.

Warm light glowed from an aquarium covered with awooden tabletop, asif it were some odd sort of
furniture. He could hear the bubbling of the tank and see the colorful forms of the fish trapped inside their
glass cage asthey pointlesdy went back and forth, bumping up against the unseen walls....

Behind ahuge semicircular clonewood desk, Jonesfinally saw adarkened figure waiting for him.

“Former Enforcer Jones,” ahiting voice spoke from the shadows, “you've caused me agreat ded of
trouble today.”

Jones cringed and froze. He didn't dare turn around, but he thought sure he could sense the two Guards
each drawing a projectile wegpon, aiming at him—

With amelodramatic twist the figure behind the desk brought up the lights from rosy banks around the
rim of the room. Jones concentrated on the man at the desk, puzzled; he had black and oily hair that
looked oddly out-of-place dicked back behind his ears. Then Jones recognized the man's face after dl.

Francois Nathans.

“I planned everything so carefully. It was so intricate. Too complex, | guess. Plenty of spotswherea
stupid mistake could dragticdly ater the outcome. | didn't count on you acting like you did.”

Nathans shook his head and made adistasteful noise. “Hell, | can't do anything about it now. | can grill
you, reprimand you, shout my lungs out at you, Jones—it might make mefeel good for the moment, but
Dand isill dead. My only chanceto seeif it would work—thank you, Jones, for making me fed so
helplessl”

Jones swalowed again at the man's bitterness and findly found hisvoice. Would it help to be submissve?
Would anything help him now?

“What are you going to—" He paused, then suddenly bridled at the audacity of this man, the head of



Resurrection, Inc. “Hey, wait aminute! I'm aGuild member. Y ou have no right to threaten me like that.
Y ou might run your own company, but you have no right to be here, at Guild headquarters!”

Hewas gppdled at his own outburst, but he redlized nothing he said or did would change things. Jones
had never felt aparticular pridein or alegianceto the Guild, but it did have its own sort of honor, itsown
code. As questions piled up one after another in his mind, he turned to the two Elite Guard for support.
But hisvoice smply did not carry the confidence or tone of authority to make them pay attention. One of
the Guards held an el ectronic sweeping device, scanning the outer stairway. The second Guard stood at
attention asthe first stepped outside, still scanning, and closed the door. The second sedled it tightly from
theingde. “All dlear, ir.”

Nathans folded his hands behind the large desk and smiled petulantly. “And just who do you think runs
the Guild, Mr. Jones?’

Jones stopped as alump of ice snowbaled in hisstomach. “I ... have no idea.”
Nathans smiled. “Wdl, now | think you do.”
Jones conscioudy closed his mouth. “May | please St down?’

“By dl means.” Nathans turned up the lights another notch. His smile held many different undertones, and
it looked dmogt artificid.

Jones suddenly wondered if Nathans might be taking his revenge. Maybe it made Nathansfed satisfied if
he could rub Jonessface in a secret he would have no opportunity to divulge.

“Oh, | was behind the Guild when it started, years before | concelved of Resurrection, Incorporated. |
hope you like stories, Mr. Jones? Good. Y ou see, | decided that private security forces might be more
effective and more motivated for maintaining law and order than any state-run, unionized police system. |
won't bother you with the details, but it turned out | was absolutely right.

“Working behind the scenes, | dowly managed to consolidate al the private security systems and
conformance-assurance personnel into the Enforcers Guild. Collectively, the Guild edged out the
cumbersome state-run police departments.”

Nathans's voice carried anostalgic tone. Restlesdy he stood up from his desk and walked over to stare
out the darkened windows. He pressed hisface close to the glass; the lights from the room stretched his
reflection into odd forms.

“Itwasal so easy that, frankly, | wasabit suspicious. So | decided to push alittle harder, to see just
how much we could get away with. But if it didn't work, you see, if it backfired—I knew heads would
roll. That'swhy | kept my own involvement secret, at first. Fame and notoriety are the most usdessforms
of success mankind hasyet invented.”

Nathansinterlocked hisfingers behind hisdick black hairpiece and turned to face Jones again. “We put
Enforcersal over the place. Their presence was unmistakable. Escorting people to make them fedl
important. We even had them guarding things like statues and fountains and KEEP OFF THE GRASS
patches—" He cringed for amoment, and then continued.

“But the crime rate dropped. Incredibly. We had to make up new laws just to give dl the Enforcers
something to do. We started street tension of our own, smulated gang wars after curfew so the people
would keep thinking they needed us. We even made up the bloody curfew!” Nathans shook his head.
“And the poor bastards bought it—hook, line, and sinker!”



Jones sat iffly in the chair, seating. Everything he had followed, dl the training, the patrols—the ethics
for which Fitzgerald Helms had been killed—all because Nathans wanted to play power games. He kept
his mouth shut, but Nathans must have been able to interpret the sickening distaste on hisface.

The man dapped both palms on the mahogany-attribute desk. “Don't you see! | didn't doit! Y ou think
thisisapolice state? No! Because the people allowed it to happen. They didn't do adamn thing to stop
it, because they convinced themsalvesit was a Good Ideal! Thereé's smply no excuse for apathy like that.
| hoped that by pushing and pushing, it would finaly spark their social consciousness, get someone
involved. Our society hasto change by itsdlf, of its own choice, not have change forced upon it.”

Helet out along and heavy sgh. “ Sometimes I'd like nothing more than to be caught at my own tricks.
Evenif they threw me out, at least that would prove people are paying attention out there! | thought this
would be an eectric shock to stimulate our stagnant culture. Teach them alesson, so that they never get
caught deeping again.”

He cracked his knuckles and looked at Jones.

“So far, though, I'm deeply disgppointed. All they're interested in isthe path of least resistance, letting me
do whatever | want, no matter how much damageit causes.” Nathans spoke through gritted teeth and
pounded hisfists on the table for emphasis, then stopped and lowered hisvoice. “ Sorry for the outburst.
I'm having aparticularly unpleasant day.”

Jones sat rubbing histemples and asked hdtingly, with hiseyes closed, “But if you're Francois Nathans,
the Resurrection man, | don't ... how can you possibly be running Guild headquarters? Resurrection, Inc.
hates the Guild.”

“Ah.” Nathans briskly rubbed his pams together and then stopped himself, embarrassed. “ That'sa
perfect example of creating a perceived need for the Enforcers Guild. You seg, if | set it up that
Resurrection hates Enforcers, but it till needs Enforcersfor protection, then that givesthe Guild an
incredible legitimacy, doesn't it? Call it clout. Then other corporations won't hesitate to engage the
services of Enforcers, if even Resurrection, Inc. hasto.”

Jones et the convoluted logic sink in until it finally made an gppalling kind of sense. And when it dl made
sense, he began to grasp just how much Nathans had told him—far too much. The terror came
yammering at hisearsagain.

Should hetry to run? While Nathans had his attention el sewhere? Could he get past the two Elite
Guards, take the hovercar, and fly off—go somewhere? Someplace outside the Metroplex? HEd never
been outside before.

His heart pounded from just considering the idea. Swest prickled on hisforehead, and he knew it was
going to trickleinto hiseyes at any moment. Jonestensed, felt his musclestightening up, knotting.

The sweat dropped into the corner of hiseyelike atear, and everything drained out of him in an instant.
No. Hed never make it past the two Elite Guards. After dl the incredible Enforcer training Jones had
endured, honing his body, his reflexes, these two blue armored Guards had been through ten times more,
and would be that much faster, better.

Jones swallowed. It was awaste of timeto put it off any longer. “Y ou're going to kill me, aren't you? For
teling medl this”

Shocked, Nathans stared back at the black man. “Let metell you one very important thing, Mr. Jones. |
vauemy lifevery much, and | certainly don't look forward to dying. Lifeiswhat allows me to accomplish



things—lifeis our one chance at everything. Consequently, | respect life, yours or anyone else's. | don't
believe any crap about a‘ fate worse than death’ because, asthe cliché says, while thereslife there's
hope. | do not kill, except in the most extraordinary circumstances. And | do not plan to kill you.”

“Then why areyou telling me dl this? | didn't want to know it. | didn't ask.”

Nathans's response came back at him like an electric shock. “ Because you are the newest member of the
Elite Guard, Mr. Jones. Welcometo the Club.”

Jones blinked in agtonishment. He felt yanked in acompletely different direction, leaving him disoriented.
“But what if | don't—"

“Y ou have nothing to lose, Jones. Come log on, seefor yourself.”

Haltingly Jones went to the large semicircular desk and bent closdly over the Net termina. He punched in
hislogon name and his password and got to the first-level menu. “Now what?’

“Check your user gtatus. It'll take the Net accounting people a month or so to delete your old
password.”

Baffled, Jones requested a biographical update. His fingers shook, and he made severd errors before
findly entering the right command. He stared as the pixels formed themselvesinto his own obituary.

ENFORCER, CLASS 2.

KILLED IN MOB UPRISING WHILE PURSUING REBEL SERVANT
OUTSIDE RESURRECTION, INC.

SECONDARY NOTATION FOR DISTINGUISHED

SPECIAL SERVICETO THE GUILD

ABOVE AND BEYOND THE CALL OF DUTY.

Jones saw the date and continued to stare, unable to move. Nathans blanked the screen. “It'satrick,”
Jones whispered.

“Yes, and avery good one. But you can try it on any terminal in the Metroplex. Once The Net's been
fooled, you may aswell be dead anyway. Welcometo the Elite Guard.”

His head spinning, Jones walked back to the chair and sat down, almost missing the cushion. He didn't
have the capacity for anger in him—he il didn't quite grasp what had happened.

“Mind you, Jones, thisisasingular honor. Very few people are chosen for this. Congratul ations.”

Joneswondered if he should fed proud of himsdlf. He had never dreamed of becoming an Elite Guard. A
dow, tentative fedling of amazement began to replace hissick terror. An Elite Guard? Had he done a
good job after al?

“Doesthat mean you captured the rebdl Servant, then? The one who caused dl this? The one | was
trying to chase?’

Nathans soured and turned his back angrily, looking out the wide windows. Jones saw the man's back
stiffen as he kept clenching his hands. “No. He escaped. Heis dead.”

“I thought you wanted him dive.”
“| did! But he somehow got the hel p of anurse/tech—they both killed themsdalves by jumpinginto a



KEEP OFF THE GRASS patch. They even took another Enforcer with them! Infull view of dozens of
people! Now there aren't even any damned atoms of him left!” Nathans abruptly stopped shouting. “I
hed alot at stake with that Servant, and now it'sal gone.”

But Jones frowned, distracted, and pursed hislips as he sat back in the chair. The Servant had jumped
into aKEEP OFF THE GRASS patch? This bothered him, nagged him even after everything el se that
had happened.

Nathans saw the expression and stopped abruptly. “What isit, Jones?’
The black man looked up, afraid again. “Nothing,” he mumbled.

Nathans rose to hisfeet and strode closer. His eyes|ooked at Jonesintensely. “Y ou look like you just
thought of something.” His voice became warm and smooth. “I'm your superior now, Jones. I'm
interested in any fresh ideas you have. Show me | didn't choose wrong to pick you for the Elite Guard.”

Joness head spun, and he reluctantly answered in alow voice. “Y ou probably don't remember the
reason | was sent to be an escort at Resurrection, Inc., Mr. Nathans. In my previous assignment | was
trying to stop another rebel Servant"—he looked carefully at Nathans—"and she escaped by jumping
into aKEEP OFF THE GRASS patch, too. Asif she knew something abouit it the rest of us don't
know.”

He heard Nathans's sharp intake of breath. The other man turned toward him, and Jones could see his
eyesglistening with surprise and fascination. “ That's ... very ... interesting.”
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Dana jumped down from the thin crosswalk, perfectly coordinated, and landed with barely asound on
Gregor's enclosed platform. Under the harsh light of the sunlamps the leader looked up, rubbing his
fingers along the pages of hisbook. He did ayarn bookmark in place and snapped the cover shuit.

Gregor waited in slence, holding his squarish chin between the thumb and forefinger of one hand. Dandl
findly spoke in an abrupt burst of words. “I've spent the last day with your Wakers—"

“Y our Wakers, too,” Gregor interrupted smoothly.

“The Wakers.” Dand paused, considering atactful way to proceed. He saw a pile of neetly folded
clothing in the corner, aswell as an assortment of hats, wigs, falsefacid hair, and various flesh-colored
creams and pigments. “1'm impressed with the organization, the brotherhood, you've put together. The
Wakers seem to be avery close-knit group.”

“They are”

“But—" He paused, troubled. Waiting, Gregor drifted back and forth on the hammock and motioned for
his guest to sit. Danal squatted on hishedls. “But what areyou ... doing? Y ou'redl living from day to day
down here, but it's just hiding. Y ou have the power to take some action. Why don't you flex your
muscles?’ Dand focused his gaze on the leader'sface. “ Y ou strike me as too conscientious aman to Sit
back and do nothing.”

Gregor let out along sigh, and Dand watched him. “1'm glad you think that way. We should be doing
more than just Sitting around and patting oursel ves on the back. But we just don't know enough. I'm
wrestling with ambiva ence—that'sthe main snag.”

“ Ambivalence? How can you possibly be ambivaent?’



“Think about it. We are Servants who have regained our memories. Now, do al Servants have the same
potential to awaken, likewe did? Or are they really just mindless machines, just another usefor a
discarded body like Resurrection, Inc. would have us believe? Are Wakers afluke in the resurrection
process?’

Dana gave no indication of whether he agreed or disagreed. Off in the shadowy distance someone was
snging alow melody in aforeign-sounding language.

“That'snot what | believe,” Gregor continued. “And mind you, thisisonly my intuition. Weretoo small a
group to beavalid satistical sample. But | suspect al Servants do have the potentid for reawakening
those old memories. If they want to.”

Gregor folded his hands and bent closer to Dandl. “What do you remember in between? Between life
and desth and life again?

“Nothing,” Dand said, wondering why Gregor had changed the subject. He sifted through his memories,
but the answer remained the same. “It'sjust ablank. | told Laina, like a smooth, hard barrier.”

Gregor smiled. “Then let me show you how to penetrateit.”

From awooden crate underneath his hammock he removed three candles and set them on the floor of
the platform. He lit each one, then dropped the still burning match over the sde. It fell down into the dark
water far below.

“I believe the resurrection process snatched me away from aworld of light, from agreater
place—Heaven, for lack of abetter word.” Gregor spoke in aquiet voice, tinged with a respectful awe.
“| can't remember exact details, though | do occasiondly get glimpses—like my firgt flashbacks, only
more maddening because these are visons of ahigher redlity, not just a past that fitsinto theworld | can
see around me.”

Gregor reached up, switching off the sunlamp with hisfingertips. “Now, St in acomfortable position.”
Dana hunkered down and adjusted hisfeet. He ignored the rough boards againgt hislegs.

“It'simpossible to describe. Language has no anaogies for what you experienced. It goes beyond
explaining. But you'll know what | mean—you've dready lived through it, and died through it.”

Gregor took him through the motions, telling him to speed up his microprocessor, to shut out outside
influences, to concentrate on the hard boundary between histwo lives.

“It'll take time, because you've got to convince your subconsciousthat you're redly willing to face what
you remember. But you have to keep pounding on the door, until it opens.”

Dand closed hiseyes.
Inhale.
Exhale.

The microprocessor sped up his mind, dowed down the universe. He focused everything inward,
centering on the moment of hisdesth. The last memory. The protective shell that cut him off from anything
beyond, making histhoughts dip off its hard surface.

Dand went through the stages of forced relaxation, meditation. Without concern he redized he had begun



to fed numb al over, but he refused to relent his pressure on the barrier.

Degth had hidden something more from him, something much more significant even than al his other
flashbacks. He had so far uncovered only thetip of the iceberg. He hoped he could cope with the rest of
it, if he could manage to dredge it to the surface.

Inhale.
Exhale.

Then he began to experience a pleasant rising sensation, a detachment, and ever so dowly a separation
that led to an otherworldly ambiance. It was definitely unlike adream.

Andfindly the black wall began to dissolvein front of him.

The pain—that camefirst. The blade of the arthame dagger burgting through his skin, diding across his
sternum, then stabbing deep into his chest cavity; hefdt arip asthetip broke through the pericardium
and then cut deeply into the muscle of his heart. Vincent Van Ryman's every nerve was dipped in hot ail,
sending excruciatingly detailed information to hisfailing brain, but now he viewed it dl through adistorted
lens

Then dlence, afresh, clean sllence. Dand let himsdlf experience the wonder and the awe of the
impressons, unable to put even shadows of words to them. The absolute quiet felt brilliant, clean and
sharp. And then dowly swelling from the background he noticed amuffled tonal mixture, anoiselikea
musica buzzing, bellsand chimes.

No sense of touch, warmth or cold ... he began to detect motion, though he could not pinpoint exactly
what was moving—without sensory organs, al movement became dizzy and distorted. He was pulled
along adark tunnd, spinning upward, dragged by aforce he could not understand into a pitch-black
catacomb.

With aninaudible pop, he suddenly emerged outside his body, floating up near the celling of the sacrificia
grotto, stopped by the papier mache staactites. He looked down at the bloodbath, at himself dain on the
atar—Dbut the dead man below no longer even looked like him because of the surface-cloning.

On the heds of that thought came arapid-fire burst of Vincent Van Ryman'slife, dl hismemories
exploding outward at once. The visua images were vivid and instantaneous, with no definite sequence,
but they dl made senseto him.

The memory images blurred together, smeared out into aglow that grew brighter and brighter. Around
him, Dana began to perceive other spirits, bright colored lights—his escorts.

Histhoughts floated in a euphoric, untroubled sea of utter contentment. Ushered by the other spirits,
tantalized by the beckoning light ahead, he moved toward a borderland which may or may not have had
aphysica substance. Dand had dmost reached adestination, an arrival.

Then suddenly the black barrier of forbidden memory clamped down on him again. Everything stopped
abruptly. Dand tried, needed to break through, but the wal remained firm, impenetrable no matter how
much he pounded on it....

“That was deeper than most Wakers are willing to look their first time,” Gregor said after Dand had
described his experience. The leader had not moved, or even seemed to blink an eye. “But they aways
hit awall somewhere”



Dand placed both handsflat against the platform to steady himsdlf. In the past few seconds hisentire
perception of reality had been skewed. In an undefinable way Dand began to wonder if his other
concernswereless significant. “But what's beyond that last barrier?”

“No one's ever been ableto breach it,” Gregor said, defeated. “ And that leads me to my biggest
question—is there anything more? Or have we seen dll thereis?’

Danal frowned and said nothing. Gregor seemed impatient. “Y ou don't see the problem, do you? What
were al those memories? Were they just buried in my dead brain somewhere, or were they carried back
herewith my ... soul, if you want to cdl it that? Isthere redly a difference between the body and the
soul? We have to find the answer to that question—it has such staggering implications!”

More confused than ever, Dand shook his head. “What do you mean?’

“Look, if they arejust stlale memories buried in my resurrected mind and nothing more, then ... who am 1?
Am |—with acapital |etter—just some |eftover impressions embedded in this old tempora |obe'—he
tapped hisforehead—"that didn't come out in the wash? Is my own soul redly back in this body now, or
am | just abetter machine, one that can access afew old memories from the real Gregor, who is now
dead and gone? And how the hell can | tell the difference?’

Deeply upset, Gregor answered his own question. “Of course theresaway. If | can indeed remember
my degth, my out-of-body experiences, actually getting into the world of light—if | can remember the
whole thing without a gap, from degth al the way through to the sudden moment of resurrection again,
then it obvioudy can't be just some buried memories, canit? The red Gregor wouldn't have left such
visionsin hisdead brain, because Gregor's body never experienced those things.”

Dand frowned. “But isn't what—what | saw close enough? The tunnd, thelight, the life flashbacks, the
other spirits? How could al that beleftin my physical brain if | was deed dready?’

“No. Put yoursdf in therole of apure skeptic, Dand. And | am, at heart, askeptic.” Gregor Sighed, asif
he had been through al this before. “ The tunnel, the light, the out-of-body sensations, the chimes and
bells—you were dying. Y our brain was literaly giving up the ghost. Who knows what kind of distorted
perceptions you might have experienced? Y our nerves giving spasmodic impulses, firing at random,
making you think you saw lights, heard sounds, sensed presences. And the flashbacks of your
life—couldn't those have been a colossa memory dump of your brain at the last second? Flinging open
al the menta doorways that kept your thoughts negily organized?’

Gregor shook his head, still deep in thought. “Oh, sure it seemsfarfetched, but it isapossiblerational
explanation. Occam's Razor isn't sharp enough for me—I have to be absolutely sure. | need to have a
continuous memory.”

Theleader closed hiseyes. “I spend hours and hours done, meditating, trying to reach the center of my
experience. We Wakers don't really know what to do. Which stand should we take? Should we stop
Resurrection, Incorporated? Or should we help them to make certain the resurrection process never
produces another Waker?

“Should we voluntarily kill ourselvesto go back—Iike Shannah—if these Heaven flashbacks are indeed
the real thing? Or should we instead try to awaken dl other Servants?

“No, after my own mental anguish—and the other Wakers seem to be of the same opinion—I can't
condone trying to awaken other Servants on purpose. They're at peace now, and their soulsare ... are
where they should be, wherever that is.”



Danal was cowed by his death visions, trapped by anew perspective. “Then, maybe the Wakers can't
do anything right now.”

“But we have! Don't forget, Danal, were the Cremators. It's the least we could do, the most
conscionable dternative that would still let us make adifference. | conceived of the Crematorsto
eliminate the possibility of people returning as Servants againgt their wishes. If, after desth, we do go on
to something el se, don't you think it's aterrible crime to take someone away from that? Asthe
Cremators, we give them the option of their own choosing.”

Dand frowned, puzzled. “If you think that other world is a better, brighter place, or if you think we have
some sort of destiny there, then why don't you just tdll all the Wakersjust to shut themsalves down? Like
Shannah? It doesn't make sense that you tried to stop her.”

Uneasy, Gregor did not answer for along time. “I won't ask anyone to return to death, not until I'm
positive of the outcome. Just aminute ago, | raised the possibility that | might not be the real Gregor. So,
if 1 kill mysdlf, what will happento me?’ He vehemently tapped his chest. “What about this unique
person, The Waker-Who-Thinks-He-Is-Gregor? | don't want to destroy my individua identity forever,
evenif itisjust arecycled life”

One of the candles sputtered and blew out from a stray draft. Gregor stood up and stretched. Dandl felt
hisfeet cramping and got up from his cross-legged position on the hard wood.

“It'sfood for thought. But remember, Dand, | don't ead these people. They generaly look to me for
advice, and they generdly listen to what | say, but I'm no leader. | don't want to be. We Wakers have
been down herefor four years now, and | suspect welll be discovered sooner or later, no matter how
careful weare. | can only hope | solve my mora dilemma by then. Otherwise | won't be able to advise
the rest of them what to do.”

He spread his hands, looking helpless. “For now, the only thingwe cando is.... just survive.”

29
The doors closed in the smulation chamber, and Jones turned around, staring at the smooth, colorless
walls. Once the projector started, he could imagine that he was surrounded by redity. Jones shook
himself, loosening up. He felt his muscles, sensed his reactions coiled and waiting to spring. If he didn't

think about it too much, the Elite Guard training was exhilarating. He aready knew the ordedls ahead of
him would be a dozen times tougher than hisorigina Enforcer training.

Heran agloved finger down hisblue armor, stiff and new, with ahaf-circle scarlet arm-ring that signified
the lowest rank of the Elite Guard. The armor had been polished, but it remained dark and neutrd,
invigblein the night, impressive by day. Ominous-looking spines stuck up from his shoulder plates, and
other gadgetsimplanted on his helmet made him appear dien, frightening, powerful.

Asadways, Jones accepted his Stuation, his place, but in the Elite Guard he forced himsdlf to use alittle
more optimism. Fitzgerald Hemswould have been proud of him, so proud he would not have needed to
say anything—Helms and Jones had enough rapport to dispense with al that. The two young friends had
once looked on the Enforcers with akind of superstitious awe, and the confidence of the Elite Guard
made them seem like walking gods.

Hedidn't fed overly sad to leave hisold life behind. Nathans had seen to it that al of Jones's possessions
were smuggled avay and returned to him. And Jones did not resent the opportunity for afresh sart, a
new beginning, with al the prestige the Guild could hammer into him. It seemed for the best.

Nathans had explained it dl to him. “Tell me, Jones, have you ever seen an old Enforcer? Think about



it—anyone who's been on patrol for more than, say, five years?’

Jones shook his head. Simply by the way he moved and talked, Nathans demanded complete attention.
“That'sright, there aren't any.” Nathans smiled; his eyes sparkled. “It's another part of our philosophy.
You see, if Enforcerswereto survive along time, grow old, and comfortably retire, what would the
public think? That Enforcers have a safe, padded job? Tsk, tsk.

“No, after you've been an Enforcer afew years, we look for waysto transfer you out. Some really do
die, of course. The less competent ones go into management. But others, the talented ones whose deep
psychologica profiles show them to be completely trustworthy—they're alowed into the Elite Guard.

Y ou're one of the specid few, Jones.”

Specid. Jonesfdt a strange sensation, a confidence, afeeling of importance—he had never been treated
thisway before. Nathans had taken aspecid liking to him, observing some of histraining, even chaiting
with himon afriendly leve.

He heard aclicking sound astheinvisible projectors behind the wall screens began the smulation. Off in
acontrol room, someone was watching how he prepared himsdlf, how well he reacted to the imaginary
stuation. He had to beat his previous score. Jones took a deep breath and shoved al his cluttered
thoughts aside and focused only on the smulation. Nothing €l se mattered, did it?

Holographic imagesjumped out at him from al sides of the smulator chamber. The neutra, rounded
wallsvanished into anorma street scene with al the details, convincing Jones that he stood outside again,
patrolling the area around Resurrection, Inc. Up near the celling anull score glowed in thin green
numbers. But it wouldn't stay zero for long—he'd seeto that, dl right.

Jones tensed, made ready to reach for his weagpons—all deactivated for the exercise—but then forced
himsdlf to relax. Too much tension would reduce his accuracy and drop his score. He looked at the
illusory scene, trying to identify the target, the place from which the trouble would erupt. Thiswas aways
the hardest part of the challenge.

Two children, laughing and yelling, ran past him from out of nowhere. Jonesjumped and nearly fired a
them, then caught himself asthey disappeared into the crowd. Swesat broke out on hisforehead. False
adarm. If he had redlly been on patrol, might he have just gunned down two kids? Worse, had the
observers noticed hisreaction?

Up near the celling, the glowing green score dropped by ten points, and he resented that fact more than
the possibility of daughtering the children. Would Nathans be disappointed in him? He didn't want to let
the man down.

Nathans had assigned Jonesto watch over the first investigation team studying the KEEP OFF THE
GRASS patches. The man arranged for him to engage the services of a Net database jockey or, if he got
desperate enough, even one of the Guild's precious Interfaces. With his own Net access suddenly
boosted from fourth to seventh level, Jones could search through the more detail ed databases previoudy
denied him, but he had never been terribly proficient with The Net. Hetook it as a chalenge now, to
prove hisworth as an Elite Guard. He wanted to come up with arationa answer for the existence of the
disintegrator patches, and Nathans wanted to find out what had happened to his runaway Servant Danal.

Jones cursed himsdf for letting such thoughts distract him, especially now. A disturbance grew inthe
holographic crowd, but though he turned right and | eft, Jones could not identify its source. Theninthe
distance he saw a Servant running. Other people in the crowd turned, focused on the Servant, and drew
toward him, blocking him off.



Jonesfroze, wondering if this could be arecurring nightmare. Nathans had probably chosen the
smulation with a specific reason in mind. But Joneswould not let the man down.

Purposefully, Jones drew his wegpons, a scatter-stun in one hand and arapid-fire projectile gun in the
other. He knew the scatter-stun would be no good unless the Servant came closer, but Jones hoped to
dispatch him before then.

He raised his projectile weapon, pointed it at the running gray-clad figure. The Servant looked up at him,
gaping—then Jones fired without hesitation. If he did not delay, his score would correspondingly
increase. As he pulled the trigger, though, he noticed the holographic palm treesfluttering like tattered
brooms. The computer would throw in factors such as smulated wind and the distortion of the walls.

The projectile missed, striking one of the pedestrians reaching out to grab the Servant. Jones heard his
score change, and heraised to fire again before he looked up.

To hissurprise, the score had increased by twenty points, even after accidentally hitting the pedestrian.
He shot again, and thistime he struck the Servant in the shoulder. The Servant spun, injured, trying to
reorient himsalf. Jones released another projectile and began to move hisfeet asif running toward the
Servant.

The computer automaticaly adjusted theillusory view. Thevictim fdl twitching on the sdewdk asthe
other people pressed close.

A second Servant appeared, running from the opposite side of the smulator. The crowd suddenly turned,
but haf of them clustered around Jones, angry because of the daughtered pedestrian.

Jones turned his scatter-stun toward the approaching mob and mowed down anyone blocking his shot at
the second Servant. He watched his score increase again. With aclear shot, he fired once more,
parayzing the renegade Servant's arm. The Servant dropped the metallic equipment she carried and
continued to run frantically.

A third shot, and thistime the Servant pitched forward, still trying to move, but with her hips parayzed.
Jones let fly with three exploding projectiles.

His score had soared up to anew high point. He had beaten his previous mark! The computer lingered
on theimages of dl the dead, innocent pedestrians who had gotten in hisway. Innocent? Jones relived his
own nightmare visons of groping, clawing, tearing hands of the mob trying to desiroy him as Dand fled
into the distance. Innocents? Any of these pedestrians could become murderous, an ingtigator of amob.

Jones swept the scatter-stun around him in an arc, leveling the gpproaching crowds until the weapon's
charge sputtered to a hdt. The other pedestrians stopped, their mob mentdity quelled by his show of
force.

Jones breathed out along and heavy sigh and surveyed the people, wondering if the smulation was over.
Thetimer crept toward the finish. But then he noticed that Six other Servants had shambled out of the
dleys, out of the doorways, they stood looking a him mindlesdly.

Experimentally Jones raised his pocket bazooka and shot one of them. They were just Smulations, after
al. A burst of points gppeared on his score. Puzzled, Jones fired again. Two more of the Servantsfell,
broken into large pieces of torn flesh that oozed clear synthetic blood. Again, Jones received asignificant
bonus of points.

Isthat what they wanted him to do? Was Nathans training him to fire at Servants? Jones lowered the



wespon, ressting the obvious ploy. What sense did that make? What purpose did it serve?

Helooked at the fallen Servants. Two more had come to take their places, and the other three Servants
began to shuffle away, going about ther jobs. Did Nathans want him to shoot al those Servants? Joness
score beckoned, begging him to add more points.

Actually, Servants had been at the core of Jonesstroublesall dong. The more he considered the
possibility, the more vaid the conclusion became.

Jones had dmost logt hislifein theriot after the rebel Servant Dand escaped, and because of that, Jones
was officialy dead (although he had been promoted after dl, so that didn't count). Danal. A Servant.

And Julia? He had gambled at happiness when held bought her, but she met hiskindness, hislove, his
devotion, with utter and complete gpathy, without a spark of humanity. Juliawas a Servant, but surely
with the care he had taken she could have shown something? Hadn't Danal worn that wild look in his
eyes? Why couldn't Julia have had that? Why couldn't she have returned his attentions? Julia. A Servant.

And back in his curfew-patrol days, what about the other Servant, the female who had stolen equipment
and tried to escape? Because of her, Jones had been taken from tolerable night patrol duties and
reassigned, reprimanded.

Servants.

And the hatred and unrest from the jobless blues, out of work because of Servants—wasn't that what
had caused the death of hisfriend, Fitzgerdd Helms?

That wound struck him deeply. Servants.

Heretdiated, lifting his pocket bazooka again and firing at the holographic crowd with an accuracy born
of anger and misguided revenge. All five remaining Servantsfdl in rapid succession. Shaking, Jones
dammed the empty wegpon into its armor socket asthe time ran out.

The scene froze on thewalls, but sill he saw theimages of blasted Servants scattered about on the
streets. He relaxed. He doubted held ever best this score. A blinking light appeared in front of his eyes.

GAME OVER.

Apply the flesh tone liberally to face and neck—don't forget the ears. Cover the arms up to the
elbow. Reddish-pink stain adds color to the lips. Bite down on the dye bubble to flood the inside of
the mouth with red color, and then rinse thoroughly to keep the teeth clean. Eyelashes, eyebrows.
Touch up with blush and darker tonesto add realism, to add human flaws. Hairpiece or some
other covering for the head.

Incognito. Almost like aliving, breathing person again.

Dand waited on a park bench, looking up at thetall buildings around him. The hard metd dats of the
bench were cool againgt hisleather jacket and patched pants. Discreetly he kept his hands buried in his
pockets. A leather skullcap hugged his head with flaps over his ears, making him look like an old
aeroplaneflyer.

Dand knew exactly what the Cremator client would look like; he was confident the man would be on
time



The client appeared out of aside sireet, lost and uncertain—a middle-aged man dressed in a perfect
business auit, athin stylish tie sudded with reflecting sequins. Hishair was carefully cut at just the right
length; instead of contact lenses, he wore decorative spectacles with atiny chronometer implanted in one
lens. Under hisarm he carried alarge, colorfully wrapped box topped with apink bow.

“Isthat for me?’ Dana stood up and intercepted him.

The man stopped abruptly and stared at him, sizing him up. “No,” he mumbled, trying to remember the
right phrase, “it'sfor John.”

“Okay. I'll giveit to hiswife, then,” Dand answered eesily.

Rdieved, the client handed the box to the disguised Servant, then fled down the street without looking
back. Hetried to hide himsdlf in the crowd, but there weren't enough people on the sidewalk to do so.
Dana watched him for amoment, camly amused, and then sat back down on the bench.

He didn't need to ingpect the box to know that it contained packaged chemical supplies, two books for
Gregor, anadytica tools, and some rope-wire—all things the Wakers needed.

Dana consdered the box and the client with a detached apathy. After Gregor had shown him how to
access his death memories, Dand's perception of redlity had shifted radicaly. Over the past week he had
come to accept his Situation with an easy passvity. His other concerns, hisleftover anger—no, Vincent
Van Ryman's anger—at his betraya and at the deeth of Julia, dl of that seemed distant now and
inconsequentid.

Below in the dark, listening to the ghostly whispers of the ocean and the creaking timbers around him,
Dand spent much of histime meditating. Legs crossed, he sometimes sat with Gregor, sometimes aone,
journeying deep within himself, confronting the wall, the Heaven flashbacks. It al came back to him with
never-ending wonder and awe—the pain, the tunnel, the chimes, the lights, the escort spirits... over and
over again.

But sill he could not breach the last barrier.

The universe had stopped being clear-cut and understandable for him, and everything held its own facet
of the cosmic mystery. For the benefit of the Wakersin generd, he helped with the Cremators’ activities.
AsLanaand Gregor had both predicted, Dana now considered himself one of the Wakers. But none of
it relly mattered to him. He lived from day to day, in no particular hurry to make mgjor decisons.

He spent many hours reviewing his old memories, dwelling—not morbidly, but with adifferent kind of
fascination—on Death, the events|eading up to his own death; how he had sacrificed his dying father;
how he had reflexively killed Nathansin the lower levels of Resurrection, Inc.; how Nathans had
murdered Julia—and that, in turn, brought him back to thinking about his own deeth again.

He viewed hisformer life as Vincent Van Ryman with greater and greeter detachment, asif it were
someone else—and indeed it was someone e se, since that person had been on the other side of deeth.
Vincent's problems were no longer Dandl's problems....

The Servant picked up the gift-wrapped box and strolled casualy down the pedestrian walk. He would
wander around for an hour or two just to make sure no one was watching. Besides, hefdt liketaking a
long walk. He had used extra care to apply his disguise, and he enjoyed the freedom anorma
gppearance gave him. When he grew tired, Dand would find one of the other access openingsto down
below.



Hedidn't mind killing time. He enjoyed every moment of everything now that al existence seemed
bascdly the same.

As he passed an unoccupied public Net booth, Dand suddenly felt an amused fascination for hisold
identity as Vincent Van Ryman, awave of nogagia Earlier, he had stared at thelooming Van Ryman
manson for long moments before moving on. The Intruder Defense Systems effectively kept him away,
even if he had wanted to approachiit.

Now, as he stared at the empty booth, Danal realized that The Net still thought Vincent Van Ryman was
aive, ancetheimpoger had solen hisentireidentity. And Dand till remembered hisold password.

Curiosity tugged at him, and he stepped inside the booth, propping the gift-wrapped box up againgt the
wall and closing the privacy screen. He entered “VINCENT VAN RYMAN” at the prompt and
punched in histenth-level password. The Net willingly accepted the logon and waited.

He stared at the upper menu and, after adight pause, went into his own electronic mail for aglimpse a
theimpogter's activities. Still only mildly interested, Dand ignored most of the mundane business
messages and neo-Satanist concerns.

But then he saw one message that made him stop cold. It was passworded, but Danal easily remembered
his own receive-mail passwords. According to the satus line, the message had been sent by Francois
Nathans only two days before....

Nathans turned to show his face and smiled thinly at Danal. * Welcome, Sacrificial Lamb.” He
made the neo-Satanist sign of the broken cross.

Dana entered hismail password and read the message.

Nathans lay on his face in a puddle of blood—

Francois Nathans must be dead. Dana had killed him.

A long scarlet smear emblazoned the gray Servant jumpsuit.

Just who was the victim after all?

Dana scanned the message as his eyes widened. One of the false eyelashes flaked off.

“We have digposed of my surrogate. Dand killed him cleanly, and were leaving no other tiesto this
whole mess. But now that Dand is GONE, we should decide whether to find another test subject or
drop the idea atogether. Without Vincent himsaf COMING BACK, the effect won't be as dramatic.”

Dand stared at the message and read it over again. Nathans's surrogate? Who had Dand really
murdered? Surrogate?

Remembering hisold skills, Dand quickly checked the Net periodicas and the news databases for the
day he had supposedly committed the murder. The desth of someone like Francois Nathanswould
certainly have gppeared in dl the current-eventsligtings.

But he searched and found mention of Nathans only in reference to Resurrection, Inc., where theriot had
taken place. In growing amazement and disbelief Danal checked Nathans's Net activity, and found that
the man had used the system every day for the past two weeks.

Nathans was not dead.



Dand had been tricked. Once again.

Asit al came crashing down upon him, hefel aoruptly back into his own existence. Like nailsbeing
hammered into a coffin: trusting Nathans as a philosophical brother, having grand schemesfor bettering
the world; Julia, who had tempered his zea ous obsession with love and perspective, losing it dl when the
trapdoor of treachery made everything drop out from under his feet.

It woke him up like adap in the face, and Dana gripped the gift-wrapped box tightly enough to wrinkle
the colored paper. Hisjaws ached from clenched teeth. Part of his determination for revenge returned,
but it clashed with his newfound empathy of life and desth. Wasn't dl this behind him now? But what
Nathans had done—T he conflicting emotionsforced hisgoa sideways and changed it.

Dand thought of hisorded, hisdesath, hislife, hislove, and with abright fire of determination he reached
afirm decison.

Y es, hewould find Juliaagain.
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Net conduits like twisted metal straws stretched upward into the main city. Using stolen aloy-chewers,
the Wakers had breached the conduit coverings and tapped in their own wires, sending jury-rigged
connections down to arow of mismatched termina's, some taken from decommissioned public Net
booths, others from standard home units. The glow from the screens penetrated the shadows: amber,
green, and gray.

Two Wakers sat at the keyboards. Rolf, who had masqueraded as an Enforcer, stared glassy-eyed and
motionless, gripping the Sdes of thetermind asif wrestling with something. The other was the young
freckle-faced Waker whose pale, tranducent skin now looked splotched with darker marks of
discoloration.

AsDand came up to them, the boy stared at him with awe. Dand regarded the boy for amoment, then
amiled. “I'm Dand,” he said, leaving the end of his sentence hanging, like aquestion.

“I know,” the freckle-faced Waker said, then remembered to add, “My name's Rikki.”

Rikki looked to have been about twelve or thirteen at his death, but lines of concentration around his
eyes made him look much older. He had been through desth and back and would never be aboy again,
no matter how many of his memories returned.

“Gregor said | could come here to see what you're doing,” Dand offered. He had something more
important in mind, but he would gpproach that ddlicately.

Rikki sngpped out of hisamazement and blinked. “Of course! Wdll, hereare ... our terminals, and Rolf is
in guardian mode right now. My shift is about to begin. These other terminds are for doing the usua Net
suff, if you need to.”

Rolf didn't flinch, not even as Rikki said his name. “ Guardian mode?’ Dand asked.

“Hé'slinked up to The Net, watching al the input and output channels. See, we haveto divert queries,
keep track of anyone who seemstoo interested in the Cremators or the KEEP OFF THE GRASS
patches, anything that might get usinto trouble.” Rikki stopped himsalf and seemed flustered. “I'm not
teling thisdl intheright order.

“See, with our microprocessors we can tap directly into The Net, just like an Interface. Rolf and I, and



other Waker volunteers, are like Guardian Angdsfor the Wakers. When we ... link up, we can restring
databases, divert informationa queries, thingslike that. No one suspects. Not even the rea Guardian
Angds, and we have to be very careful about that. The people have an incredible blind spot about The
Net—they trust it too much. They don't even think about the information they find there. And since The
Net tellsthem the grass patches are redly deadly disintegrators, they just plain don't look for contrary
evidence, though theré's plenty of it if they'd open their eyes.” He shrugged. “It doesn't take much to
think faster than they do.”

Dandl indicated the jury-rigged terminas. “But how do you tap into The Net? With astolen password?’

Rikki looked at him, puzzled and surprised. “Well, alot of us till have our own passwords from before.
See, it takes so long for Net Accounting to reassign out-of-date passwords, many of us still use ours. We
can use chromosomal match, retina scans, or other ways to prove our identity, even if the records say
we're dead. Once a password works, we share it among ourselves.”

“Enforcers can kill you for sharing passwords!” Dand said automaticaly.

“Weve done plenty of other things the Enforcerswouldn't like. Besides, we're dl in thistogether. *Bound
by acommon tie that runs deegper than smple human trust.” Gregor saysthat.” Rikki hesitated, eager and
expectant, looking at Dand out of the corner of hiseye. Hefound his voice again. “What are you going
to dofor dl of us, Dand? Wereredly anxiousto know.”

“What do you mean?’

“Wadll, youre...” Rikki looked around, then spoke more bravely, “Gregor sitsaround thinking al thetime.
| mean, heredly isworried, but | bet you're willing to do something, instead of just Sitting here. Now,
nobody's ready to be a better leader than Gregor, but some of us are getting tired of just waiting.

“See, we were dl nobodies—even Gregor, he wasjust alibrarian, ahistorian, and no one missed him
when he died. But you're so famous. Vincent Van Ryman! Now we've findly got someone who might
make a differencel”

Dand pursed hislips. “It doesn't matter if I'm famous or not. Why don't you al just come forward? All
Wakers. Y ou'd get enough publicity to make your point, tell your story. Anybody coming back from
death is enough to force people to pay attention.”

Rikki shook his head vigoroudly. “We can't just come forward. Watch this.” A grin crossed the boyish
face, then he spoke in asharp tone. “Dana, Command: Sap your face!”

Involuntarily Dand's |eft arm jerked up and he struck himsdlf flat acrossthe cheek. Hiseyesflew openin
shock, but he could not stop his reaction.

“Sorry,” Rikki said, “but anyone can do that to us. Any time. With just asmple word or two, they could
shut usall up forever. If we go public now, we would haveto roll over and do whatever anyone
Commands us. Those aren't very good terms for rejoining society, do you think? We're still Servants,
Danal, no matter what all we remember. Weve been trying to deprogram oursalves, to get rid of the
Command phrase, but it doesn't do any good. It's tangled up too degp with the microprocessor that
keepsusdive.”

Dand's face stung from the dap, and he frowned. “ Have you told anybody? | mean, red people?’
“No,” Rikki answered.

“How about your own family? Did you have afamily? Have you gotten in touch with them?’



“No!” Rikki cut him off. “Yes, | had afamily. | had ayounger sister, and amom, and adad. Both of my
parents worked. When | died, | think it was some kind of ... accident. Out in the streets people were
throwing bottles, stones, cans. We weretrying to runto get insdea... acafé, | think, and something hit
mein thethroat. It hurt, and | blacked out.” He rubbed his neck, where atwisted scar showed what had
apparently been his death wound. “ And then | was a Servant. Boy, was | surprised.”

Rikki made asarcadtic little grin, but then his eyeslooked wistful and distant. “My dad had just taught me
how to play chess. | wasn't very good, but | understood it, and it was an adult game. It was interesting
because we used ared board, and pieces you moved one at atime with your hand. The game seemed
s0 much more red than the computer versions of chess. | think thisisthe way they used to play it along
time ago.” Then he bit hislip and looked back at Dand. “No, | haven't told them I've awvakened. It
would belikekilling mysdlf dl over agan.”

Danal looked a him helplesdy. “But what do you expect meto do?’

Rikki was shocked that he would even ask the question. *Y ou're important enough—with your scandd,
with Francois Nathans and the imposter, we can get public interest long enough to tell our stories. It
distract them before someone, say, from Resurrection, can use the Command phrase and silence usal.”

“Nathansistill dive,” Dand said, clipping hiswords short.
“Y eah, we found that out yesterday. We were going to let you know.”

Dand saw his chance and did not hesitate. “1 need you to do something for me. And then maybe | can
help you.”

Rolf sat up from histermind and blinked, dazed. Upon seeing the other two Wakers, Rolf snapped
himsalf back to his surroundings. He nodded, and Dand returned his greeting.

“I'll begoing in. Just asecond,” Rikki said.
“Don't wait too long.” Rolf seemed cursorily confident in Rikki's ahilities. “1 found no queriesthistime.”
“Thereusudly arent,” the boy Waker mumbled.

Asif in aconspiracy between themsaves, neither Danal nor Rikki spoke again until the other Waker had
walked briskly avay along the narrow wooden catwalks.

“Shouldn't you go in? Watch The Net?’ Dand asked.

Rikki brushed the question aside asif it didn't matter and whispered to Dand in eager fascination, “What
areyou going to do? How can | help?’

“I need to find someone.”
“Whoisit?Isthis part of aplan?| knew you'd do something to help us!”

Dand frowned, but consdered the question. “Well, | think it'll solve some of the questions Gregor's
worried about. Then maybe helll do something. But at the moment, thisisfor medone.” Dand
swallowed, uneasy, but forced himsdlf to push ahead. “Her nameis—was dulia. | ... loved her.”

Rikki'seyeslit up. “Y ou mean the Julia?’
“Y ou know?’



“Yes, weadl know the story! Thisis Julia, the one—the one Nathanskilled.”

Dand gstared at the terminals, wishing that he could do everything himself without having to open up to
someone e se's questions.

“Y es. He said he wiped her from The Net, and then he brought her back. Asa Servant. | saw her on the
sreets—that waswhat findly brought al my memoriesback.” Dand fell slent, and Rikki waited for him
to continue. “ But of course she couldn't recognize me, not with the surface-cloning of my face. | don't
look like me anymore. But | know she's out there, and | haveto find her.”

Dand was afraid to have Juliaback, but he had no choice but to locate her. “I don't know if you'll be
ableto track her down, if Nathans has del eted everything about her from The Net.”

Withaglint in hiseye Rikki said, “Nothing isever redly gone”
“Canyoudoit?

The young Waker shrugged and drew a deep breath, considering. “It'll take alot of time, and I'm on
assgnment here asaguardian. See, we don't redlly have the manpower to watch The Net more carefully,
so | can't let everyone down. If | track down Juliafor you, 1'd have to put aside those duties.” He looked
uncertain but anxiousto help.

“Wll, how often do you really need to divert adatabase search? How many queries do you get when
you sit there in atrance for hours and hours?’

Rikki absently scratched the side of the keyboard. “Not very many. | could—yes, | will try to find Julia
for you.” Hetook it asapersond challenge.

“Should | get someone ese? Or you can do it when you're not on guardian duty.”

“No. | want to do this” Rikki lowered his eyes, then spoke more quietly. “But don't et Gregor know
about this. He won't approve, I'm sure of it.”

“What's there to approve?’

“Reliving your past.”

Trying to avoid Rikki's gaze, Danal glanced up at one of the fuzzy green patches of holographic grassfar
above. Actud sunlight filtered through the image. Before he could look back to Rikki again, atransparent
plastic beverage bottle, nearly empty, fel through the hologram, bouncing and pinging on the girders.

“Ligten, and I'll tell you everything about her.”

Then Dana spilled the sory, dl he could remember, every facet of Julias persondity, every eccentricity,
every unusud detail. Rikki sat back, trangfixed, absorbing it, not needing to write anything down. Dand
told how he had once communicated with her under the identity of Randolph Carter through el ectronic
mail; he described where she had lived, what she had done. He tunneled backward to find every offshoot
of information that Rikki might be ableto use.

Dand described her physicaly inintimate detail. He described her business dedlings, described dl the
things they had done together. Nathans had probably set up acumulative Delete program, avirus
function to track down and destroy al interconnected paths of the person Julia. But Dana hoped
feverishly that some line of information had not connected with the others.



Taking adifferent tack, he described when she would have been killed, which implied the time frame for
her resurrection. He carefully described everything he could recall of the Guildsman who had been
escorting her down the street when held seen her recently—the indigo-dyed lines of crow's-feet around
his eyes, the square-cut graying hair.

Rikki's eyes were bright but distant, already contemplating ways to attack the problem. “I'll do what |
can. | might haveto give up a couple days of guardian duty. But I'll find her.”

“Don't jeopardize the Wakersfor me,” Dand cautioned and continued, to himself, “1 need to see her
again, either to bring her back or to say goodbye.”

Dand sat done down by the edge of the water while the structures holding up the Metroplex loomed
above him like acosmic cathedrd. Listlesdy, he ate ahandful of vegetables grown in ahydroponic
garden the Wakers tended under along bank of sunlamps. Three days he had sat in an agitated patience,
avoiding Rikki, letting the young Waker work in peace.

Now someone dipped up to him quietly, startling Dand in hisdistraction. He turned and saw Rikki clad
in atight-fitting Servant jumpsuit; the boy Waker would never grow, and histwelve-year-old Servant
body would remain locked in its appearance of youth.

Dand swallowed his mouthful so quickly that he nearly choked. “ Shouldn't you be on guardian duty?’

Dand knew, before the freckle-faced Waker said anything, but still the response sent his synHeart
pounding.

“l found her!”

A whirlwind of rose-tinted images flooded past his mind's eye—thefirst meeting in the cafeteria, the
hovercopter trip to Point Reyes, making love on the beach, tearing down the stone gargoyles, drinking
iced teain the sauna

Julia
“Now what are you going to do?’ Rikki said.

Dana stood up and grasped the rope ladder leading upward, more to steady himsdlf than to go
anywhere.

“I'm going to go take her back.”

32

“Areyou commanding me not to do this?’ Dana chalenged Gregor. They had not called an actua
gathering, but Rikki had made certain that a good many Wakers—mostly the impatient ones—came
forward to watch.

Taken by surprise, Gregor looked uncomfortable and awkward, but Dand pressed him before he could
respond. “ Remember when you said you weren't redlly aleader here, that we can follow your advice as
we seefit? Were you just kidding, or what? All the time you wrestle with your moras and your
questions, but your questions aren't any more vaid than mine!”

“That's not what | said, Dand. | want you to think about what you're going to do. Isit wise? Answer that
yourself.” Hiseyeswere wide and dark. Gregor folded his hands clumsly together, asif he didn't know
what to do with them.



Dand tried to be more compassionate. He didn't like acting a showman in front of a crowd, but he
needed to clear the air between Gregor and himsalf before he could do anything else. “1 have to know,
Gregor. If she'sthere, or if she'sgoneforever. | haveto find her again.”

The leader mumbled under his breath. “It's no secret what you intend to do afterwards.”

Rikki interrupted, and the other Wakers stood by the boy, eager, expectant. “ Gregor, we've got to start
answering all those questions abouit ... us. No on€e's going to give away the answers. We don't get aprize
for just standing around.”

In the pause that followed, Dana bent closer to Gregor. From above, the sounds of cresking and settling
emanated from the girders and pilings. “Francois Nathans murdered her, Gregor,” he said, fedling pain. “I
may have changed agreat deal because of you, but | fill need to know whether to hate him or not.”

Gregor looked defested, and Danal was the only one who saw his dight nod. “ Just remember Dand,
we're not the same anymore. Shewon't be the same, not after what we've experienced. Even if Julia
remembers her past, things can never be asthey were.”

“That doesn't mean | haveto be satisfied with the way they are,” he whispered in reply.

“I'm Guildsman Drex, you blasted thing!” he shouted at the doorway voice-receiver. “Drex! | live here.
Do avoiceprint check. How the hell was | supposed to know a glitch would change my own

password?’

Reluctantly, it seemed, The Net alowed him to enter, and as he scramble-sealed the entrance, Drex
consdered himself safe and protected in his own rooms, mercifully away from the pressures of the Guild
for another day. Tension headaches and gastric disorders—fringe benefits of amanagement-level sdary.

Thework ran over and over again in his mind, muddled together in columns of names and numbers.
Instant Setistics, keeping track of the locations and assignments of over a hundred Enforcers, making
sure that his section of the Metroplex was given its quota of protection. Drex would not last as Guildsman
very long if his sector showed elther a particularly bad crime month or anotably clean taly. Deviate from
the norm? Never!

Mestings that went on and on with plenty of rhetoric, * setting gods,” ‘initiating studies,” ‘interfacing’ with
al his counterparts. It devoured histime and kept him from answering the long queue of eectronic-mall
memoswaiting for him. Though he remained endlessy busy, Drex never seemed to get anything
accomplished—aways so many little things that made him scurry back and forth, talking to people,
keeping this person happy, meeting that person's demands.

But in the comforting womb of his private suite, Drex was on his own time now. He wished he could lift
the job from his shoulders and store it away in a closet someplace.

Heincreased the wall illumination dowly; heliked the warm dimness, and he didn't think hed be doing
any reading anyway.

The Servant sat where he had |eft her in the morning. “Ah, Julial Aren't you going to welcome me
home?’
“Yes, Madter Drex,” she answered in aflat voice and stood up stiffly. “Welcome home.”

Juliararely wore any clothing a al when he was home aone with her. He preferred it that way. But he
reglized that sometime during the day she had independently donned her gray Servant jumpsuit, asif with
alast vestige of ingtinct. It bothered him, but he couldn't figure out why.



Sighing, Drex went into his deeping areaand activated the floor. The heaters began to work, and the
crosdinked polymer strands dtered their structure, dowly turning the hard, rubbery floor into a soft and
pliant cushion on which he and Juliawould deep. Drex stepped out onto the deepfloor, and hisfeet sank
into the pleasantly warm floor substance. “ Come here, Julia.”

He had dready eaten from a machine at the Guild headquarters, but now he wanted to relax, to loosen
up, to burn off some of hisrestless energy. Drex began to unfasten his clothes. He didn't think he had the
patience to give Julia detailed step-by-step instructions now. That had proved avkwardly funny in the
past, but tonight he wanted just some quick sex and then along deep. Drex barked at thewallsto dim
the lights further, and his suite began to fee more homelike, more comfortable.

Juliashuffled toward him and amost lost her balance as she stepped onto the soft deepfloor. Drex sat
down casually and propped himsdf up on one elbow. As he smiled at her, the indigo-dyed crow's-feet
clenched together around his eyes.

A series of muffled melodious tones interrupted him as The Net spontaneoudy unscrambled his door
code. The entrance to his suite whisked open by itself.

Drex sat up sharply, puzzlement outweighing hisfear. Silhouetted in the reddish glow from hiswalls, four
figures stood in the entryway and, in unison, they walked into hisrooms.

“How did you get in here!l Who areyou?’ Drex tried to struggle to hisfeet, but the soft floor did not
cooperate. He shouted for the lightsto come on fully; the illumination dazzled him, but didn't ssemto
bother the four intruders. He blinked and tried to wave the brightness away so he could see again.

“Weve come for your Servant,” one of them said.

Taken aback at theridiculousidea, Drex scowled. “Wdll, you can't have her! What are you talking
about?’

His eyes grew accustomed to the light, and immediately he noticed something odd about the intruders.
Two of them marched purposefully forward toward Julia, then gently took her by the arm. “Come with
us dulia”

Outnumbered and afraid, Drex could do nothing but stand helpless.

Then he recognized the pale dead skin of the intruders, their hairless faces, smears of makeup, their bald
scal psimperfectly hidden by caps and hats, asif they had been in arush to throw on disguises. A
numbing horror grew in him. Servants? Impossible! But the more he stared at their eyes, their faces, their
actions, the more certain he became. It couldn't be possible. Servants did not act as vigilantesto free
their own kind. It was absurd.

“Command: Release her!” he shouted in an authoritative tone.

Asif they had grasped ahot iron, the two Servants escorting Juliajerked back their hands and stood
parayzed. With some amount of self-satisfaction Drex watched their facesfall.

Then, before he could think of something eseto say, before hislips could shift themsalvesinto asmile,
one of the other Servantslaunched himsdlf a Drex with dizzying speed. The Guildsman couldnt move his
eyesfast enough asthe intruder flew forward to clgp his hand across Drex's mouth, stifling further words.
Theforce of the Servant's hand crushed hislips againg histeeth, smashing hisgums. A crunching pop
and anauseating pain told Drex that two front teeth had broken free of their sockets. He tasted a
mouthful of blood. Hetried not to whimper.



Drex collapsed to his knees as the Servant released him. * Not another word from you,” he said coldly,
“or I'll pluck out your vocd cords!”

Blood dribbled from between Drex's bruised lips. His skin crawled at the dry, cold touch of the Servant's
dead flesh. His eyes were bright with infuriated and helplesstears; his body shook as he fought back
sobs.

Without looking at Drex again, the leader of the Servants went over to Juliaand lovingly, it seemed, ran
hispalid fingers along her cheek. The male Servant's face shone with childlike awe. “ dulia...”

The four intruders hurried her out the door. She followed them without ressting. They even had the
maddening courtesy to close his door and scramble-sedl it behind them.

Now Drex'stears of rage burst forth, and he spat out blood and teeth. Squatting, he pounded on the
floor, but its soft, warm texture absorbed the blows and tried to comfort him.
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Blank date.

Juliagazed at him, not moving, asif someone had awkwardly positioned arag doll. Dand stared back,
trying to lock eyeswith her, until hefinaly looked away. Hisfists clenched. Damn, it had to work! He
shook his head, ignoring exhaustion, and stood up, redlizing how sore and stiff hisknees had become. He
wanted adrink of water; histhroat felt dry.

The other Wakerseft them undisturbed at the water level. “Don't you remember anything?’ he begged.
With the harsh sunlamps shining down on Juliafrom far above, Dand pictured himsdlf as an evil
interrogator in aroom. Turning his back, Dand avoided looking &t this caricature of Julia—it hurt him too
much. Julia had gone away and left only this puppet behind.

“I remember everything | have beentold,” she answered.

Dana jumped, then frowned a himsdlf. “1 mean about your firg life, with Vincent Van Ryman?’
Her voice had anumb, prerecorded qudity to it. “No. | don't remember anything.”

Danal took a deep bresath, closed his eyes for amoment, and continued.

Dangling cords swayed from above as he pulled a high-resol ution termind toward him—the kind
intended for home use, much like the one his father Stromgaard had long ago used to play eectronic
games. Dand called up the protocol of images he had compiled.

“Look at these again, Julia. | want you to giveit your full attention.” It was the sixth time he had shown
them to her, but he gritted his teeth and forced himself to keep trying. “1've dready explained why | need
you to remember. You'reared person named Juliawho was killed and brought back to life. | want you
to find those memories. | did it—I know you can.”

The grayness of the screen dissolved into aview of the isolated oceanside of Point Reyes, not exactly the
spot he and Juliahad once visited, but the closest file image he could find. “We went there, you and me.

It wasyour first timein ahovercopter.” Vivid memoriesflooded into his own mind, so bright, so clear; his
eyestook on afaraway look, and he smiled.

The scene changed to afull-detail image of Vincent Van Ryman'sface, lifted from one of the Net
periodicals. “That was me. Thiswasyou.”



The next image showed a graphically massaged photo of Julia; Rikki had processed anew image of the
Servant Julia, adding hair, expression, life, to make her look as she had once been, with high cheekbones
and pointed chin, pretty features, bright eyes ready to disagree or to laugh, depending on her mood.

Next came the inverted star-in-pentagram logo. Summary fileslifted from the current-events databases,
describing how Vincent Van Ryman had challenged the neo-Satanigts. “ Do you remember these? The
neo-Satanists? What we did together?”’

“ NO."

With Rikki's sophisticated Net skills, they had been able to recreate on screen the white-light hologram
of the beach, which had rested above the mantdl in the Van Ryman mansion. “ Do you remember this
picture?’

“ NO."

Dand searched for the dightest hesitation in her voice, the dightest hint of doubt or uncertainty, but found
nothing.

“We made love on the beach.”

Hefdl slent and swallowed. Histhroat fdt thick, asif it contained adespairing sob waiting to be
released. His synHeart was heavy enough to have been molded out of lead. Dandl reached out tentatively
with his hand, extending his fingertips. He traced aline from her eye, brushing down her cheek, wiping
away an imaginary tear. How he wished she would shed atear! Her skin remained dry and cool, her
body temperature carefully regulated.

Dand reached out with his other hand, cupping her chin. He ran hisfingers down her cheeks, over her
lips. Shelifted her head up with his gentle pressure, but her eyes remained empty. Dand found himsalf
breething rapidly, deeply. A smear of tears covered hiseyes.

“Oh, dulia...” he said softly. Hislips moved, but no words came out. “I'm so sorry.”

Heraised her chin afraction more, then bent forward to kiss her on the lips. The kisswas cold, and Julia
did not participate. Dand turned away, hanging his head and trembling.

He heard ajingling, doshing sound and looked up to see Lainamaking her way down the rope ladder.
Ice cubestinkled againgt the sides of a pitcher she carried.

“I brought you two something cold to drink,” she said brightly, but then looked at Dand, lowering her
voice. “Were you ready for it?’

Hedghed. “Yes let'stry it.” Heturned to Julia. “Do you likeiced tea?’
“Whatever you wish.”

Dand restrained himsdlf from making afrustrated outburst. Lainaremoved two tall glassesfrom pockets
in her gray apron. He poured Juliaa glass and handed it to her; she accepted it but did not drink.

“We used to drink iced tea. Especidly in the sauna. On the day we tore down al the gargoyles.”

He paused after each phrase, listening and watching. Laina observed the two of them for afew moments
and then left without making a sound.

Nothing.



Dand stood out in the open air; the light rain spattered againgt histhick layers of flesh-tone makeup. He
had been impatient before, careless, the night they'd gone to recover Julia. Drex usually worked late, and
Dana had not wanted to take the time for more than quick disguises. He'd been eager to go from Gregor
after their argument, eager to get it over with, but even the clod Guildsman had seen through their
disguises—it dmost cost him, and al of the Wakers, everything.

Listlessly he held an umbrella, but paid little attention to whether it blocked the raindrops or not. Beside
him Juliastood in her gray jumpsuit, soaking wet but uncaring. Danal drew his red-checked jacket closer
around him.

Somehow the Gothic Van Ryman mansion looked right with black clouds looming behind it. The
cockeyed westhervane spun one way and then the other, ignoring the direction of the breeze. Runndls of
rain trickled off the wings and fangs of the gargoyles lurking in the eaves. The black wrought-iron fence
looked like aline of spear points barring their way. Dand stared at the house himsalf with helpless anger
gill gnawing at him. Someone claiming to be Vincent Van Ryman relaxed indde, enjoying agtolen life.

Tiny flashes of light blinked in a half-dome around the house as raindrops struck the deadly field of the
Intruder Defense Systems—the protection systems he had ingtalled primarily for Julias sefety ... for dl
the good they had done. A strong ozone smdll hung intheair.

“Just look at it awhilelonger,” he said hoarsely. “Please.”

Dana had taken her to the same cafeteriawhere they'd first met. They sat in the same red plastic booth;
they drank their coffee, listened to the clatter of dishes on the conveyor belt. Dand even tried to sart the
same conversations. Julialifted her cup and swallowed the hot coffee, staring ahead. People began to
look sdeways at him, and Dand redlized that he shouldn't have brought a Servant into the cafeteria. He
didn't want to cdl attention to himsdlf. They left.

Other people walked blithely past the Van Ryman mansionin therain. “April showersbring May
flowers,” Dand said to Julia; she did not respond.

They could not stay much longer—the imposter could be watching him through the video monitors. Did
he even suspect Danal was till dive? Dand had fdlen through aKEEP OFF THE GRASS
patch—would the imposter be worried a al anymore? Would he think he had gotten off, successful and
free? Or might he recognize adisguised Dand and a Servant Julialoitering in front of hismansion?

Dana reminded himsdf that the imposter was “ Joey"—aman disguised as a Servant, dong with his
partner Zia—whom Vincent and Julia had welcomed into their home. Dand found it ironic, now that he
wasared Servant disguisng himsdf asaman.

Hislast hopelay in showing her the looming mansion. Juliaobediently stared et it in therain, looking up a
the gables and windows. Water ran down her bald scalp, beading on her pallid skin. She blinked
rainwater out of her eyes and continued to look.

“Wd|?" Dand findly logt his patience. “ Doesthis seem familiar toyou? At al?’
“No,” Juliaanswered with flat but bruta honesty.
“It'snouse” Dand said quietly.

Lanalooked a him, understanding, but with ascowl. *Y ou're giving up hope, then?’ Sherefilled his
glasswith the last of theiced tea, but now it tasted bitter.

“Her memories are dead and buried. They're completely gone, wiped clean.” Dand hung his head. He



could no longer even look at thewaking husk of Julia. He had sent her with Gregor through the levels of
the underground world where she would be occupied with menid tasks such as keeping the persistent
repair-rats from undoing the constructions of the Wakers.

Lainareached up and patted him on the shoulder. Helooked at her and redlized that she had dressed in
her white nurse'tech uniform. Sheworeit for her own comfort, sinceit no longer did her any good in the
medica center, but she wore none of the excessive makeup, letting her bland Servant face stand on its
own.

“Y ou know, if it helps any, we've done quite a bit of research for ourselves. Rodney Quick got us more
than aliter of amutated batch of the final resurrection solution—that helped alot. Apparently, the
mutated sol ution weakens the barriers holding our memories back. But it takes something €l se, repeated
shocksto our memoriesto break them open. Y ou're giving Juliathe shocks dl right, but if the barriers
were never loosened in thefirg place.... Wdll, there's nothing you can do about it. The mutated solution is
redlly the key, and her resurrection was probably routine.”

Dand'sjaw musclestightened, masking a sea of inner turmoil. He sat up to look Lainastraight in the eye,
and she seemed startled by the expression on hisface. “I can't kid myself any longer.” Hisvoice came
out sharp and cold. “And now | don't have any reason in the world to forgive Nathans.”

Dand leaned back on his hammock and stared into the swallowing darkness. Lainalooked asif she
wanted to say something to him, but maintained her silence. He didn't look at her. His burning anger
seemed to feed onitsdlf, leaving him motionless.

From below, Dand heard the gentle creaking of cross-beams as someone climbed up to where he and
Lainasa together.

“Careful, now.” Gregor's voice came from under them, then the leader hauled himsalf up to themain
platform. The Servant Julia mechanicaly followed him up the ladder; as her hands appeared at the
topmost rung, Gregor bent to help her up. Gregor dwarfed the silent Servant woman, but she seemed
barely aware of his presence. Though Dand had begun to lose patience, Gregor il treated Juliawith full

courtesy and respect.

“Gregor, I've decided to stop trying,” Danal sighed, asif confessing. “I've done everything | can think of,
but till Julias memories won't come back.”

“For that, I'm glad,” Gregor said carefully, watching Dand and not wanting to start an argument,
respecting the other's decision. “I'm not sure it would be akindnessto give her memories back; to pull
her away from ... wherever sheis”

Dand closed hiseyesfor amoment. He once again ran through the visons of his death experience,
rapidly now—the chimes, the tunndl, the light, the familiar welcoming presences around him. Hewas
suddenly struck by something he had not redlized before. While he could no longer remember the
identities of those other gathered spirits, his escorts, he was convinced that Julia—the red Julia—had not
been there. This perplexed him, for surely she would have come to welcome him into death?

Bresathless, young Rikki dropped to the platform from above with aloud thump, too agitated to use the
ropes. Hisfacelit up when he found Dandl. “I've found her! Again! Theres another Julial”

Dand lurched off the hammock and landed on the balls of hisfedt. “What?’

“It'shard to explain, but I've found another Julial”



Gregor interrupted, keeping a serious expression on hisface. “How could you have found someone else?
Y ou're supposed to be on guardian duty.”

“Oh, | gave up some of my timefor the searches,” he answered curtly and turned his attention back to
Dand.

But Gregor raised hisvoice. “And put usal in jeopardy? All Wakers?’
“It was only for alittle while. Nothing happened.”

Dand stopped any further argument with his own impatience. “What are you talking about, Rikki?’ He
looked at the Servant Juliawho stood motionless beside them.

The boy Waker shrugged. “My search routines kept churning away, deeper and deeper into The Net.
See, after we had located her"—he indicated the Servant Julia—"I forgot about the routines. | didn't
think they'd come up with anything different—that's for sure.

“But | found someone el se, hidden redlly deep. She seemsto have only the faintest hint of acorrelation
with this Julig, or your Julia. Butit'sred. | can't tell you anything more, but sheisdive. Not a Servant.”

“Whereisshe?’ Dana whispered.

“Tough security. In aquarantined hospital complex, held in absolute isolation. It'samost asif they don't
want anybody to see she's there, you know?’

Dand focused hiseyes off in the distance, feding hope again. With his double-think mentaity, it would be
just like Nathans to have created a decoy Julia, this Servant, madeto look like the real Juliathrough
surface-cloning, just asthe imposter had taken Dand's own place as Vincent Van Ryman. What if the
red Juliawas dtill dive, locked avay someplace, afind card for Nathansto play?

What if Julia was still alive?

His breath came in short burdts. “1 have to know.” Helooked around at al the faces, pleading. “ But how
am| goingtogetin, if hesgot tight security al around?’

After amoment of silence Lainachuckled abit. “ Piece of cake.” She straightened the skirt of her white
nurseftech outfit. “ After dl, it'sjust another medical center.”

PART IV
CONFRONTATION

34

The polished visor hid Jonessimpatient smile as he hurried through the back passagewaysto the
neo-Satanists sacrificid grotto. Some of the walls bore graffiti, most of it influenced by the cult. Reddish
mood-light poured from fluorescent panels above, but the place stood empty so early in the morning. He
knew Nathanswould be there,

Jones couldn't wait to tell the other man. HEd never imagined he could discover something so important,
S0 incredibledl by himsdf—certainly not in the barracks, certainly not on acommunity Net termind. The
knowledge made him proud with a happy sdlf-confidence he had never experienced before. He had done
something, accomplished something, completed ameaningful and important purpose.

Because of Nathanssins stence on absol ute secrecy regarding his connectionsto the Guild, Joneswas
forbidden to show his Elite Guard colorsin any areafrequented by the neo-Satanists, though the man's



public involvement with the cult itself was murky at best. The precautions seemed abit extreme to Jones,
but he knew Nathans must have his reasons.

Joneswore his old white uniform, aplain Enforcer again, strangdly out of place. Hefelt he waslowering
himsalf now that he had earned the right to wear Elite Guard blue, but, on the other hand, the white armor
brought back aspark of nostalgia. The old uniform had made him comparatively unobtrusive, even at
dawn, when he'd entered the mass-trans station. The outbound cars were nearly empty, with most
commuters traveling the opposite direction, streaming into the Metroplex for the workday.

Sitting alone, Jones looked at the scratched transplastic window, fidgeting in hisarmor and staring up a
the sky. Ascurfew finished for the night, one late patrol hovercar rushed silently overhead, making for its
Guild hangar.

At the destination-request termina Jones entered the confidentia code used by the neo-Satanists,
ensuring that aspecid transport would be waiting for him when he reached the last stop on thefringeline.
He sat and waited, drumming hisfingers on the seat as a stream of darkness and light passed the
window.

When forming the cult, Nathans had diverted his own workersfrom their regular |abor to the construction
of aspectacular secret ceremonia chamber deep at an unknown end of the mass-trans system. Later,
anyoneinitiated into the cult received the special destination code that allowed them to enter the grotto.

As he disembarked, Jones's skin crawled in unconscious reaction to his own superstitions. The Guild
served a purpose, and now that he knew more he could respect that; he could see the importance of the
Enforcers, especially the Elite Guard—but neo-Satanism was something el se altogether. He didn't
understand why Nathans would bother with it.

Breathless, Jones brought himself to the bottom of the stairs and stopped short in front of the doorway
that led into the High Priest's private chambers. The chronometer on the lower right-hand corner of his
visor said “6:13 am."; he was afew minutes late aready.

A mere handful of people knew the password to enter the private chambers, and Jones hummed the
mnemonic to himsdf, “Roy G. Biv Deserves Fudge.” Nathans had trusted him with the password, though
Jones was uneasy with hisincreased amount of assstance in neo-Satanist activities. In his iff white
gloves Jones punched the letters one at atime.

Theiron-studded door crawled open, protesting. Clouds of grayish-brown smoke curled upward from
the doorway, reeking of sulfur. Jones automaticaly switched on the mask filters behind hisvisor and
stepped into the room, baffled. Had something caught on fire? He tensed—was Nathans al right?

Low orange lights suddenly came on, and an impossibly heavy footstep thundered down as ahuge figure
cameinto view.

Jonestook a step backward in utter disbelief. The figure was anightmare, ademon nine feet tall with
bulbous muscles and brick-red skin. Curved horns like massive construction tools rode on its forehead,
and a purple glow stabbed from its eyes as the creature gazed at Jones. It opened its mouth in asnarl as
it somped forward, exposing white fangs like sharpened pencils.

Though it walked on cloven hooves and ungainly anima-like legs, it moved with frightening speed and
fluidity. Blue arcs of eectricity skirled up and down its swishing arrow-tipped tail.

Jones yelped and in one liquid motion he drew a pocket bazookain one hand and a projectile weapon in
the other. He crouched and aimed—



“Stop!”

Both Jones and the mongter froze. Nathans emerged from the shadows, laughing. He flicked on the
fluorescent lights and opened air ducts to draw away the brimstone smoke.

“Relax Jones—meet Prototype.” The man smiled with childish ddight. “ He's acompletely autonomous,
fully functiond android.”

Agtonished, the Enforcer stuttered to himsdlf, but could not find his voice. Nathans continued, talking like
aproud father, “Maybe you thought androids were impossible? That's what Resurrection, Inc. dways
implied, and gave us Servantsingtead.” He dismissed that thought with awave. “Never impossible,
though—saimply not cogt-€effective. It'sahell of atedious processto duplicate every single nerve and
musclefiber in abiologica body. ‘ Servants for Mankind—Freeing Us from Tedium to Pursue Our True
Dedtiny’ and al that rot. Prototype hereisjust to show it can be done, athough I've taken the liberty of
embelishing hisbody.”

Nathans tapped one of the curving horns. “Okay, Prototype, you can go back to the chamber and
continue your inventory.” Obediently the android turned and shuffled with a strange grace out of the room
and into the large neo-Satanist storage vaults. “Heis, after dl, ill like a Servant, so I've put him to work
back there” Nathans adjusted his orange-red hairpiece, long and kinky thistime. “ Please take off that
helmet, Jones—no need to keep up acharade for me.”

Jones dipped off the lightweight helmet and blinked in the open air. Nathans watched him closdly, and the
Enforcer redlized that hisfacia expressionswere now exposed as he talked.

The room around them was sparsdly furnished, intended to give High Priest Vincent Van Ryman spaceto
pace and ponder. Neo-Satanist symbols decorated the walls, with the inverted star-in-pentagram logo
prominent. Musty-looking books lined the shelves.

Jones noticed Nathans moving with a carefully hidden sense of anxiety. The Enforcer worried for a
moment, but other man maintained a good mask. “Now then, did | want to see you for something? Oh,
yes” Before Jones could spill out his discovery, Nathans continued, “Y ou know that al the Elite Guard
have their own specidties, their own turf, you might say. Y ou, on the other hand, are not yet attached,
and | have decided that you're perfect to assst mein my less-than-official Guild duties.”

“Y ou mean hel ping with the neo-Satanists?” Jones swallowed, and tried to keep awhine out of hisvoice.
He didn't want Nathans to be angry or disgppointed with him. “But, | redly—"

Nathans looked squarely at him. “Now, don't complain. | see you standing there swesting, just waiting
for meto turn my head so you can fidget! Stop this knee-jerk nonsense of revulsion toward
neo-Satanism. It'sdl afary tde. Anyonewith abrain can seethat. | know you understand my reasoning,
Jones. You're certainly intelligent enough, and I've explained it to you carefully.” He glanced & his

fingernals.
“We have to polish the human race. It'stimeto scrape off the scum floating on the human gene pooal.”
Nathans|let his control dip, and hiseyes grew too bright; his hands shook. “But thissocia evolution

business takes so damned long! We don't live forever, you know. And since I'm doing all the work to set
the whedlsin motion, | want to be alive to regp some of the benefits.”

He sghed, though, and some of the frenzy drained away. “Now that we have no way of knowing the
results of the Danal experiment”"—Nathans shot asad and bitter glance at Jones; ashamed, the Enforcer
hid motionless behind his armor—"1've had to find some other way to hurry usaong.



“Tonight isWa purgis Night, you redlize, one of the most important ceremonies of the year. Infact, this
could be one of the most important eventsin the history of mankind. The High Sabbat should be a
catalyst of something much more.

“Now, Jones, | trust you completely. I'll need your ass stance with the preparations. Thisis very
important. I've got cannisters of achemicd labelled Rhodamine 590 over against the wall. Take that and
make sureit gets mixed into the vat of cheap red wine set up in the Sabbat grotto—but be careful not to
get any on your hands. | aso want you to check the pump systems and make sure al the new Sacred
Fontswork properly. | just had them ingtaled.” Nathans's eyes twinkled beneath the carrot-colored wig.

Be careful not to get any on your hands? “What isthis Rhodamine? What doesit do?’

Nathans smiled, but it made Jones uneasy. “Ah, | looked long and hard for something likeit. It'sadye
used with lasers, abrilliant orange red. But it's aso amitochondria poison, extremely toxic and
wonderfully fast-acting. Ranks right up there with cyanide. Cyanide's been done to death, of course, and
| wanted something alittle more exctic.”

Jones stood motionless, wearing apuzzled and horrified grimace on hisface. He wished he could put his
helmet back on and hide behind it. “But ... poison, Sr? What for?’

“For tonight's communion, of course.” Nathansflicked his eyes at Jones. His gaze had an intensity that
made the Enforcer want to cringe, afraid, then the man's expression changed to one of indirect scorn. He
motioned placatingly. “Look, I'm not going to ask them to do anything against their wishes—it'll be their
own choice completely, asit hasto be. That'swhy | had to find afast-acting poison. | do fed sorry for
thefirg victim or two, the oneswho redlly don't know.” He sighed. “But after that, after they al see how
deadly itis, surely no rationd, intelligent person would partake from a drink laced with poison? Would
you? Of course not. But I'm betting that some of them will, and good riddance to them! Surely you don't
fed sorry for people likethat?”

Jones didn't answer. He could hardly even move—Nathans couldn't be serious! He suddenly looked at
themanin adifferent light. No, not Nathans—it had to be sometrick, ajoke. A joke, right?

Nathans continued, unaware of Joness thoughts. He spoke distractedly, asif preoccupied to the point of
helplessness, “My problem for the moment isto make sure our High Priest is up to the task. He's been
cringing for weeks, hiding behind his Intruder Defense Systemns. A bit emotionally disturbed, as he dways
has been.” Nathans mumbled to himsdlf, and this larmed Jones aswell. Nathans had never talked to
himsdf before.

The Enforcer interrupted. Maybe by announcing his discovery, he could focus Nathanss attention again.
“I found out something very strange about the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patcheslast night, ir. | bumped
into it by accident.”

Nathans regarded him, caught up with his own workings for the evening's High Sabbat. But hiseyes
widened in fascination and amazement as Jones described the maintenance openings, the raised city over
the water.

“Thefunny thing is, | know the team of hackers has been trying for weeks to uncover any scrap of
information, but they dways came up empty-handed. | certainly didn't expect to find anything mysdlf, but
| thought | should at least try. So last night | sat down at the terminal and just punched inaroutine
query—and | got adirect answer. | read it—I know what | saw. But | tried again this morning, and The
Net said it had no information.”

Jones dropped hisvoice, asif sharing a deep secret. “It's like someone was tampering with The Net.



Diverting my queries and covering themsalves so well that no one ever suspected. But | caught them off
guard and got the information!”

Fascinated, Nathans stared off into space. “We dter The Net all the time for neo-Satanism: it's not that
complicated if you have the right access and you know what you're doing. But someone e seisdoingit,
too! And without my knowing it! That's remarkable—I never even thought ... what a blind spot!” He
tapped hisfingertips together, and his eyes glowed as connections started to form.

“There could be an entire underground world down there,” Nathans mumbled to himsdlf. “If these
tamperers are so carefully hiding al information about the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches, we can
assumethat they livein—or at least attach some extreme importance to—whatever is down there. How
much ese don't we know? Damn! That's frustrating.”

Hedrew inaquick bresth, exclaiming to Jones, “ And that means Dand might bedive! If heand that
nurseltech ddliberately jumped into the patch, she must have known something. Hmmmm.”

The Enforcer could imagine the menta wheels churning behind Nathans's foreheed; the process
fascinated him, but he offered no suggestions himsdlf. Theman findly sat up.

“I want you to keep this absolutely confidential, Jones. This could be vita information, depending on who
these Net tamperersare ... and if they have anything to do with Dand. What would they want with a
Servant who had regained his memory?’ He scratched his hairpiece.

“I want you to go right away and—" He frowned. “No ... damn! Y ou'll have to wait until dark. But
before curfew, it hasto be before curfew! Find a deserted street with one of these * maintenance
openings.” Take one other Guard to help you, and verify what you've just told me—see what's under
there. And you'd better go fully armed—people with an operation this sophisticated won't take kindly to
being discovered.”

Overwhelmed by Nathans's rush of words, Jones nodded and fitted his helmet back on.

“But most important of dl, | must have areport from you before the High Sabbat tonight. | have to know
what you find, and I'll need your help with the find preparationsfor the ceremony.” He smiled benesth his
red mop of artificid hair. Joness uneasiness rushed back to him. “It'sreally going to be something to
watch.”

35

“Elite Guard!” Lainawhispered. “What are they doing in here?” Two of the blue-armored Enforcers
marched down the dim hall of the hospital complex's security wing, then vanished around the corner.

“Don't talk to me!” Dand hissed out of the corner of hismouth. “Don't even look likeyouretaking to
me!” Ashewaked besde Lainain her nurse/tech uniform, Danal kept hisface blank and lifeless, asany
Servant should. Next to them marched burly Rolf in his set of white Enforcer armor, thelir ‘ security
escort.’

The checkpoint guard at the entrance to the high-security wing verified their story on his Net termind.
Rikki had come through again, planting the proper story, the proper authorizations.

“I'm supposed to escort them wherever they go,” Rolf said ominoudy behind his polarized visor.
“Orders.” The smilarly uniformed guard passed them on, then went back to playing his Net interactive

games.

The hdlsof the vast hospital complex were quiet and drowsy in the early morning silence. Outside, a



thick blanket of damp fog seeped into dl the alleyways as the sun rose, muffling sounds.

“Thisiswing six. Down that hall—it should be Room 29-A.” As Laina spoke, the heavy makeup made
her face look artificidl.

Another white-armored Enforcer stood at attention outsde Room 29-A. Without hesitation the three
imposters walked up to him. The guard tensed, but seemed reassured by Rolf's presence.

“Wehaveto let themin,” Rolf said gruffly. “The nurse/tech has specid trestment for the patient. I'm
supposed to escort her and her Servant, but ... ah, because of the importance of this patient, 1'd fedl
better if we both watched over them. Cover your ass—get me?’

The other Enforcer agreed. “ Good idea.”

Confident, the other guard punched in the e ectronic combination for the door, stepping asdeto let Laina
and Dand enter first. Rolf and the guard stepped into the room side by side.

As soon asthe door closed behind them, Rolf wrapped his massive armored arm around the other
Enforcer's hdmet. With atwist he wrenched off the helmet to reved the startled face of a pimply youth.
Before the exposed Enforcer could speak aword, Lainajammed ahisser into hisface. Rolf stuffed the
helmet back on the tranquilized guard's head as he dithered to the floor. He caught the unconscious
Enforcer under the arms and eased him down to keep his armor from clattering too much.

Dand paid no heed to this, but sood gawking at the sterile room's only inhabitant. The neatly made bed
bore aquaint patchwork quilt; alamp and smal writing desk added homey but patheticaly ineffective
touches of comfort.

Sitting in an overstuffed chair and staring at them was the hideoudly disfigured remnant of awoman.
Growths and tumors like rivulets of melted wax tangled her face. Most of the hair on her head had been
swallowed up by crumpled ridges of insandly growing skin. But two hardened and intelligent eyes stared
coldly at them from between twisted eyelids. When she breathed, air came through her distorted nose
and mouth in awhistling, sucking sound.

Y et behind the havoc of her face, Dana could see the ghost of Julid's appearance, ahint of the woman to
whom he had once opened his heart. But the eyes them selves spoke differently. Dand thought he
recognized her gaze, but he had seen it only afew times before—eyes set on the face of awoman
masquerading as a Servant....

“Zial” Dandl gasped.

Sheturned her face disbelievingly toward Dand, the Servant, scrutinizing him with sudden interest. As
she drew alabored breath to speak, shelooked asif adl of the questions canceled themselves out in her
mind.

“Van Ryman—you were Vincent Van Ryman. | thought you'd come back to haunt us, one way or
another.” Ziapaused and pulled another sucking breath through the opening of her mouth. She smirked in
ahideous grimace. “I take it you're the welcoming committee for the Francois Nathans Fan Club?’

But Dand didn't hear her. All words caught in histhroat as theimplications of Zias presence hit himlikea
dedgehammer. Shewasn't Julia. He staggered, taking half a step backward. Tears flooded his eyes
again; histhroat burned.

Juliawas deed after dl, leaving nothing but awalking mindless automaton, empty. Dand's hope shattered
into sharp pieces. He hung his head and shuddered, trying to say her name out loud. He needed to Sit



down, to collapse, but helocked his kneesinstead. He barely felt Lainagripping his shoulder. It didn't
métter anymore.

Danal spoke toward the floor. His voice carried ableak, devastated undertone. “ So what happened to
you?’

Zialinked her fingerstogether and cracked her knuckles. Dana saw that even her hands were covered
with tumors and maformed growths. “What the hell doesit look like happened? Apparently the
surface-cloning process doesn't wayswork like acharm.” Her fingersjerked convulsively, asif she
wanted to tear the fabric of the chair. “ The bastard guaranteed it would work.” But then her volatile
expression changed, leaving only adry bitterness.

“And what's Joey doing now?He must be al high and mighty alonein the manson. Hewasadimer,
always more important than the rest of us. | was supposed to be with him—he took your place, and |
was supposed to be Julia. Sure! Simple. Piece of cake. Just give us afew weeks of your time, Zia, and
weélll touch up your face abit. Make you look just like Julia. Surface-cloning, the magic of modern
technology. Besides, it was dl for the good of neo-Satanism.”

Her bitterness oozed out of the words, making her pathetic. “ Joey and | would pick up right where you
two left off, and nobody'd know the difference ... except for our radica changein philosophy.” Zia
shrugged. “But you did that aready once before, so we weren't losing deep over it.

“Joey's genotype was a perfect match to yours, amode case for the surface-cloning technique, and we
couldn't hope for anything better. His disguise grew on hisfacelike it belonged there.

“Me, on the other hand ... well, | didn't get dong quite so well with Julia's chromosomes. Something went
wrong. The clone infection went rampant, and my new face grew in every which direction.” She snorted,
“Not something to write home about.”

Lainas eyes widened as she listened, but she said nothing. Dand didn't know whether to resent the
malformed imposter because shewas not Julia, or pity Ziaas another one of Nathanssvictims. “Why
does he keep you here? Why bother? Why doesn't hejust kill you"—Dana's voice cracked—"like he
killed dulia?

Ziamade arude noise with her mouth. “Francois Nathansistoo gented for that. He needsto keep me
quiet about his botched plan, but | was one of hisfavorite tools, remember. Mallegble, willing to make
the greatest sacrificesfor agood cause.” She scowled. “Obvioudy, | can't go anywhere. And even
without my rather shocking appearance, | don't have an identity on The Net, since | was supposed to
take Julias place. | need surgery every week or so, otherwise my nose and mouth grow together, and my
eyelids sed shut. But Nathans takes care of me just dandy—what more could | want in the whole wide
world?

Before Dana could say anything, Ziarapped her fingers on the arm of her chair. “1 haven't set off any
alarms, you know, but I damn well could. What do you want coming here? Thiswasabigrisk ... just to
vist me? Touching. How come you didn't bring any flowers or candy or get-well cards?’

Dand mumbled hiswords through agauze of grief. “1 thought you might be thered Julia”

Ziashrugged bitterly. “1 tried to be. But | ran into some unforeseen complications.” She laughed again a
him, a hooting sound from her misshapen mouth, then she stopped abruptly. “Don't you have anything
better to do?’

Dand swallowed and clenched hisfists, helplesdy angry at her. But he would not let it bother him, he



would not provoke her—it wasn't her fault. He said hiswords through gritted teeth, coming to adecison
as he spoke, “I'm going to stop Nathans. | have had quite enough of him.”

“Ah, the brave hero, fighting for what's Right!” Ziataunted. “Then you'd better hurry up—tonight's
WapurgisNight.”

Dand darted as heredized shewasright. “Wapurgis Night. | forgot.”
Lanamet hiseyes. “What'sthat?”’

“A long time ago, back in Eastern Europe, dl the witches gathered in the Hartz Mountains and had their
greatest Sabbat of the year. May Day Eve—Walpurgis Night. It'susually abig deal for the
neo-Satanists. Nathanswill have asacrifice or two, kill afew more people.” Dand's voice began to
shake. “My imposter will do the sacrifice, pour more blood on the hands of Vincent Van Ryman.”

Ziasmiled with her lumpy mouth. “ Understatement rearsits ugly head—oh, it's much more than that this
time. You'reagreat hopefor usal if I know more than you do—and I've been stuck hereinthissingle
room!

“Thisisgoing to bethe last of the High Sabbats, and Nathansis going to wipe out al the followers of
neo-Satanism. He'slost patience with them and wants to end everything with abang. HEll poison them.
Hell trick them, as he dways has. Audience participation in abig way ... and thistimethey'll dl die.”

Her voice quavered, and suddenly she looked pathetic, not defiant at all, al traces of sarcasm replaced
by defeat. “When Nathans comesto visit every oncein awhile, hetells me hisupcoming plans. He likes
to talk about his grandiose schemes, and theres no way | can shut him up. Hethinks I'm interested.”

She scratched absently at one of the waxy tumors on her cheek. “He told me—me! —that anyone who
joined such asham as neo-Satanism was incgpable of rationa thought. Anybody who couldn't think for
himsdlf didn't deserve the benefits of society. Do you think it meansthey're adl incapable of rationa
thinking?1 think it meansthey were mided by acharismatic leader and some sophisticated gimmicks. |
was mided, too—I fdl for it. Isthat acrimeworth dying for?’

“Have you done anything to stop him?’ Lainaasked.

Zialaughed in agrating, burbling sound. “Me? Y ou've got to be kidding! I'm cooped up herewith a
guard at the door every day. What the hell am | supposed to do? Look at Nathans and turn him to
stone? I'm amost that ugly, but not quite.”

Dand swallowed uncomfortably. “Tonight...” Helooked at Laina, then at Rolf. The burly Waker had
propped the unconscious Enforcer againg the wal and stood listening in silence. “Nathansisforcing our
hand.”

He bit his bloodless lip and took a deep breath, assuming the role of leader. Anger rode behind his eyes,
but he kept it under control. Galvanized, hefixed his gaze on Zia * Do you want to get out of here?
Come with us? There might be something you could help with, when we confront Nathans.”

The maformed imposter |ooked surprised and suspicious that he'd even ask. She spread her armsto
indicate the hospital room. “And take me away from all this?” She stood up, and Dand saw that her dim
figure matched Julia's exactly. She could walk and move unhindered: the surface-cloning disarray had
destroyed only her face and hands.

Ziast her jaw. “Yes, I'll comeif | can help kill him.”
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Ziagazed at the Wakers underground world, inhding details. With her distorted face and stretched
eyelids, Danal could not interpret her expressions, but he could sense Zias growing awe. She had
remained silent asthey smuggled her through asublevel basement entrance, dl of her sarcadtic bitterness
dissolved away. Astonished to be free from the hospital complex, she wasintrigued by the very existence
of the Wakers and the world they had built under the city; but most of al, Ziawas ddighted to know that
Francois Nathans suspected nothing of the Wakers whatsoever.

She sat by hersdlf, silent and daydreaming on ahammock as the other Wakers discussed the new turn of
events. Without bothering to use gloves or arag, Zia had removed the hot sunlamp bulb above her head,
keeping hersdf in murky shadows, but she wore her deformities without cringing, brandishing them for all
the Wakersto see.

Dand locked hisfingers behind his smooth head, stretching his ebows back until the joints creaked. He
let the Silence hang for amoment, turning his gaze on the gathered Wakers.

Gregor sat back on his heels and watched Danal make his case, rubbing hisbig square jaw and waiting.
Dand spoke carefully, gauging their reactions, then decided it wastimeto let them judge for themsalves.
Before any of the Wakers could speak, Gregor stood up and faced Dandl. “L et me be your straw man
for aminute. A devil's advocete, if youll forgive the pun.”

Dand watched him, trying to detect hostility or resentment in the Waker's eyes, but he saw only
disturbed consideration.

“Why should we Wakers give up everything we've worked for? Y ou want us to expose ourselvesto
Nathans and dl the neo-Satanists—but that'll put us at their mercy. Y our reasons aren't good enough to
me. It sounds like a persona vendetta.”

The other Wakers watched, tense. Rikki. Laina. Rolf. Forty others. Did they perceivethisasa
showdown? Juliawould be out there somewhere, sllent and patient, probably sitting motionless as she
had been told to do. Dand did not want to clash with Gregor, but he couldn't let himsdlf hesitate.

“It'smorethan that. If | go by mysdlf, | can't win—I'm sure of it. And haf avictory inthisgameisn't
worth anything at al. | need your support, dl of you. Look at Zia, remember what Nathans intendsto do
tonight at the High Sabbat—you're a conscientious person, Gregor. sn't stopping him the right thing to
do?”

“Youtdl me, Dand—which isthe lesser of the two evils? Saving the neo-Satanists or protecting the
Wakers?’

The others began to murmur softly, and Dana knew he had to try a different tack. Water trickled below,
and somewherein the darkness arepair-rat clicked and scuttled. The entireworld of girdersand pilings
seemed dive and waiting, coiled tight. He considered long, forming his argument, then hiseyeslit up ashe

spoke.

“Gregor, if | can defeat Nathans completely and utterly, take away his power ... then Resurrection, Inc.
will bemine. By right. | think we can do it—with the scandal that's sureto follow and with my own
story.” He paused, measuring the dramatic effect. He felt tense and uneasy. So much depended on this,
S0 much.

“Then the Wakers can perform al the above-board research they want, with the best equipment
possible—maybe you can answer dl your questions, Gregor. And if we Wakers hold Resurrection, Inc.
then we can implement whatever decisions we reach. Should we stop making Servants? We could do



that if we wanted. Can wefix the resurrection process so Wakers never happen again, and the lost souls
realy do rest in peace?’ He paused. “ Can we find some other way to bring Julias memories back?

“We can't do any of that unlesswe win againgt Nathans. Tonight. He'sforcing our hand, | know. But
weéll haveto turn that to our advantage. And we can't win unless| get the help of al the Wakers.”

Dand waited, feding the regular best of his synHeart, but Gregor made no further response.

“Y ou have to admit he's got a damned good argument, Gregor,” Lainainterrupted. Many of the other
Wakers murmured in agreement.

Gregor looked at Zids chaotic features again as she observed them, moving from lighter to deeper
shadow as she swayed on the hammock. Danal watched the expressions on Gregor's face change, and
he knew the other Waker had made up his mind.

Dand found a public Net booth and dipped insgde. The timekeeper in his head told him that barely an
hour had passed since the meeting of the Wakers, and dready things had begun in earnest. He breathed
deeply, feding the tense excitement pounding through him. Soon it would dl be over. He only wished it
had never begun in thefirgt place.

Theair was damp and cold, with gray clouds sopping up the skies. Other pedestrians moved quickly
aong the sdewaks, heads down, and paying little attention to anything else. A mass-trans skipper
churned past, stopping at corners, but no one got on or off. Severa jobless blues sat next to each other
in silence on the poured-stone lip of adormant fountain. The cold streaked their cheeks with a pink
flush.

Dand looked up between the tdl buildings to where the jagged gables of the Van Ryman mansion jutted
into the grayness. He had picked the particular booth for a specific purpose, so he could keep an eye on
the mansion. It would act like fuel for hisanger, his determination.

“Nathans destroyed my lifeand my love,” he said to Rikki beside him, “but the imposter in there stole my
identity, mysdlf. That'samore persond insult, and I'll confront him done. Thisll be our first blow.”

Ziahad aso suggested they confront the false Van Ryman first. “Y eah, Nathansisthe guiding force
behind neo-Satanism and dl their plans. But the imposter isthe High Priest. Even if we get Nathans now,
Joey'll till complete the massacre tonight. Why not take him out first, Snce he can cause theimmediate
damage? Besides, that'll make Nathans sweet alittle.”

Dana and the boy crowded into the booth, avoiding the cold and damp. They had gone out together,
dressed asfather and son, to begin the preparations. Rikki reveled in hisrole and hung close to Dandl,
asking questions, pointing out things. Back at the Wakers camp, Gregor and Lainaworked on other
plans. Danal wished he could be in both places at once, but he had chosen to be here, on the Strests,
where he could actively see the mansion, feed hisenthusiasm.

In the Net booth Dand logged on as Vincent Van Ryman and then straightened as the main Net menu
showed on the screen. He rubbed the back of his head, trying to massage away the knot of tension there.
He gracefully moved aside from the keypad. “ All yours,” he said and turned the termina over to the
freckle-faced Waker.

Rikki made ashow of cracking his knuckles before hisfingersflew over the keypad. Occasiondly he
paused and scrutinized the screen, then set off in another direction. With the speed and intensity of the
boy's finger strokes, Dand lost track of what he was doing.



“I didn't know there were so many repair-ratsin the whole Metroplex!” Rikki cried asthe display formed
on the screen. “L ook at them al!” Dana peered over the boy's shoulder. Numbers and coordinates
scrolled up and off the screen in an endless stream.

“And those are just the onesin this section, too. They're salf-replicating, remember?” Dand tapped on
the images. “But we only need a couple of them.”

Rikki found two repair-rats in the vicinity of the Van Ryman mansion, then erased dl the othersfrom the
disolay.

“I'll take over from here,” Dand said.
Rikki looked at him with atouch of condescension. *Y ou sure you don't need any more help?’

Dana punched the boy in the shoulder. “I'm not acompleteidiot. | used to be pretty good on The
Net—I can handle some smple controls now.”

Ashetaked, he set the blips of the repair-rats to work on the wiring of Van Ryman's Intruder Defense
Systems. Dand lost himself in trying to remember details, blueprints, eectronic schematics. He opened
another window on the screen, trying to connect with other libraries, but the details of Van Ryman's
Intruder Defense Systems were, understandably, impossible to get. He let out along breath and went
back to work, forced to rely on hismemory. He had designed the systems—his intuition would beright.

Rikki watched him in fascination, crowding in, but Dand paid no attention. Outside, amiddie-aged man
pressed his face againgt the Net booth for amoment, staring at them, but then he left. Rikki switched on
the privacy screens.

“Areyou going to disconnect the Intruder Defense Systems?’ Rikki asked. “ So you can get ingde?’

“No. | don't want to do anything helll notice. I'm not worried about getting in—I |eft an escape hatch for
mysalf when | designed the systems. It's beating the imposter once | get indde—that's what I'm
concerned about.”

Sitting by the fireplace playing cribbage with Julia ... relaxing in the sauna and drinking iced tea
... feeling like an idiot as he balanced on the gables with a crowbar to remove the gargoyles ...
flying the hovercopter, swooping down close to the ocean and watching Julia laugh in terrified
delight. Those were his memories, from hislife—no one could stedl them from him. He remembered her
image in the hologram over the mantel, and superimposed on that he saw the Servant Julia, mindlessand
unthinking. Some things are too sacred to stedl. It made him look forward to confronting the impogter.

“The repair-ratswill take a couple of hoursto finish,” he said to Rikki. “1 need to stay here and direct
them. Why don't you make sure Gregor isn't changing his mind about tonight?’

“I want to stay hereand help—"

“You'l hep methemost if you go make sure Gregor hasn't changed his mind. Besides, | need sometime
aoneto ... to set my mind, you know? | have to get ready for this.”

Rikki nodded. “Good luck, then.” Awkwardly he gave Danal a quick handshake before he did open the
Net booth and dashed off into the streets. Dand settled back to wait, running thoughts over and over in
his mind until it wastime. He watched the coordinates of the repair-rats on the screen as they worked out
of sght underground.
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A rdentlessdrizzlehung inthe ar as Dand stalked toward the Van Ryman mansion. By now the sun had
set, marking the beginning of Wapurgis Night, but he could tdll little differencein the murky skies.

The repair-rats had finished their work. He was about to begin.

Pedestrians had been driven to shelter from the cold and the rain, leaving the streets hushed and empty.
A wind stirred the dead fronds of anearby palm tree, making it sound like arattling witch's broom.

Dand wore hisold Servant jumpsuit defiantly, making no attempt to hide hisidentity. Let the imposter
be watching, hethought. Maybe he's got a guilty conscience. He amiled grimly to himsdlf. He never
thought he'd be his own avenging angdl.

The drizzle clearly outlined the hemispherical screen of the Intruder Defensefield as droplets struck it and
flashed into steam. Asif he were looking through adistorted fishbowl, Dand could see the ornate spires
and reptilian shingles of the mansion. The new gargoyles grimaced down &t him from the other sde of the
invisblewal.

The cold drizzle beaded on his smooth skin and soaked into the jumpsuit. His synHeart had begun to
pound, but he stepped it down, caming himsdf, feding adrendine lift him into a clear-minded euphoria

He edged around the house, around the Intruder Defense field. No one would stop him now. He
wouldnt dlow it. He had to focus his attention completely.

Danal looked at the structure of the roof, followed the gables with his eyes until he located the spot under
one of the enameled hexagram tiles. Then he crouched on his knees and edged up, ignoring puddies on
the ground, until he dmost touched thefield itsalf.

Thelight drizzle would make finding the opening much eesier.

He could smell athick ozone stench from theionized rain. Dand sat back, opened his perceptions, and
dared at the glimmers as raindrops spangled againgt the field. Looking for theillusion, looking for the
hologram projected across the opening. He stepped up his microprocessor, watching, until he finally saw
the pattern mirrored. As one succession of droplets struck the invisblewall, an identica sequence—the
illuson—was reflected exactly one meter away.

When ingtaling the Systemsalifetime ago, it had taken agreet dedl of effort to desgn adistortionin the
field for emergency access. But Vincent had ingsted on being able to get into his own home regardless of
who controlled the Intruder Defense Systems. The imposter couldn't possibly know about it.

Dand stared amoment longer until he was sure, then pushed his head and shoulders through the unseen
doorway, praying he had not migudged the hologram. Vividly and mercilesdy he recaled the blackened
corpses of the first demonstrators who had tried to penetrate the field.

Dand froze and bresthed an exhausted sigh of relief, then scrambled the rest of the way through. He
stood up in the relative shelter and warmth under the field, brushing the mud from hisjumpsuit. Up above,
he could see the spangles of raindrops as they came down. Both he and the imposter were trapped
here—like an arena.

Dana waked down the black poured-stone walkway and purposefully ascended the steps. He felt tall
and powerful. He stared up at the eaves, watching the weathervane turn back and forth on its random
motor. The gargoyles seemed to cringe from his presence now that he knew their secret. Danal smiled
again, but brought his expression under control. Theimpaoster would probably be watching by now.

He opened the front door of the house and stepped into the maw of shadows. The carpeting drowned his



soft footsteps, but by the light of the dangling chandelier Dand could see the startled look-alike coming to
meet him. The Servant stared at the man's stolen face and felt disoriented, asif looking into a bent
mirror.

Dand turned and closed the door, shutting them both inside.

The imposter came forward two more steps to face him, and stopped, nervous. His face was drawn and
haggard, and helooked at Danal with a contradictory mixture of eagerness and dread. The Servant
regarded him in cold silence, trying to choose from his handful of accusations.

Thefadse Vincent Van Ryman spokefirgt, astonished. “ Nathans said you might be dive after dl.” He
drew adeep breeth, and avision-driven fire ignited the man's resolve. Dana couldn't answer, choked by
his anticipation, his conflicting anger. Though his silence lasted only a second or two, it ssemed along,
long moment.

“Very well, donethen,” theimposter muttered and rubbed his hands briskly together. “Follow me,
Dand. Thisis perfect. We're about to embark on the most important event of the Technological Age.”

The fdse Van Ryman shuffled down the corridor. Baffled but ready to jump at any trick, Dand followed
him past the control room of the Intruder Defense Systems, past the study in which so many events had
begun, to the open sitting area overlooked by the upstairs rooms. The locked door beneath the staircase
had once haunted Dand's buried memories, but now the underground chambers beyond, offered only
hedled nightmares, the private meeting place for the neo-Satanist Inner Circle, where he had been held
prisoner astheimposter grew the face of Vincent Van Ryman....

The imposter removed akey hanging from the leather thong around his neck and opened the door. A
dank smell wafted upward, and the false Van Ryman drew a deep bregth.

“I'm so glad you came back, Vincent—I redly did want to see you again.” He turned to lock his gaze
with Dand's. “Will you join mefor alittle Sabbat of our own? It is Walpurgis Night, you know, and it's
only fitting that things should end thisway.”

Without waiting for aresponse, theimposter turned and descended the stairs. Dand hesitated, confused;
he had not expected thisat al, and could not tell if the imposter was admitting defeat or if he had some
deeper plan for luring Dand ahead. But the Servant redlized it didn't make any difference—hewould
never consider turning back now. Danal ducked and entered the passageway.

Paint, carefully doneto look like maoss, lined the cracks of the shalow flagstone steps, and a cassette
played the sounds of echoing drips of water in the musty air. Stone benches surrounded a chipped granite
pedestal; pentagrams, runes, and demonic symbols had been engraved into the sides of the podium, with
the registered star-in-pentagram logo of the neo-Satani sts prominent. Flickering el ectric candles stood
like pitchforksin three brass candelabra. A Net terminal was set into two massive stone blocks on the
wall, and the white-painted squares on the keypad looked like rows of teeth from agrinning skull.

“Wait here” thefase Van Ryman said confidently as he reached behind the curtains covering an acove,
withdrawing abillowy black High Priest's robe trimmed with red on the deeves. He glanced at his
chronometer.

“Tonight it'sal coming to theend.” He donned the robe, shrugging his shoulders and straightening the
fabric, then took a step toward the Net terminad. “With your sacrifice, Dand, we can set the find whedls
of theuniverseinmation.”

The Servant cast aside the charade as he dropped into microprocessor speed again. Without aword he



lunged forward, grabbing the folds of the imposter's black robe and throwing him up againgt the stone
blocks of thewall. He was careful to check hishand so as not to kill the man, but hisfingers il dipped
through the fabric and gouged the false Van Ryman's chest. Friction from the cloth burned againgt Dand's
fingers. Theimposter struggled, but the Servant's reflexes countered every effort.

“Y ou stole my identity, you bagtard!”

“| gaveit to you in thefirg place,” the man spat back, dmost amused. Theimposter's eyes narrowed
dightly. Too late, Dand realized that this was no mere look-aike—Nathans had selected him for his
cunning, hisintelligence and resourcefulness. The false VVan Ryman barked an order.

“Command: Release me!”

To hishorror Dand's hands automaticaly withdrew asif he had touched hot wax. The Servant'slegs
took two quick steps backward. He let out ahelplesscry.

“Command: Stand gtill!” the imposter snapped.

Smug in histriumph, he collected his dignity, straightening the black robe, and looked at the helpless
Servant. He briskly rubbed his hands together again, wiping the nervous swesat from hispams. “ Y ou're
il a Servant, Vincent. Y ou have to obey my Commands.” He bent over Dand; his bresth smelled of
Glenlivet scotch. “Ligten.”

With aswish of hisrobes he went over to the stone pedestal where he snatched up amammoth
leather-bound tome, one of the neo-Satanist holy compendia thrown together by Vincent Van Ryman
and Francois Nathans. The imposter flipped to afinger-smeared page and began to quote from memory.
Hiseyesnever left Dand's.

“’And dl havether missons, and dl will Serve, though they may not know it. The greatest of these will
be called Danal, and heisthe Messenger. He isthe Prophet. Heisthe Bringer of Change and the Fulfiller
of Promises. Heisthe Stranger whom everyone knows. He isthe Awakener and the Awakened. Heis
the Destroyer. Thereturn of Satan restsin his deeds.”

The imposter's eyes widened with fervor, and he spoke so vehemently that droplets of saliva sprayed
from hismouth. “ Dand. We chose that name while you were il in the vat, because of the Writings, to
force fulfillment of the prophecy.” Hefurioudy flung the pages to another spot and quoted again, shoving
the book in the Servant'sface. “Look! It says, * Sacrifice both the living and the dead,” Satan said. ‘And |
shdl returnto regain what ismine.”

He snapped the book shut with finality, and cardlesdy let it drop to the floor with athump. “It'sal inthe
Writings—proof positive. The meaning isclear. Y ou should be sacrificed again, and Walpurgis Night isa
perfect time.”

“I wrote most of the damned Writingsl” Dand stood like agargoyle himself, immobile but filled with
hatred. He couldn't move. The Command phrase locked all his muscles.

“I know. | waswith you.”

A horrible suspicion crept upon Dand, and the imposter stopped himsdlf, smiling in wonder. “Ah, you
don't know, do you? Nathans wouldn't have told you.”

Dana dared at the imposter, wide-eyed. Thelook in the man's gaze, the build of hisbody, his
mannerisms as he moved—all clicked together like the flash of aswitchblade snapping open.
Sromgaard.



The man chuckled. “Y ou should see the look on your face, Vincent!”
“You'redead,” Dand said in alow voice.
“Sowereyou,” theimposter countered, “but my death was only staged.”

Dand recalled the night of the sacrifice, seeing his“termindly ill” father dying and wasting away on the
atar stone. He could till fed the nausesting packing sensation, the crunch of bone, asthe sacrificia
dagger bit into hisfather's Skeletd chest. Blood sprayed up ward. The heavy stubble on hisjaw ...
covering a faint line of pinpricks from surface cloning?

Stromgaard was dead. He had to be. The musclesin Dand's neck stood out as he tried to shake his
head, to deny it. But the Command phrase kept him motionless.

“I wanted out of your little games,” the imposter continued. “ And, frankly, | was getting sick of dl the
cold cynicism from you and Nathans about our religion. Don't you have any sense of wonder |eft in your
lives? Can't you give supernatural events the benefit of the doubt?

“Nathans gave me another face so | could walk unrecognized, and we used one of the neo-Satanist
convertsto take my place on the sacrificia atar—there were so many willing ones! A pathetic story and
some heavy makeup convinced you to do just what we wanted. It was for the best, it was for the good
of the religion, because it showed a dramatic change of power from one High Priest to his successor.”
Stromgaard Van Ryman scowled asif he had swalowed something bad. “I wasthere at the Sabbat. Do
you know wheat it's like to be in the audience while you watch your son kill hisown father?’

“Y ou were perfectly willing to murder me when the roleswerereversed,” Danal countered.

“No matter.” Stromgaard shrugged. “1 traveled, | went on pilgrimagesto the origind Sdem,
Massachusetts, to the Hartz Mountains of Eastern Europe, to the Bakans, to Budapest, to Transylvania.
| studied the Writings, al of them, with an open mind, not with your rude sarcasm. It wasdl going so
smoothly—I was perfectly content as an ascetic. Until you betrayed us Y ou and the whore!”

Dand grained until he thought his muscleswould burgt, but he till could not unlock the invisible binding
of the Command phrase.

“That'swhy | came back, to save the religion. For the good of neo-Satanism. Y ou deserved everything
you got, Vincent. For betraying the hopes of thousands of people, for mocking thingsyou didn't even try
to understand.” He shook his head, sadly, it seemed. “But now we've brought you back, al the way
back, and you can redeem yoursdlf by unleashing the next Millennium.”

Dand remembered swimming through desth—the warm darkness, the comforting light, the chimes, and
thefina unbreakablewall of memory he could not penetrate. “Y ou don't know how crud that was.
Bringing my memories back was the worst.”

“It was necessary,” Stromgaard said.
“Why?Why wasit necessary?’

“Nathans had his own reasons. And | had mine.” Theimposter's face took on an expression of impatient
scorn. “Nathansis afraid of death, even though he surrounds himsdlf with it at Resurrection, Inc. He
wantsto be aive to enjoy the benefits of the perfect world he'sworking so hard to create. Hah! And if a
resurrected person can regain al his memories, then Nathans himsdlf can live on aslong as he wishes.
That'swhat he thinks. If he dies, he can just be resurrected, have his memoriestriggered, and live again.
Hisown kind of immortality. Not realizing, of course, that after tonight when Satan and the New Age



have come, al hiseffortswon't count for anything at al.”

Van Ryman led the Servant over to thetermina on thewall, commanding him to follow. Dana moved
woodenly. He had no choice. Swest broke out on hisforehead; he resisted with every grain of hisfree
mind, but his body paid no attention, listening only to the Commands. Now, &t least, he could move. He
had a chance, so long as Stromgaard allowed him to keep hisvoice.

“And your reason for bringing back my memories?” Dana prodded.

“It'sobvious, Vincent—" he snapped. “If you paid any attention to the Writings.  Sacrifice both theliving
and the dead,” saysthe Word, ‘And | shdl return to regain what ismine.”

“We sacrificed living victims and even some Servants, to no effect. But | figured it dl out—it dl fits. ‘Both
the living and the dead—that's you, a Servant who was once dead and then reawakened to hisold life.
And you're Dand, just like the Writings say. We have to sacrifice the same victim, first asaliving person,
then a second time as aresurrected Servant, a Servant with al his memories, with his own soul back.
That'svery important.”

“I wrote that passage!” Dand exclaimed. “It doesn't mean anything. Y ou know that—we did it right in
front of your eyes!”

Van Ryman looked intently a Dand, then spoke in alow awed voice, “ And how do you know your
hand wasn't guided? By some greater power?’

Dand could hardly believe what he had heard. “Don't be absurd.”
“If you have Faith, no answer is necessary. If you have none, no answer ispossible.”

Despite himsdf, Dana made a scornful noise. “ That's exactly the type of invincible ignorance we lashed
out & inthefirst place”

“But it does make sense. Y ou wrote the truth without even knowing it. Think about it—Satan's been
dormant, deeping because His followers were too few for too many centuries. But now neo-Satanism
has grown strong—and because of Resurrection, Inc., the dead are walking again, just likein adozen
prophecies.

“Now you, Vincent, were sacrificed to Him, and then we brought you back to life. We snatched your
soul from Satan, ripping it like candy from His claws. How can Heignore that? He is awakening—I can
fed it. Hell follow you here to reclaim what was given to Him.”

Van Ryman removed a handful of glistening eectrodes from theinnards of the Net termind, and turned to
look at Dand with bright and distant eyes. “Hold still, now.” Stromgaard positioned the electrodesin a
clump at the back of Dand's head. The Servant tried to clench hisfists, but hisbody refused him even
that.

“I had plenty of timeto think, to meditate, and | received a Great Reveation. It was wonderful,
Vincent—it would make you breathless! Y ou see, for centuries, Satan hasn't been able to possess
anyone because cynical mankind haslearned to resst. Y ou know, by materidigtic thinking, by
skepticism, by forgetting how to fear the unknown. But mankind has created his own downfdl, building
with hisown handsamind that'll be Satan's greatest possession of al! One single mind to dominate the
Earth and control everything. The Net!”

Before, Danal had always been too jaded to see the fervor in the eyes of someone who actudly believed
in the cult. But now Stromgaard's face showed a bedtific, glazed look of anticipation that defied dl



rational thought. Dand found thet frightening.

“The Net has no resstance, no inhibitions, no mora or reigious quamsthat can dim Satan'sfires!”
Stromgaard continued. “ Once Satan has possessed The Net, He can control the entireworldina
second. All machines, and dl men, will have to bow to Him.” He closed his eyes and took a deep,
exated breath.

“Meticulous reasoning, Vincent, carefully thought out. Y ou should appreciate that. We sacrificed you in
the traditional manner the first time. Then we stole your soul back from Satan, and now I'm going to offer
Him adifferent type of sacrifice” Theimposter atached the last of the eectrodesto Danal's smooth
scalp and straightened the wires leading to the termind. “1'll deactivate the microprocessor that keeps you
aive, and send the pulseinto The Net. If Satan wants your soul back, He's going to haveto follow ... and
discover the incredible world awaiting Him!”

Dand amirked, playing him aong. “And | suppose you're doing it here, alone, to get dl the glory for
yourself?If it works, you'll be the most powerful man in the world, because you adone helped Satan to
return?’ He needed to manipul ate the conversation around to where he could strike back.

“Why shouldn't I”? Nathans stole Resurrection, Inc. from me. Y ou stole neo-Satanism from me, even
when we were just developing it. Neo-Satanism was supposed to have been mine, Vincent. For me!
Now I'm getting something for mysdlf at last. I'm the only one who truly believesin whet the three of us
created. Y ou and Nathans think neo-Satanism is just agame, abunch of parlor tricks. But | know better.
When Satan returns, Helll know me and what I've done, and Hell be grateful ”

Dand laughed in delight. “I don't think so!” It was amost over. Van Ryman had not Commanded him to
slence. He heard the invisible sound of thetrgp asit sprung.

“What do you mean?’ Stromgaard's eyes narrowed.

He shrugged, amost coy. “Don't forget, when | regained my memory, | remembered dl my Net access
codes, too. And now I've got the last laugh!”

“What have you done!”

Dand dlowed hislipsto curl up inasmile, and remained silent for aslong as he dared, letting hisfather's
insecurity and uneasiness build. “I'm a Servant—I don't have any futurein my old life. So | deleted my
entireidentity from The Net this afternoon. Vincent Van Ryman no longer exigts. If Satan does possess
The Net, he's not going to have a single burned-out chip that remembersyou!” He laughed again, afull,
self-satisfied sound, then turned bitter. “Y ou did the samething to Julia”

“No!”
Dand put asmug expression on hisface. “ Check it for yoursdf if you don't believe me. I'min no hurry.”

Van Ryman'sface writhed in his utter fury and disbdlief. He lunged at the white squares on the Net
keypad, snarling at the screen. Dand yanked the el ectrodes from his head, and let them drop to the floor.
“Stay whereyou are!” Stromgaard snapped.

Dand dipped into his stepped-up perception of time, watched Van Ryman'sfingers go through the logon
procedure, then hit the thirteen-digit password. The impogter Stared at the pixels on the screen until they
authorized hislink with The Net ... activating the trap.

On acceptance of the logon, theincredible power of the entire Intruder Defense Systems poured
explosvely into the sngle termind—following one line of the circuitry rerouted by the repair-rats. The



plastic coverplate shattered. A power surge legped back through the keypad into the imposter's body.
Silver arcs of eectricity skittered over Van Ryman'sfingers and hands like the talons of ademon, blasting
him. Hisdark hair lifted with the static discharge, like the puff of adead dandelion.

Dana dropped back to normd time. Stromgaard Van Ryman toppled backward with the smell of
smoking flesh. Wisps of steam rose up from his black robes.

Dand didn't dlow himsdf amoment's sadnessfor his fathe—Stromgaard had chosen his path long ago.
“I would never delete my own identity,” Dana spoke softly to the dead man on the floor. “Not when |
expected towin.”

He sat down on one of the stone benches as events caught up with him. Dand felt numb, and hismind
whirled. He had just killed Stromgaard, and that would be only the beginning. The momentum behind the
whesels he had set in motion would come crashing through them al before the night was over.

When he had buried al the memoriesin asafe mentd place, the Servant went back up the dank stairs
into the house, his house, and shut down al of the Intruder Defense Systems. He hoped it would be for
thelast time.

Then he sent out the signal of hisvictory that would bring al the Wakersto him.

38

Joness dark armor melted into the shadows of the wet street. He and his Elite Guard companion waited.
Off in the distance he could hear faint bustling noises as the Metroplex wound down into acomafor the
night, but here, in asenior citizen'sarea, dl was quiet aready. As Jones had requested, the two nearby
sreetlights flickered and went dead, leaving the areain deeper blackness. At the far end of each street,
white-clad Enforcers turned back the occasiona pedestrians.

With the streetlights out of the way, Jones moved forward and crouched on one knee, afraid to come too
close to the KEEP OFF THE GRASSS patch. The other Elite guard stayed back, pretending to be aloof
and annoyed, but noticeably tense. Jones edged closer ill.

He expected to hear the “deadly fidd” humming, but he noted only the muffled silence of the damp
evening. It would be curfew in another couple of hours, but aready thisfdt like the dead of night.

Jones could clearly make out the bright green grass blades, luscious and dive, al of them perfect,
shimmering. Wasit just anilluson? A hologram? Everything he had been told, layer upon layer of rumor
said that these patches were deadly disintegratorsto peel aman down to the bonein aflash of infinite

pain.

Jones had seen one, only one contradictory statement on The Net, and he had never been ableto find it
again. Nathans was sure someone e se was tampering with the computer network, covering up thered
explanation of the grass patches. But couldn't it be just aslikely that someone—someone who could
indeed tamper with The Net—had planted afake explanation for Jonesto see, to lure him into—

“Give me something to throw,” he said over his shoulder, damming the door on hisfear.

The other Elite Guard looked around and cursed under hisbreath. “1 can't see adamn thing with this
helmet.” Oddly, he took off his glovesinstead, and Jones could see that the other Guard was black as
well. The Guard crunched his hedl on the street until one of the decorative cobblestones|oosened. He
pried it out with the blade of his heater-knife and tossed the cobblestone to Jones.

“Quiet, now,” Jones whispered.



“It'syour show. Does it make you fed important or something?’
Jones hesitated at the comment—why would the other Guard mock him?—but decided to ignoreiit.

The other Guard had not seemed impressed either by the mystery or by Jones's enthusiasm about the
KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches. “What's your name?’

“I'mnot going to tell you, that'sfor sure. I'm not in atrusting mood tonight.”

“I'm Jones,” he said, puzzled and dismayed at the other Guard's attitude. Jones did not ask abot it,
though; as long as the man helped out when he was needed, the Guard's problems were hisown. Since,
he was an Elite Guard, it couldn't be al bad for him.

Underhanded, Jones tossed the cobblestone into the deceptive patch of grass. He expected to see aflash
of light, to hear some sound, but the stone smply fell through the grass, swallowed up without atrace. A
second later, he thought he heard amuffled thunk asit struck something below.

Jones stood up and withdrew his heater-knife, suddenly wishing he had something longer, astick or a
pole. Helooked around, but saw nothing else. Resigned, he leaned over the low barbed fence, stretched
hisarm out asfar asit would go, and touched the tip of the knife to the shimmering grass.

The dark helmet hid his unconscious cringe. With his fingertips he held onto the pomméd, ready to let go
at any second. The blade vanished into the grass up to its hilt. Looking closdly, Jones could dmost seea
shadow of it through the grass blades. He pulled the knife back out, completely intact.

Fina test. Helooked back at the other Elite Guard, who had taken one reluctant step closer to watch.

Jones reached hishand out in front of him—the left hand, just in case—and touched the grass. Hefdt a
strange disorientation as he watched hisfingertips disappesar, but he felt nothing, no pain, not even any
change. Hesitant, he withdrew his hand, flexed hisfingers, and then recklesdy pushed it back through the
grass patch up to the wrist.

He stood then, holding his hand up like atrophy and showing the other Elite Guard. “Let'sgo. | was
right.”

“Hooray for you.”

They anchored their ropes to the street above, and threw down the ends, watching as the strands
vanished into theimaginary grass—but now it only looked odd, not frightening. They uprooted the
barbed fence from the stones and tossed it aside. Jones grasped the rope and eased himself backward
until the green illuson and the darkness bel ow engulfed him completely. As he hung, hooked onto the
ropes with special clipson hisarmor, he looked back up and had the eerie sense of staring through the
other sde of amirror.

“I'madl right,” Jones called, “but | can't see anything.”

Heflicked on the vision enhancers embedded in his visor as he continued to descend. The rope twitched
alittle from above, and Jones saw that the other Elite Guard had begun his descent. As Jones looked
around, the night sensors turned the dimness agreenish color.

A few feet below them, anet had been strung out, anchored to the widely separated pilings. A net ... to
catch anyone who might go through the * maintenance openings,” accidentally or on purpose? The strands
were new, not more than a couple years old.



Jones scrambled the rest of the way down to the end of his rope and stepped off onto a crossheam.
Beyond, deeper under the Metroplex, he could see strings of mysterious lights, but he waited for the
other Guard before going to investigate.

Together they made painfully dow progress on the narrow wakways, Jones heard his companion
swearing to himsdlf. Only occasionally did they encounter a catwalk wide enough for themto moveat a

steady speed.

“How do they walk on these things?’ Jones commented after he had tottered, off balance. “ Or maybe
these are just for the repair-rats?’

The other Elite Guard grunted and made no further comment.

When they reached the lights, both of them stopped in puzzled amazement. A network of sunlamps
dangled down, tapping into the main electrical conduits of the city above. Platforms were scattered about
inacomplex hierarchy. Boxes and crates of supplies hung suspended from the overhead girders. Small
amenities such as books, jewelry items, and treasured knickknacks implied that the place had been
inhabited for sometime.

But they saw no one. All around them stood the forest of pilings, crossbeams, girders; he heard the
sounds of creaking ropes and the lapping of the ocean below. But everything was completely deserted.

“How many do you think live down here?’ Jones whispered.
Looking around, his companion paused amoment asif assessng. “ Fifty. Maybe ahundred.”

They searched but found only more silent clues—nothing conclusive. Jones checked his chronometer and
sgnaled that it wastimeto go back.

Asthey emerged again onto the street, Jones turned and watched the other Guard crawl up through the
hologram. Jones fought to contain his pride and enthusiasm. Some of the excitement crept into his voice.
“Wait till we report to Nathang! Hell be very interested in dll this”

The other Guard findly broke his silence and tiffened in frustration, “Don't fed too smug that you've got
Nathanss ear, smartass. Y ou think you've been selected for the Elite Guard? Big dedl!

“Y ou're not here because of any specia taent, not because you're the best. Y ou're here—like we dl
are—because Nathans holds us over abarrel. He can do anything he wants. But he doesn't like killing
unlessit's absolutely necessary—that's hisbig flaw. If someone'sin hisway, he doesn't just get it over
with. Hefinds anew way to useyou instead.”

Jonesfdt asif hewerefdling off acliff into ice water. Histongue dried al theway to itsroot, and he
could not answer. No! What did the other Guard know? He was too cynicd, too pessimistic—Nathans
probably didn't trust the other man as much, and he felt dighted. That must beit. He had to get back at
Jones—it was all so petty. But another part of him admitted that the information was no surprise, no
matter how meaningful Jones wanted hiswork in the Elite Guard to be.

His companion continued, “Y ou're not important to him. Y ou've been duped.”

Jones stood like astatue. He kept denying it to himsalf, but the knotsin his ssomach grew larger and
larger; the thin ice of security began to crack under his armored feet.

The other Guard reached forward asif to touch Jones's shoulder, but he stopped himself and let his hand
fal back to hisside. “Now that I've got that off my chest, let's go and make our report, like good little



oldiers”
Suggishly Jonesfollowed, devoid of al self-confidence again.

39
“Where is he?” Nathans demanded of the empty room.

He blanked the Net screen and paced in afurious circle as Jones entered the High Priest’'s private
chamber. Nathans turned to the Elite Guard and spoke in adistraught voice. “Less than an hour before
the greatest Sabbat in history, and our High Priest isn't here! | haven't spoken to him al day, and now he
won't acknowledge my direct messages!” He pounded three times on the keypad asif knocking on a
door, then turned away in disgust.

Out in the adjacent main grotto, the neo-Satani sts had begun to crowd in expectantly. Most of them
wore robes that had been freshly cleaned and pressed. A week before, Nathans had transmitted a
message describing the vita importance of the Walpurgis Night Sabbat, sgning himsdlf as“High Priest
Van Ryman.” But he had warned that only “those with no doubts, those with the most unshakable faith”
should come—on peril of their own souls.

The response had been overwhelming.

Nathans made adistasteful noise of dismay and then sat down again, putting his elbows on hisknees. He
looked up at the Elite Guard, and Jones could see that the man's eyes were etched with red threads.

“At least youre here” he said, frustrated. He got up, paced again, burning off nervous energy. “Wéll,
what did you find? And take that damned helmet off!”

Jones answered, but his doubts about Nathans's ethics, histrue reasons for choosing the Elite Guard,
diminished his enthusasm. He didn't want to look Nathansin the eye, afraid he might be tempted to
demand answersto the accusations. Were they true? No matter how much Jonestried to convince
himsdf, it dl fit too tightly together. And if he did voice his doubts, Jones feared that Nathans would laugh
ahim.

“Yes, the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patches are just holograms.” In aflat voice he described the
shadowy place beneath the city.

“But you didn't find anyone there?’
“No. No one.”

“The plot thickens...” Nathans mumbled to himsdlf, then he waved it away. He hurried back to stare at
the Net screen, then paced again. “I can't worry about that just now. Where the hdll is our High Priest?’

“One other thing,” Jones dutifully added. “When | reported in, | found amessage posted for you. News
that someone named Zia gpparently escaped from the security wing of the main hospital complex this
morning. They expect to find her soon.”

Nathans frowned. “Zia? Why in the world would she want to escape?’ Baffled, he pushed aside the
information with annoyance—it would wait until after the Sabbat.

Jones found himself gathering courage, about to speak up and ask Nathansif the other Guard had meant
anything by his deprecating comments about their elite force, when asigna came from the outer corridor.
Even before Jones or Nathans could move to answer it, the person on the other side of the door entered

the proper password.



“Who the hdl?” Nathanswhirled, then smiled in rdlief. “Ah, it must be him.”
Instead the grotesque Zia entered as the door did open.

Jones looked at her and unconscioudly took a step backward. He quickly fumbled to put his opague
helmet back on, self-conscious about his reaction.

Before Nathans could utter astartled comment, Ziaturned and barked an order out to the corridor.
“Dand! Command: Follow!” Her voice held a sneering tone of condescension.

Head down, the lost renegade Servant duggishly entered the chambers. He didn't look around him, didn't
offer any resstance.

“I brought you a present, Francois Nathans,” Ziasaid.

In an instant Jones al so recognized the Servant—Dana the one who had rebelled, caused theriot,
jumped into the KEEP OFF THE GRASS patch—

“Vincent!” Nathans clapped his handsin ddight, then turned offhandedly to the Elite Guard. “ Jones, leave
us. | want to hear what he hasto say.”

At being dismissed so casudly, startled anger and distaste washed over Jones again. | want to hear
what he hasto say, too! hethought. You can't just send me away—you're supposed to trust me,
remember? (Y ou've been duped ... you're not important to him.) Jones hesitated a moment, but Nathans
did not retract his order, wholly absorbed in the prodigd Servant. The Elite Guard stiffened and clenched
histeeth.

“Give me your scatter-stun wegpon, too, Jones. That one.” Nathans took the wegpon himsdlf out of the
Guard's armor, and pointed it directly at Dand. He did not let his attention waver, nor did he glance again
at Jones.

The Elite Guard's nogtrils flared in disappointed resentment, but the hdmet hid it al. With some difficulty
he kept control of himsalf. Without aword Jones strode out of the chamber, making Nathans
scramble-sed the door himself.

Dana stood moationless, making sure that he appeared completely cowed by Zia. She played her part
with agloating zed, but he knew it was only her eagernessto strike back at Nathans. She no longer
seemed interested in preventing the massacre merely to save the other converts.

Nathans grinned in amazement as he stood up. “Wel1, | don't understand al the details of this Situation.”
He came toward the Servant, pointing the scatter-stun directly at Dand's head. Hisvoice held
unexpected warmth, asif he wanted to embrace Dand. “But | must say I'm very pleased to see you
back, Vincent.”

“Heransacked The Net,” Ziaexplained, “and somehow got theideathat | was his Julia. He cameto the
hospital complex and ‘rescued” me—but | brought him back to you.”

“Zia, you've doneremarkably well.” Nathans flashed a glance a her from the corner of hiseye, but did
not take his attention away from the Servant. “1 hereby promote you to Coven Manager—that should
please you. Well seeto the detailslater. Why don't you go attend the Sabbat? I've got some extrarobes
stored in the wardrobe inset there. Take one, and please be sure the hood covers your face. Sorry about
that, but it's necessary.”

Anger flared in the woman's lump-shrouded eyes and she seemed ready to refuse, but Dand made a



gmall frantic gesture he hoped Nathans could not see, waving her away. Zia controlled herself and
appeared appropriately submissive.

“Thank you, Master Nathans.” Listlesdy, she rummaged in the wardrobe until she found amaroon robe
trimmed in black. “I'd redlly like to attend a Sabbat again. Especidly thisone.” Without |ooking back, she
draped the robe over her arm as she left. Watching her from behind Danal felt an eerie shiver—she
seemed 0 much like Julia, her walk, her actions....

Dand kept ablank face, but he seethed inside. He had waited long for this moment of confrontation. He
had planned carefully, but how could he have forgotten so many things? How could he have been so
naive, especialy where Nathans was concerned? He had not considered that Nathans could hold him so
completely at bay with aweapon, nor had he imagined the man would so quickly dismiss Zia. If only he
had thought ahead!

He had not at all expected to see an Elite Guard in the private neo-Satanist chambers. Why would a
member of the Guild be here? A neo-Satanist convert? No, Nathans hated the Guild—he would never
have dlowed an Enforcer, especialy not an Elite Guard, so closeinto hiscircle.

Unless there were schemes even degper than Dand had ever suspected....

Nathans nodded toward the weapon. “1'm sorry for this, Vincent, but | was watching when you killed my
surrogate, you know. I'm amazed at how fast you moved. Y oull have to explain that to me sometime, but
right now | don't want to take any chances.” Then hisvoice turned inward, with a deeper sadness that
Dand believed was sincere.

“Ah, Vincent, | tried so hard to teach you—I gave you every chanceto redlly understand what hasto be
done. Y ou were supposed to be my successor. But you didn't learn. Y ou haven't learned anything. Those
two imposter Servants got through dl your defenseswith no trouble at al. That wasasmpletrick,
Vincent—you should have caught it.” He shook his head and then snapped his gaze back up to look at
the Servant. “You didn't learn.”

Dand dlowed abedtific, al-knowing smileto fal on hisface. Thiswould be smooth, smple. He laughed,
taunting Nathans with an invincible cmness. “I learned plenty of other things, Francois—things you don't
understand. I've looked Desath in the face—I know what happens beyond life, dl the answers—because

when my memories came back, | remembered that, too. All the way through.”

Nathans remained motionless, but the Servant could see him mentally squirming. Before the man could
respond, Danal pulled out asecond surprise.

“I've dready removed the imposter, got my revenge on the person who stole my identity. He's dead now,
and hewon't be helping you out tonight. The Van Ryman mansonismineagain.”

Nathans paed, and his mouth dropped open. Then he squeezed his eyestogether to force acam back
upon himself. Danal could have taken him then, but made no move. He wanted to see the man defest
himsdf instead.

Nathans drew a deep breath and stared at the Servant again. Behind his eyes burned a crudlty that
caused him to lash back out, asif he were revealing agrest and painful secret. “ The imposter was your
own father. Stromgaard Van Ryman. Y ou killed him—for red thistime.”

Dand remained unaffected, not | etting Nathans get any satisfaction. He shrugged. “Asfar asI'm
concerned, | killed my father years ago. Anything eseisjust abad dream.”



Then the Servant struck his third blow; with each successive one, Nathans's confidence crumbled further
and further. “ There's o much you don't know, Francoais, it'samost sad. While I've beenin hiding, |
discovered the truth about the Cremators, too.”

Nathanss eyeslit with rage.
“I learned who they are, and why they do what they haveto.”

Furious, Nathans sprang to hisfeet, but the Servant jerked up hishand so violently that it dmost startled
the man into firing the scatter-stun. “ Stop! 1f you Command me to say what | know about the Cremators,
I'll terminate mys=lf immediately. I've aready died—it doesn't mean anything to me.” He narrowed his
eyes. “ Just wanted you to redlize that | know about the Cremators, and you don't, and you'll never find

“Traitor!” Nathans whispered under his breath. “ Severa timesover.”

Shattered and impotent, Nathans fell back into his chair and stared at Dand. The Servant stared back.
They waited, engulfed in absolute silence for afull minute. The man seemed to be warring with himself,
fighting back distasteful decisons.

Nathans heaved a heavy sigh and closed his eyes. He seemed very tired, but maintained his control
through a supreme effort. “Y ou served your purpose, Vincent. Y ou've answered my question: it is
possibleto bring back memories and persondity intact.”

He cracked hisknuckles. “But now you've killed our High Priest, Vincent. The Sabbat must go on, you
know, especidly thisone. Y ou're putting mein the awkward position of having to expose mysdlf asthe
head of the neo-Satanists.” He drummed his fingertips on the tabletop, keeping his other hand leveled
rigidly, pointing the scatter-stun.

“But after tonight, | supposeit won't matter anyway.” He smiled with acold smugness. “Enoughis
enough, Vincent. | thought very highly of you once ... but what you did to me ... well, even | can't forgive
somethings.” He stood up, backing toward the inset wardrobe. With one hand he rummaged among the
garments blindly until he drew out aplain white robe, tossing it toward Dandl.

“For tonight's Sabbat, you're going to replace our scheduled sacrifice.”

o 0

“Dand, Command: Follow!” Nathans snapped.

The towering ceremonid doors to the Sabbat grotto swung open dowly. The eectric candlelight insde
the chamber caught and reflected from the intricate carvings on the clonewood. Dand |ooked into the

shifting masses of robed neo-Satanists, al eager to see blood—red blood or synBlood, it made no
difference.

High-pitched organ music skirled through the air, without amelody. Somewhere agong sounded. The
crowd made droning sounds, but a hush rippled through them astheir new High Priest appeared.

Without looking back at the Servant, Nathans moved gracefully forward, striding and swaying so thet his
magnificent black robe billowed behind him. The red trim flickered like blood in the shifting artificid
torchlight. The man's bald head was adorned with temporary tattoos of astrological symbals.

A wide aid e between the sections of stone benches led straight up to the dtar on itsraised platform.
Some of the cultists pushed forward, struggling to get a seat on the stone benches near the front, where



they could see better.

Dand'slegsjerked him into motion. He strode after Nathans, obedient but defiant, head high with
impenetrable confidence. Let Nathans worry about that. Though the white sacrificid robe covered his
jumpsuit, Dand's skin tone identified him asa Servant ... but his actions and attitudes marked him as
human.

The blocky druidic dtar stone huddled in the center of alarge pentacle drawn with glistening red paint.
Black candles, each asthick as hisforearm, had been set at the points of the star, and acircle drawn nine
feet in diameter surrounded the entire design. Old bloodstains discolored the dtar stone; manacles
attached to its head and foot waited to hold an unwilling victim in place.

AsDand stonily walked past the hooded forms, he saw no faces, only the mixture of colors on their
robes—A colytes, Acolyte Supervisors, and Coven Managers. Around him he could smell the gathered
musk of tense human beings. Some clutched their printed program lesflets; more leaflets lay scattered on
thefloor.

The grotto around him looked only superficidly different from when he had been the High Priest alifetime
before. The chamber had been expanded to accommodate more cultists, and fountains of sculptured
poured stone had been ingtalled al around the perimeter, painted and molded to look like springs from a
living cavewall. White, foamy water gushed up with asighing sound that echoed in the chamber.

Dand could not say anything or make any call for help. Nathans had been very careful, very explicit.
“Command: Y ou will be slent during the ceremony, unless| specificaly ask you to speek.” Dand felt his
vocal cords go dead—it would do him no good to cry out now anyway. He had to havefaith in his
plan—not irrationd Faith like that of the neo-Satanists, but a confidence in hisown ahilities, atrust in
Gregor and Rikki and al the Wakers.

He didn't move his head, but memories passed in front of him. All the timeswhen he had been here, roles
reversed, leading the willing sacrificid victim ... dl thetimes he had stood over the dtar in the black and
red robe, looking down &t atrusting face as the crowd waited—

Dand pushed those thoughts away, holding onto the good times, even remembering Francois Nathans
and the stimulating discussions they'd had when it had been no more than food for thought. But when
Nathans made the ideas redl—then it had al changed. Vincent VVan Ryman had been too much of a
coward to help put those ideas into effect—that was how Nathans must seeit.

Dand felt achill asanew ideacameto him, haunted him. For along time Nathans had treated
neo-Satanism as agame, too, disappointed and amused at its surprising success. He had done no greater
damage than sanctioning the occasiona voluntary sacrifices until Vincent Van Ryman had betrayed him.
Vincent: his student, his hope, his apprentice.

Andin hisanger a that, Nathans had struck back. Dana remembered his dumbfounded disbelief—even
while it was happening—that his mentor could do such athing to him. Nathans had arranged for the
murder of Julia, hisfirgt red victim; he had killed Vincent and brought him back, while letting Stromgaard
masguerade as High Priest. And finally heldd logt patience enough to arrange for the daughter of al the
neo-Satanists. Danal felt certain Francois Nathans would never have done that before Vincent had
betrayed him.

But Dand would not accept that blame. He had paid too high a price aready.

His obedient legs carried him up to the stage one step at atime. He fdt like an animal being led to
daughter. The dtar stone spread out before him, cold and waiting. The gathered worshipers crowded



closer on the stone benches below ... and Danal knew he wouldn't be the only victim.

Nathans turned to face the crowd, putting on an exalted expression as he muttered out of the corner of
his mouth, “Dand, Command: Lie down!”

Unableto resst, and not wasting energy with the effort, the Servant turned around and dowly lay back,
feeling the cool, rough texture of stone against the fabric on his back. The white robe fell open, showing
his gray jumpsuit. He stared up and saw the papier mache st actites hanging down like knives from the
celling of the grotto. For one disoriented moment he thought he saw the black tunnel of Death opening up
for him again. He felt a strange new fear—would Degth be the same the second time through? Or did he
get only asingle chance?

Dand thought about dowing everything down by viewing it through his microprocessor, making hislast
moments seem like yearsin subjective time, savoring life. But he decided againgt it. Not microprocessor
gpeed now. No. Thiswasred, and he would finish out hislifein red time.

Nathans gestured, and two Acolyte Supervisors appeared from alcoves besde the dtar platform. They
took Dand's bloodless Servant hands and lifted them over his head to meet the manacles; the other
assigtant then chained hisfedt.

That wasn't necessary, Dand thought. He could bind me as effectively with a Command phrase.
Nathans ill didn't trust him. The Servant felt awarmth creeping insde. Nathans was afraid.

Before the gppearance of the High Priest, one of the ranking Coven Managers had led the neo-Satanists
inthe elaborate ritudslisted in their Sabbat program lesflets, ceremonies that Vincent and Nathans had
long ago designed using choreographers and cultura specidists. The crowd was sated with ritua now,
brought up to adifferent fever pitch, waiting for something more.

Nathans raised his hands, and the background noise dropped off as with the chop of aguillotine blade.
The organ music ceased.

“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome to the Wal purgis Night Sabbat!” he caled to the
crowd. “1 am your new High Priest, and | come to you with apromise. | have such confidence in your
faith, in the truth behind what were doing, that if you believe—we, you and |, can bring Satan back
among uswith thisonelast sacrifice!” Coldly he swept his hand behind him to indicate Danal on the
dtar.

The crowd cheered and whistled.
“It will betonight—I guaranteeit!”

Dand tried to St up, but one of the assistants firmly pushed his head back down. He could have ressted
with his strength, but decided to play passive for the moment.

“You have followed dl therituas, read al the Writings, attended al the Sabbats. I'm proud of you. But
tonight, this magic night, is Wal purgis Night, the greatest Sabbat of the year. All the sarsand planets are
intheir ided positions. Tonight, neo-Satanism will cometo itsclimax, and you'll al be part of anew age.
For the return of our Master!”

More cheering. Nathans strutted back and forth across the stage. He seemed tense, hyperventilating, but
Dana could see awell-hidden smugness in the man's bearing. Nathans refused to turn to meet Dand's
eyes, the Servant couldnt tell if the man avoided looking at him out of guilt and anger, or if he had smply
becometoo caught up in hisrole.



Then Dand redlized something €lse, something that might have been useful had he not been under a
Command of sllence—hedidn't think Nathans had ever killed before, not directly, not with hisbare
hands. Dana wondered if the man would have the nerve to murder hisformer student, his apprentice,

“Thetimeisnow!” Nathans cried, and hisvoice cracked in itsenthusiasm. “ Are you ready?’
The resounding shout from the audience chilled Dand. “ Rah hyuun! Rah hyuun!”

Nathans whirled and stepped behind the altar. He was moving too fast; the Servant could tell he wanted
to get this over with. The thought surprised him—he had expected Nathans to gloat, to savor the moment
of hisultimatevictory.

From adot inthe sde of the dtar stone, Nathans snatched out the wide-bladed arthame, the jeweled
sacrificid dagger. He held it up with both hands over his head.

The crowd shouted again. “Rah hyuun! Rah hyuun!”

Dana knew the pain would come, abright flash of Desath, but till he stared up at Nathansto the last. By
the look in the man's eyes, he could see that Nathans didn't dare hesitate or else his doubts might win
through. Nathans's expression softened for the briefest ingtant, but he hardened it again, fighting againgt
hisfedings. Dand could seeinfinitely clear droplets of sweat on the man's scalp, glistening like beads
among the painted symbols on his head.

The audience fell completdly slent, Sitting motionless on their tone benchesin hushed anticipeation.
Nathans cocked the blade and tightened his grip on the hilt until his knuckles whitened. “ Ashesto ashes,
blood to blood; fly to Hell for al our good!”

Then Juliastood up in the audience, shrugging down her hood and exposing herself as a blank-faced,
bald Servant.

Startled and distracted cries broke from the worshipers.

Nathansflicked his gaze up, and his face contorted in angry surprise. “Who has brought a Servant here
to our most sacred ceremony!”

Scattered throughout the audience, the Wakers stood up. Only forty-three of them, but they were well
dispersed among the hundreds so that the effect wasincreased. Gregor threw off his Acolyte Supervisor
robe, crumpled it in hislarge hands, and threw it to the ground. He proudly displayed his gray jumpsuit,
hispdlid skin, hishairless visage.

“Y ou don't want to lay ahand on him, Mr. Francois Nathans,” Gregor shouted.

The other Wakers exposed themselves, standing up as gray-clad Servants. Nathans stood aghast, staring
at the sudden appearance of the Servants— Servants! His mouth hung open just enough that Dana could
see the depth of his shock. The ceremony had been interrupted—Dana convinced his Servant
programming that Nathanss Command no longer bound him to silence.

“So many things you don't know, Francois,” Danal spoke quietly as he lay helpless on the dtar, but with
ascorn that cut deeply into Nathans's confidence. “1'm not the only one. | was your great experiment,
your guineapig. But al these other Servants awoke to their memories, awoke to themsalves, without any
intervention from you. They al remember, Francois. Dozens and dozens of them. Think of how many
more must be out there, hiding. Remembering life and death because your resurrection processis
flawed.”



Nathans worked his mouth, but only awordless whisper came out. Even without dipping into
microprocessor speed, Danal sensed that dl time had stopped. The crowd fell silent, confused, waiting
for their High Priest to react. Dand lay back in chains, unmoving.

“One morething, Francois,” he continued dowly, savoring thewords. “ They are the Cremators.
Awakened Servantswhose god isto stop you from creating more like themselves!”

That wasthe last straw for Nathans. His eyes became wild, giving him ahunted look. Helplessand
frantically desperate, the man whirled back toward the secret rooms behind the dtar platform and
shouted—

“Joned”

The Elite Guard watched, helplesdy horrified, at his station in the spy acove. Asthe Sabbat continued
toward its peak, he grew sick inside, enraged and disgusted—he had helped Nathansin this? How many
other thingswould be clear if helooked at them under a harsher light? He squirmed, swesating and
wide-eyed, as Nathans prepared to make the sacrifice of the hapless Servant. He could not seethe
expresson on the man's face, but Jonesimagined any number of them.

Then when the Servant appeared in the audience—Jdulial he knew it was Julia—Jones reacted asiif
someone had struck him asharp blow. It was utterly incredible even to imagine that she could be herel
Hisworld began to swim around his senses again, asif the gears of the universe had just become
unmeshed.

Juliad

What was she doing here?

Was this something Nathans had set up? To trap him even further?
“Joned”

Stunned, hefinaly heard the frantic tone in the man's cry. Interminable hours of Enforcer and Elite Guard
training overrode his thoughts for amoment, and Jones lurched into motion. He burst out of the acove
onto the stage, fully armored and bristling with weapons.

The crowd gasped again at the sudden appearance of the Elite Guard. Their fear of the Enforcers Guild
had nothing to do with their belief in neo-Satanism. And their confusion sank deeper.

“Kill the Servants!” Nathans cried automatically. His voice seemed to be losing its grip on the tone of
authority, and it came out with undertones of amanic whimper. The High Priest looked down, asif oddly
terrified of the Servant chained on the ditar.

Automatically Jones snapped out one of his projectile weapons.
—waiting for the holographic images to come at him, simulated attackers—

Servants. He had done this all before. He turned, crouched, looked at the massed cultists, the scattered
Weakers. But these Servants were dert, aive, aware of what Nathans was doing. And this was not the
smulation chamber.

“Kill them!” Nathans stretched out his hand, pointing with the arthame, pointing at Julia.

—"You're not here because of any special talent, because you're the best ... You're not important



to him. You've been duped. “ —
“Joned”
—"And who do you think runs the Guild, Mr. Jones?"—

Out in the crowd, Juliastood unlike the other Wakers. She did not seem to recognize him; she didn't
seem aware of anything.

As Jones hesitated, Nathans let out a strange cry and snatched the scatter-stun from the folds of hisown
robe, brandishing it. “Damn you! Do | haveto do thismysdf?’

—"He finds a new way to use you instead."—
Jonesturned camly,

—You've been duped—

and pointed the projectile weapon directly at Nathans.

He took no time to acknowledge the man's suddenly startled expression before he fired one round into
the High Priest’'s chest.

Nathansfell forward, still gripping the scatter-stun like alifeline, and collapsed across the chained Servant
onthedtar, diding dowly to the stage floor. His blood spilled into the center of the pentacle....

Dand watched Nathans die with an overwhelming hollownessinsde, asif his own synBlood were
pouring out onto the stage ingtead. All the plans, al the anger—all the pride, all the fascinating
discussions—the betraya, the revenge—how could he possibly fed ambivaent after that?

The two horrified Acolyte Supervisors fought through their paralysis and tried to rush toward Nathans's
falen body, but the armored Elite Guard snapped up his projectile weagpon, pointing it at them. The two
assi stants scattered and ran. Many of the cultists et out an enraged outcry, rising to their feet. The Elite
Guard seemed terrified by the threet of amob and fired two projectiles a the celling. Chunks of papier
mache rained down, and the neo-Satanists quieted instantly, stunned and confused.

The Elite Guard pulled off his helmet, bresthing deeply of the thick air. He blinked, looking shocked but
defiant by what he had done. He dropped the hard black mask with a hollow clatter inside the pentacle
next to Nathans's blood.

Thelightsin the Sabbet grotto flickered and went dim. A low, amost sublimina tone rumbled through the
enclosed chamber, nearly beyond the range of human hearing. But Dand could fed it grinding in his
bones; it made an unwanted shudder crawl up his spine.

Jones moved over to the Servant and fumbled with the chains, trying to find some way to free hiswrists.
He found a hidden catch, and one of the manacles snapped open. Danal sat up and looked into the face
of the Elite Guard, the real face, but the emotions he saw were buried several layers deep; Jones was not
willing to let them surface just yet. The black man kept flicking his eyes out to the crowd, where Julia
stood unmoving.

Gregor started to shout something, but hiswords were engulfed by aripping crash of sound that echoed
through the chains of microspeakers embedded in the grotto walls—speakers that only recently had been
used to augment the chanting of the neo-Satani<ts.



At the sameingtant aflash of laser light dazzled across hidden mirrors on the st actites in alightning web.
A dull orange glow seeped in around the edges of the chamber, strongest on the blank wall of textured
rock to the left of the dtar. A foul-smelling smoke curled up from cracksin the rock. Sulfur. Brimstone.

Collectively the neo-Satanists et out an awed gasp.
Immensely powerful words clawed at the air, like the sound of the universetearing at its seams.
“YOU HAVE SUMMONED. AND | HAVE RETURNED.”

Bright orange light stabbed through cracksin the rock wall as the stone began to shift and crumble,

exposing ablack cavern that seemed to extend to the gullet of the earth. Dand's eyes stung as sulfur
fumes belched forth ... and behind the smoke, in ghastly shadows, he saw something move, coming

forward, taking shape.

The Servant's skin crawled, and the audience let out mixed cries of absolute terror and utter delight. They
had forgotten everything else now, the Servants, the desth of the High Priest—thiswas the main event.

A hulking demon, mammoth in size, with curved horns and cloven hooves—true to every nightmare and
legend of neo-Satanism—emerged from below. Probing, it set one titan hoof forward with a thump! on
the stage, and then it strode forward into full view, lashing its arrow-tipped tail and shattering the rock
wall. A violent purple glare burned behind the demon's eyes as it surveyed the gathered worshipers.
Deadly fangsfilled its mouth asit snarled.

Amazingly, Jones seemed startled but unimpressed, and he muttered something that Dand couldn't hear
over the frenzied confusion of the crowd. But the Servant wasn't listening anyway—his entire conception
of redlity rocked back and forth. Impossible! Nathans lay sacrificed within the pentacle. Had Stromgaard
been right all dlong? Dand couldn't accept that, but the demon stood in plain view, red and tangible, not
ahologram.

“Y ou have summoned me! Y ou brought me back. And | am grateful!” The monster ignored the Servant
onthedtar asDand freed his other arm and frantically tried to loosen his ankles, fighting hishorror. The
demon spread his arms and bellowed to the neo-Satanists.

“Y our faith has resurrected me. And | will grant your grestest wish! All of you!” The creaturedrew ina
roaring breeth. “For dl those who truly believe, return with me now—to the wonderful depths of Hell!”

The monster gestured to the fountains mounted a ong the walls. The bubbling foamy water spewed forth
abrilliant scarlet, fluorescent, brighter even than arteria blood.

“Thisismy blood! Take. Drink. Drink deeply! And join mein Hell!”

“No, don't!” Jones said. He must have shouted, but his voice sounded utterly insignificant in comparison
to the other. “It's poison!”

Nobody seemed to hear him. After an instant of stunned immobility, some of the awed people tentatively
rose from their stone benches and glanced at the fountains.

“Drink!” the demon bellowed.
“Thisisnt red!” Jones cried, looking at them, gppalled. “ That thing isjust an android.”

A few people stopped and looked at him questioningly, but the awesome form of the monster reaffirmed
their belief. Dand blinked, amazed but relieved to have arationd explanation, no matter how impossible,



to clutch at. An android? Androids weren't feasible, but they were more believable than walking
demons.

“Like a Servant. A machine—atrick!”

Jones made a determined sound and pulled out hisriot club, striding forward. He struck the demon on
the thigh, on the hip, reached up to batter its shoulder. The club made solid, wet sounds asit impacted,
but the android took no notice of him and continued to survey the crowd, speaking its programmed
sUmmons.

“Comejoin me! Why do you hesitate? Do you not believe the evidence of your own eyes?’
“Butit'sjust an android! A prototype, atrick!” Jonesingsted.

Thefirg of the worshipers—a chunky man with graying hair—reached the fountains. Breethless and
enthusiagtic, he plunged his head into the brilliant, glowing liquid, splashed, and turned to look at the
others as he swalowed a mouthful ... and died in retching convulsions afew moments|later. Hiseyes
amost burst from their sockets. Seeing but not seeing, more of them surged forward to drink.

“Hey, stop!” Jones shouted from the stage. Danal added his voice. Many of the neo-Satanists did hang
back, frightened and uneasy, but the pressure from the others buffeted them forward.

“Drink! Join me!” Prototype thundered.

More cultists lay dead by the fountains, piling up, but others pushed ahead, some hesitant, some eager.
Dand struggled with the last manacle, staring in cold horror at the cultists. Nathans had known exactly
how they would react—he had selected them for their gullibility, and only the oneswith the most
unshakable faith would have come to the Wa purgis Night Sabbat. But how could they not see what
they'd gotten into?

“It'sonly an android! Prototype!” Jones cried again, softer thistime, his voice with an edge of hysteria.
“Look!”

He pulled out his heater-knife and stood in front of the demon. Reaching up, he diced with the hot blade
through the rubbery synthetic skin of Prototype's chest. The Elite Guard dashed across, and down,
pedling the corner to expose tendrils of optic fiber, glowing power sources, cables, pulleys, servomotors.

With some sdlf-protective mechanism the android swatted Jones, sending him sprawling. He skidded
across the stage, protected by hisarmor, but he struck his head on the floor and sat back, dazed.
Prototype, hisinnards exposed by the sagging flap of synthetic skin on his chest, turned back to the
worshipers. They looked at him, disregarded what they did not wish to see, and continued to press
toward the scattered fountains.

In the crowd Gregor moved franticaly, trying to pull the worshipers away from the fountains. “ Stop
them! Wakers!”

The other Servants wrestled with the neo-Satanists. Many stopped by themsalves, angry and confused
after Jonessreveation, but the mgority clung blindly to their faith and threw themselves at the scarlet
poison. The Wakers struggled with them, but they were outnumbered dozensto one.

“I want to take all of your souls back to my realm! Join me! Drink my blood!”

Dand findly freed himself and sivung down off the dtar stone. He had no time to ponder, but many of the
piecesfitted into placein the back of his mind. Prototype—yes, an android, a puppet for Nathansto use,



but also an experiment to stretch the capabilities of Resurrection, Inc. And if Nathans had built
Prototype, he would only have extended the technology dready available to him—

“Prototype!” Dand shouted, “ Command: Stop!”
In mid-sentence the android froze, arms upraised, fang-filled mouth open.

“Command: Be slent!” Danal stepped toward the towering monster. He looked up at the demon'sface.
“Takeit back. Tell them to stop.”

The Satan smulacrum lowered its gaze to look down at the Servant. Its curved horns glistened, but the
bright purple glow of its eyes held no menace now.

“I cannot,” the android said. “My programming specifies the words | must spesk to the audience. |
cannot deviate”

Danal wanted to scream in desperation at the demon, or break down in tears.

Then, unexpectedly, in the pentacle on the floor beside the altar stone, the body of Francois Nathans
stirred and sat up.

The handstwitched, asif trying to orient themsalves. The gaping holein the man's chest began to trickle
red blood once more, splashing anew across his High Priest’'s robe. Something had begun to pumpin
place of aheart.

Dandl felt asensation of eerie horror as Nathans fumbled with his hands, grasped the edge of the dtar
stone, and hauled himself to hisfeet. Then Dana noticed the fine-lined scars on the man's bald
sca p—scars that were better healed but otherwise similar to those that all Servants had.

From the implanting of a microprocessor.

Dand gasped as hetried to say something, but his mouth felt too thick. Had Nathans been so frightened
of dying, so obsessed with returning to life, to have a standby microprocessor implanted in his head?
Ready to switch on after actua brain death? It had been perhaps fifteen minutes, maybe longer—not
long, but enough. Without the resurrection process, without that long interim step, perhaps he had
believed that his memories, his salf would come back with him. It made acold, logical sense—asif a
sampletime factor wasthe only thing that mattered.

Death doesn't work that way, Francois.

Dead Nathans duggishly turned and saw Dand. Hisarm wasrigid, till gripping the scatter-stun. He
raised hisarm. Dand couldn't move. But Nathans seemed only to be following areflex action, flexing a
muscle, and stood motionless and cold. Hiseyesdidn't blink. His chest continued to bleed. The
expression on hisface was dack and cadaverous. Blank. Utterly empty.

Like Julia
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Aftermath. Holocaust. The words ran through Dand's mind as he stood horror-struck, staring into the
slent chamber.

The worshipers had been too many, too intent upon destroying themsalves. Those who refused to drink
the poison now stood distraught and frightened, but few of them had helped to stop their companions.
The efforts of the Wakers done did little againgt the tides of people.



Burly Rolf knocked down many of the cultists, sprawling them on the floor asfast as he could stride from
one to another—arms swinging, shoulder tackling. Rikki wastoo small to do much more than distract
and harry them, but still he kept afew away from the fountains. Lainabecame injured when shetried to
wrestle with too many of the worshipers at onetime; they turned on her, and only microprocessor speed
saved her from being torn to pieces.

Stunned and concerned, Gregor knelt beside an old man convulsing in hislast few moments. The leader
of the Wakers|looked deep into the old man's face, and propped the man's head on hisknee. The
victim'slips, teeth, and mouth were a brilliant scarlet, stained by the dye. Blotches of burst blood vessels
spotted hisface and hands. The dying man sensed Gregor's presence and opened his eyes; hislimbs
jerked spasmodically.

“Why?" Gregor asked, begging for some kind of explanation that would make sense. “Y ou could seeiit
was poison. Y ou knew the demon wasjust an android. Why would you do this? To yourselves?’

It seemed arhetorical question, but the dying man became lucid and gasped an answer, “Because | have
Faith!”

It al stopped when Jones had finaly roused himsdlf and, conquering his own revulsion, snatched the
scatter-stun from Nathans's dead-but-aive hand. The Elite Guard went through the neo-Satanists,
stunning them al, dropping them in their tracks....

Other than sobs from some of the Wakers and the non-suicidal worshipers, the sacrificia grotto now fell
slent. The fountains continued to pour forth the bubbling red poison, but Rikki and Rolf had goneto find
away to shut them down.

Dana stood, numb and cold like aghost. Sowly, he walked down the steps to the main floor of the
chamber. He left Prototype behind him, Commanded into silence and immobility on the stage ... and the
zombie Francois Nathans stood bleeding away his second life.

Though many of the neo-Satanists lay unconscious, crumpled across stone benches, nearly afull hundred
had managed to poison themselves. Lost out among the fallen bodies, Jones remained motionless,
encased in the midnight-blue armor but without his helmet. His mouth hung open with athread of sdiva
connecting hislips, his eyeswere wide open and staring.

By now Dand felt admost inured to seeing the bodies. Poisoned—Nathans would have thought of that.
Now they were all perfect candidatesfor Servants. He felt a pang of sadness as he looked back at Julia,
dill clad in her Acolyte robe, blank and seemingly without a consciouswill of her own.

Gregor saw his gaze and spoke by Dand's ear, startling him. “ She stood up by hersdlf. | was beside her,
and we couldn't figure out what to do. | was going to shout or something. But when Juliasaw you were
going to be sacrificed ... well, she stood up. By herself.” A tone of wonder drifted into hiswords.

In quiet amazement Dana went over to the female Servant, afraid to ask. “Julia Do you remember
anything es=?’

She stood in silence, but did not deny what he asked. Dana didn't fed hishope dip away so quickly this
time. A faint mist like the shadow of atear formed over her eyes. He thought he noticed the faintest
tremor in her lips.

“Y ou'd better come over here, Dand,” Lainasaid huskily, holding her injured wrist.

Reluctantly the nurseftech took him near one of the fountains, stepping over motionless robed formson



the floor. With her foot she pushed aside severa of the dead cultists, revedling adim female form clothed
in anew Coven Manager's robe.

“Ah, no,” Dand said as he kndlt down, but histhroat was so dry he doubted if any words had come out.
The Servant pushed aside the hood and tried to read an expression on the disfigured lumpy face, but he
could not interpret her death mask. Some of the fluorescent red wine lay in asticky trickle down her
cheek. Strangely, Dand discovered he had new depths of grief within him

“Zia” hemumbled, “you knew better. Y ou knew so much better.”
“Wdll, what do we do now?’ Lainaasked. “Who do wetell? The Enforcers?’
Some of the other Wakers|ooked at Danal, then Gregor, then Dand again.

“Nathans ran the Enforcers Guild,” Jones muttered, amost to himsalf, and then he strode back out into
the main chamber among the flen bodies, asif running awvay from what he had just said. Dand stared
after him, wide-eyed.

“I'mnot sureif | trust that man completely,” Lainamuttered.
“Hedid help. And at acrucia time,” Gregor countered.

“He'sdill an Elite Guard. But I'll kegp an open mind.” She frowned uncomfortably. “Choice of trust isn't
exactly aluxury we can afford right now.”

The unconscious neo-Satanists would begin to stir soon. The other Wakersforcibly kept al the

non-suicidal worshipersfrom leaving the chamber, though many wanted to run into the night and hide
from the horrors before them. Only the threat of being caught out after curfew held them back. A few
volunteered to help separate the living and the dead from the motionless forms crumpled on the floor.

“Excuseme, folks,” Rikki interrupted in avery mature voice, “ but we have to figure out what we're going
todo.”

Dand pondered along moment, and suddenly nothing seemed at dl smple. They had defeated Nathans,
effectively stopped neo-Satanism; they should have been having avictory party, but things...

“Well tell our story, | guess. Put it on The Net for everyoneto see, before it gets distorted. There's
certainly enough evidence, enough proof, enough witnesses.” Hisvoice didn't contain agreat ded of
enthusiasm, and none of the others responded until Rikki finally spoke.

“Blaming dl this on Nathans doneisn't going to work. Y ou know that, don't you? These peoplelying
poisoned, the tricks, the sham—somebody's going to find a scapegoat. And we al know what great
scapegoats a bunch of spooky Servants would make.

“And in afew minutes we're going to bein aroom full of revived fanatics. They'll be angry, or worse.
They've dready proven they're missing afew circuitsin the CPU.” He tapped histemple and made a
face. “ Any one of them can make us speak a confession or shut us up forever, with asingle Command
phrase. We don't have any way to fight againgt it.”

The othersfel uneasily slent. Gregor looked down at the stained pentacle on the floor.

“Unless—" Gregor stopped, at alossfor words. Dand watched him in desperate fascination, and
waited.



“I had an ideaalong time ago, but it didn't seem worth trying. Now, maybe we haveto.” He swallowed,
then shrugged. “Wdl, what about a paradox, something that might burn out your Servant programming?
Like aCommand you can't possibly obey.”

“Doit,” Dand said without a pause. Heimmediately knew what Gregor was suggesting. “To me.”

“Now, wait aminute.” Gregor raised hislarge hand. “Think about this—it could burn out your
programming, or it could just aswell put your mind into an infinite loop. Make you worse than him.” He
indicated the Nathans-zombie, sill slent and motionless. “We can't lose you, Dandl. Y our story isakey
point in our surviva.”

Some of the other Wakers murmured, but Danal silenced them dl. “We don't have time for
philosophizing, Gregor. Weve got to take our best shot. Before it'stoo late for us.” Placatingly he added,
“Look, I'm not trying to be a martyr—I've done that once and it wasn't very pleasant. But keep in mind,
al of you, that I'm not much of ahook to hang your hopes on if I'm bound by Servant programming.

“Look at it this way—the Wakers themsalves are undeniable proof that Servants can get their memories
back. If your paradox overloads me, you can till tell my story ... you can even set me up as your
scapegodt, if you like. Say | was burned out in my fina battle with Nathans, and leave it at that. They'll
believeit. They'll want to.”

Gregor looked at the others for some kind of support, but al of them remained silent, ready to accept
Danad's decision. Out in the main chamber, some of the unconscious neo-Satanists started to stir.

“Freedom of choice,” Dand said. “The Command phrase takes that away from me, but right now |
chooseto take therisk.” He sat down cross-legged on the floor, looking up at the big Waker.

Gregor's expression turned sullen but resigned. “1 pray it works. Now, listen carefully and get thisright.”
He drew a deep breath, then spoke sharply.

“Dand! Command: Obey no Commands!”
Obey no Commands. Simple enough.

But then he could not obey the Command that forbid him to obey Commands. Therefore he wasforced
to obey, which compelled him not to obey—

His conscious mind recognized the paradox and dismissed it as unsolvable. But the microprocessor and
the Servant programming kept churning away reentlesdy, forcing the problem around in circlesin search
of alogical concluson ... when it had none. Infinite loop.

Dand could not move amuscle, and hisvision spirded in toward black as the Servant programming
drew upon more and more of his resources to solve the paradox. His nerves and senses were shut down
as extraneousinput, irrelevant to the problem.

Once more Dand floated in a blackless void, with nothing, not even the perceptions and violent
afterimages of Degth to join him. The time continuum passed by outside, but he wasisolated fromit,
deprived of everything.

Hefdt buried alive, smothered by his sensory vacuum. In between. Between life and death and lifeagain
... for the second time. Out of the senseless silence came echoes of lost sounds, the growing hum, the
unearthly chimes. Thevoid closed up around him, took substance, and became the tunnel he had traveled
once before. Dana knew conscioudly that this had to be aflashback again, another hallucinatory memory
that became dl too redl in his state of menta Sege.



But then anew fear appeared, whistling through his thoughts. What if the paradox had claimed too much
of him, demanded all his resources down to the last speck of energy? What if his synHeart sopped
pumping, the artificial blood stopped flowing, the microprocessor did burn out and ... shut down?

Hedid not fear the prospect of death again, but he did feel an amost crushing despair to think of al the
things|eft to him, dl the doors he had just opened up for himself, for the Wakers, for the future of
Resurrection, Inc.

Around him appeared those other spirits again, nameless, formlessjust behind his ability to perceive
them—and yet he did know them, not their names, not their features, but them. Aheed, they pushed him
gently dlong toward agreat Sarburst of dazzling light, waxing pure and brilliant. The bright light welcomed
him, pulsed, opened wider, sentient but like apool of incandescent emotion. He began to remember,
findly ... this had happened before, and then—

And then the last great impenetrable wall rose up in front of him, blocking him off. The black barrier
mocked him, unyielding, irresistible—reinforced by the paradox that burned through hisbrain, far avay in
his own body. But unlike when Gregor showed him how to view his desth flashbacks by choice, Dand
had no way to turn back now. No redlity lay behind him, and he could go no farther forward.

He pounded on the barrier, shouting with al his spirit, begging, then angry, then in despair. He knew that
on the other side of the impenetrable barrier lay either an escape back to redlity or ... beyond. He had to
break through, or he would be trapped in thishdllish limbo for dl eternity, whether it lasted an ingtant or a
century in objective time. He had to go back and live, or go forward to Degth, but he could not move
oneway or another.

The guardian spirits had dropped back to the edges of the tunndl, amost out of his perception. They
would not help him. All things were bound by their own rules, their own power.

Then Dand knew, and he spoke his phrase with an evenness that belied his eagerness, “ Command: Let
me pass.”

Thewadll began to fold and crumble and dissolve.

Dand blinked. Even turning his head dightly seemed an infinite effort; al his muscles had locked,
petrified. He wondered blankly how long he had been away.

“Gregor!” Rikki cried. “He's coming back!”

Theimagesfinally made sensein front of hiseyes, and Dand saw he had not moved. He till sat
cross-legged on the floor of the dtar platform, staring down at the pentacle. But everything else had
changed. The other Wakers had gone, and only Rikki remained by him.

Gregor came running up theaide, running, with alook of boyish excitement that made Dana want to
laugh. He saw Laina coming, too, and even Jones wore an expression of relief.

“How long?’ he asked. His own voice sounded like amadman's shout in hisears.

“Morethan an hour,” Rikki answered, looking delighted. “ All the neo-Satanists are awake now. Jones
had to stun acouple of them again, but most are just dazed. All the fight's run out of them. See, it hasn't
hit them yet—they don't seem to realize what they amost did to themselves. And the sad part is, most of
them honestly think they've missed their big chance a sdvation.”

“Dand!” Gregor exclaimed and clapped both hands around the other Servant's shoulders. Dand felt
severd of hislocked muscles pop free from their stiffness.



“Gregor...” hesaid breathlessly, “1 broke through. Thelast barrier. | saw all my Death memories”

Thistook the big Waker completely by surprise, but he reoriented himself. “ And? What did you see?”’
Gregor clutched his own hands, and then alook of fear came across hisface, asif he wasn't ready for the
answersjust yet.

“It waslike ... you know how we can never redlly describe the first death flashbacks? Because we just
don't have any words? Thiswas more than that, because | was surrounded by things that even my mind
couldn't...” He struggled to express himsdlf, “I had no framework for the perceptions. | don't remember
any of it now, but | know | saw it.”

He paused for amoment as an even greater wonder grew on hisface. “And | think—I think | saw Julia
there. I'm not sure.” Dand clenched hisfist in exasperation. “1 can't remember. The barrier's gone now,
but I smply couldn't retain any of the experience. Not even while | wasthere.”

He smiled, though, with alook of blithe amazement that surprised the others around him. “Y ou'll find
something there, too, Gregor. Y ou'll know what | mean.”

Rikki fidgeted, impatient and not showing much interest in Gregor's fascination. “But did it work?’
Dand looked a him blankly for amoment, wondering what he meant.

Exasperated, Rikki crossed his arms and snapped, “ Dand! Command: Slap your face!”

Smiling, Danal reached forward instead to pat the boy Waker on both cheeks.
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