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ONE

" Davy was gone."

Thefirs timewaslikethis.
"Y ou are the most stubborn man I've ever met.”

The latest incarnation of thisargument started in alittle pastry shop on Sullivan Street, New
York City.

Hisfirg response was light. ™Y ou probably shouldn't have married me, then.”
Sheglared.

"I can't helpit. It'show | fedl. At least | know how | fedl. That's better than | used to be."
Shewatched him push crumbs across the tabletop, herding them into anest little pile. The
busboy was leaning againg the lime-colored wall, watching them. They were the last customersin the

place and it was dmost eleven P.M. on the East Coast.

"Let'sget out of here" hesaid.

They threaded out between the tiny tables and into the chill air of the street. It wasthe first week
of March. Out of sight, in adeep-sheltered doorway smelling faintly of urine, he put hisarms around



her and jumped them, and the argument, atime zone to the west, to the small two-bedroom condo
they owned near her clinic, in Stillwater, Oklahoma

Her ears popped and she swallowed reflexively, so used to it that she hardly noticed. She was
intensely frustrated. How can you love someone and want to kick them in the butt at the same
time? "But what about theway | fed? I'm thirty-one. I'd like to have kidswhile I'm till young enough
to keep up with them!”

The corners of his mouth turned down. "Look at how my dad—I don't exactly have theright
modeling to be a parent.”

You'll never know until you try.
"And thereésthe Aerie. It's not exactly kid-safe.”

"We can live here. We can live e sawhere if necessary. It'snot asif we don't havethe
resources.”

"And when the kids start kindergarten?'Did you take the bus today, little Millie? 'No, my daddy
teleported me." "

Sheglared a him but she couldn't really find an argument againgt this one. Was sheto ask himto
stop jumping? Jump, but lie about it to their child? Let the child know, but have them lie? She knew
that one al too well. She'd been lying about Davy for ten years.

Helooked a hiswatch. "I have ameeting with Brianin D.C. in ten minutes. Hewantsto sdl me
on another errand.”

Oh, that's convenient! Then she recalled his mentioning it the day before and felt guilty for the
thought.

"Y ou want to wait here?" he asked.
"How long do you think you'll be?*
He shrugged. "Not too long, | should think."

Shewas till annoyed. "I've got clients at seven-thirty. | need my deep. Y ou better jump meto
bed, firs." Though I'd rather you jumped me in bed.

"Okay."

He paced while she changed into her nightgown and brushed her teeth. He looked at books,
opened them, shut them. When she was ready, he jumped her to the cliff dwelling—their hidden Aerie
in the rugged desert of far west Texas. It was cool here, but not as cold asNew Y ork City.

He turned on the bedside light and she heard the faint sound of the electrical generator kicking in
from its own enclosure a the far end of the ledge. The furniture, arough, knotty pine queen-sized
bed, contrasted sharply with the more contemporary bedstead back in the condo. Thewalls, ceiling,



and floor were dl rough stone; the face of this cliff, and only the rough-mortared outer wall, made of
like-colored stone, was man-made. Most of the walls, natural and otherwise, were hidden by rows of
knotty pine bookshelves.

She sat on the edge of the bed and sighed. "We talked about it when we got married, you
know."

He winced. "Y ou said we could take sometime, firs."

"It's been ten yeard"

Helooked at hiswatch again. "Look, I've got to go, or I'll be late. We can—"
She turned her back. "Oh, just go!"

"Millie...."

She shook her head. "Go, dammit!" Then she thought better of it and turned back to him, but
he'd taken her at her word.

Davy was gone.

Of course she couldn't deep.

When did | become an appendage? There was apriceto be paid, being married to the world's
only teleport. It was like being a Saudi wife, unable to travel anywhere unless accompanied by amae
relaive.

An appendage.

Sheld accepted this, she redlized, quite along time ago, trading her own independence for the
benefits, but she was beginning to fed that something was atrophying. If not my legs, then my
spiritual wings.

And even Saudi wives can have children.

She dternated between blaming him and blaming hersdf, with brief stints of blaming Mr. Brian
Cox of the National Security Agency. Thered blame, sheknew, if it was going to rest on anyone,
belonged to Davy's father, who was an abusive a coholic when Davy was growing up, but even held
changed, having gone through treatment and now a decade of grumpy and uncomfortable sobriety.

Deciding who to blame wasn't going to give her achild. But she wasn't willing to raiseachild
without a partner's help. Davy's help.

For the millionth time she wished she could jump, like Davy, so she could go after him, to finish
thisargument, or at least defuseit. She regretted their decision to live here, hidden, instead of in
Stillwater, where she could expose him moreto her friends kids, to family settingstotdly unlike his



own childhood.

Instead, they commuted, Davy jumping her in and out of the condo in Stillwater, usudly from the
Texas cliff house, though there were extended periods of living in Tonga, CostaRica, and one
glorious spring in Paris. Still, they aways came back to the dliff house. It wasthe only place Davy felt
sofe.

Hed built it shortly before the NSA firgt discovered him, and Davy and Millie were the only
humans who'd ever been there. The surrounding terrain was incredibly rugged, atortuous rocky
desert region known as El Solitario. Since Davy's origina discovery of the place, it had become
more popular. The origina ranch surrounding the area had been bought by Texas and made astate
park. Still, the house was built into anatural overhung dliff ledge two hundred feet from the canyon
bottom and a hundred feet from its top. Backpackers had made it into the bottom of the canyon, but
sincethe Aeriewas on the side of El Solitario away from thetrailhead, there were fifteen miles of
waterless mountain desert to be crossed just to get to the bottom of the canyon.

She groped for her glasses, got up, and put the kettle on the propane burner. While it heated,
she garted a pifion fire in the woodstove, then browsed the shelves for abook. Davy had covered the
wallsin thefirg five years and then added freestanding double-sided shelveslater. In thelast two
years, though, hed findly started culling the shelves, donating books to community libraries, but his
acquisition rate still exceeded his outgoing and there were piles of new books throughout the dwelling.

It was three in the morning when she awoke in the reading nook, a cold pot of teabeside her
and The Wood Wife fallen from her lap, she gave up and went to bed.

Dammit, Davy! You must really be pissed.
When her darm went off, at Six-thirty, he sill wasn't there.

Shit! She couldn't even cancel her clients, ahusband and wife coming in for marital counseling.
There was no phone—only alast-ditch 406 MHz PLB—a satellite-detected personne |ocator
beacon used by aircraft and shipsfor emergency search and rescue. It used the Globa Positioning
System to send itslocation so setting it off would put some sort of helicopter on the ridge above the
Aeriefarly quickly.

She and Davy had considered asatellite cell phone for the Aerie but Davy was convinced the
NSA could useit to locate the cliff house. Instead, he carried a satellite pager, so Cox could get
messagesto him dl over theworld, but it wasreceive only.

The Emergency PLB wasjust that, for emergencies. Wasthis one? Not yet, she decided.

He could get to the Aerieright up to seven-thirty and gtill jump her to the clinic on time, but her
professiond clotheswere dl in the Stillwater condo. She wasn't even sure she had clothes here.

She ended up putting on one of Davy'sflannel shirtsand apair of hisjeans, which weretight in
the crotch and thighs, and loose in the waist. She found apair of her own running shoes and used
Davy's socks.

For awhile she stared at the picture on the bedside table, a Polaroid of both of them taken at a



restaurant in Tahiti. She remembered Davy'sirritation at the flash. He hadn't hesitated to buy it from
the photographer. He didn't likeimages of himsdlf floating around. He was going to destroy it but
Millie asked him to giveit to her instead. Only her promise that shewould keep it in the Aerie had
won him over.

There wasn't much in the propane refrigerator. She ate some Wheaties dry and drank two
glasses of water. The ceramic water tank atop the refrigerator was only aquarter full when she
checked the Sght glass.

Come on, Davy! Thisisn't like you.
Seven-thirty came and went.

She rehearsed speeches of anger and pounded the bed with a stick. She read more. She paced.
By midafternoon the anger had turned, like the worm, and she began to fed afraid.

Shewasafraid for Davy. Only desth or severeinjury could keep him from her. Nojail could
hold him, no prison bars, though, she remembered, chaining him to something solid might do
It—something he couldn't jump. They'd tried that experiment once, long ago, handcuffing himto a
railling. HEd nearly didocated his shoulder. Old-fashioned manacles set in awal would hold him
nicdly.

She shuddered.

A whilelater, she began to fear for hersdlf.

She went outside and walked to the end of the ledge, to the door set in a separate stone
generator enclosure. The emergency pack wasin there, but it had been years since sheld even looked
ait.

She turned and looked out at the canyon. Looking south, she could see the rocky hills. It was
twenty-eight miles of rough trail with no water to the trailhead at Sauceda Ranch headquarters. There
was some cactus and sagebrush and surprising amounts of gramagrasses, but certainly no treesthis
sde of the Rio Grande. Rocks cast the only shade.

Well, at least it's not August.

The backpack held the emergency PLB, severa seded bottles of water, surviva rations, alight
deeping bag, asigna mirror and flares, and a plastic bag containing five thousand dollarsin hundreds
and twenties. The bag next to it held eighty meters of eeven-millimeter climbing rope, a seat harness,
and carabiners with brake bars.

She took them back into the house.

Tomorrow morning, if he hasn't returned...

He hadn't.



Dammit, Davy, you are a great deal of trouble!

She drank most of the remaining water in the ceramic cistern, then dressed in Davy's jeans and
shirt, and apair of hisunderwear. When she stepped outside it was cold, theledge still degpin
shadow, and her breath fogged around her, but she knew that would change rapidly as the sun rose
higher. She pursed her lips, then ducked back inside and took the photo from the bedside tabl e,
putting it in her back pocket.

Outside again, she shut the door carefully, making sure the latch engaged, then dragged the rope
bag over to the anchor bolt and ring. Davy had set it into a crack in the ledge with a dedgehammer,
then anchored it further with concrete.

She put on the seat harness and closed the front with the base carabiner, then used adouble
bowline to secure one end of the rope to thering. She tugged on it. Solid asthe last time she used it,
inthefirst years of their marriage. They used to practice the descent twice ayear, as a precaution, but
she hadn't doneit in over five years. There were more cracksin the rock around the concrete and she
tugged several more timesto be sure the bolt was till solidly anchored.

She put the pack on the end of the rope and lowered it, hand over hand, seeing the excess rope
coil reassuringly on the loose talus dope at the bottom of the cliff. She didn't have to worry about
running out of rope.

An odd tingle went through her, dmost pleasurable, and she wondered if it wasfear. Am | that
jaded? She examined it more closely and redlized what she was fedling was satisfaction. After dl, for
thefirgt timein along time, she was having to do something without Davy, something difficult, even
dangerous, and he wasn't there to buffer her from the discomfort and effort.

WEell, one good thing comes from this.

She threaded the rope through the 'biners and snapped the brake bars closed, then took up the
trailing end and brought it behind her, running it across the back of her thighs before coming back to
her gloved hand. She backed toward the edge, |etting the rope out Sowly.

She contemplated the long hike in front of her, the fact that her ID wasin Oklahomaand she
couldn't fly without it, or rent a car, and she'd have to take the bus. She thought about walking a
minimal distance away from the Aerie and setting off the PLB, but gritted her teeth. Not yet.

She reached the edge and sighed, |etting some more rope out and dropping over the edge. She
started down with small jumps, then swore as the rope crumbled a bit of the edge, showering her with
gravel and anasty piece of limestone that caromed off her shin. Sand drifted into her eyes, causing her
to blink inthe morning sunlight.

Oh, great!

She couldn't help picturing the condo, cluttered, friendly, sand-free, with her clothing, her wallet,
and afridgewith milk iniit.

Davy Rice, you're a real pain-in-the—Above her, there was the sound of grinding rock, and
then asharp crack. The rope went dack and she dropped backwards, watching, in horror, as the bolt



and apartid plug of concrete, il tied to the end of the rope, came flying over the edge. She dropped
like astone, till ahundred and seventy feet above the rocks below, her arms and feet flailing. The
cold air cut past her ears and the adrenaline stabbed into her chest like a sword.

Oh, God, ohgod, ohgodohgodohgod—

She crouched in the smdll living room of the condo in Stillwater, apile of rope draped across her
knees and feet. The heavy bolt and ring, with asmall collar of concrete, dropped to the carpet at her
sdewith athud.

That wasthefirs time.

She stopped screaming, hadn't realized sheld started, but her voice cut off into choking sobs.
She sat back from the crouch, banging into the glass top of the coffee table and spilling a pile of
books across the carpet.

Shetried to rub her back where sheld struck the table edge. It stung—she'd scraped skin.

The trouble with being atrained psychologist isthat when you experience something unredl, you
consder the chance that you are experiencing a psychotic break.

Well, at least | know it's possible. Davy didn't the first time it happened to him. Her
breathing dowed and some of the tension eased out of her. She felt drained, weak, asif sheld run up
seved flightsof gairs.

Can everyone? If they've taken thousands of experienced jumps?

Shewanted to talk to Davy about it but, of course, she couldn't.

Where are you, David Rice!

There were several messages on voice mail but they were al from the secretary she shared with
the other two therapigts at the clinic. Sheld missed seven client gppointments yesterday. None of them
werefrom Davy.

She cdled his pager number and punched in 911, their code for come home now. He didn't.

She checked her watch. It was only six-thirty in the morning. She had wanted agood start for
her hike. But it was after eight on the east coast.

She garted by caling the Adams Cowley Shock Trauma Center in Johns Hopkins Hospitd, in
Bdtimore. Davy wasnt there. All the patients admitted in the last forty-eight hours had their own
names. None of them were John Does. None of them had appeared suddenly, inexplicably.

It took her forty-five minutesto find the number in an old phone bill. Usudly, when Davy
received a page from Cox, hed jJump to D.C. and use a payphone to answer, but theré'd been atime
when he was sick with theflu, dizzy and feverish, and had actudly called from the condo.



It rang severa times before switching to the voice mail system. "Brian Cox here. Leave a
message. I'll get back to you."

The voicetook her back ten years, to her only meeting with the man, ajudge-supervised
interview when the NSA first discovered Davy. Not long after that, sheld spent severa daysillegaly
detained in an NSA safe house. She shuddered and amost forgot to speak at the tone.

"ThisisMillie Harrison-Rice, Davy'swife. Please cdl me." Sheleft the condo's number and the
clinic's, then pushed the handset cradle switch down, cutting the connection.

Shit! What had Davy gotten into?

She tore off the clothes she was wearing and took a quick shower. She ran the water hot,
hoping it would thaw the frozen place in her chest, aknot of suppressed grief, fear, and anger. I'll let
it out soon. When | don't have to function.

She put on thergpist clothes, comfortable but dightly formal, acombination shed found gave her
the right mixture of accessibility and authority with her clients. Jeans, anice blouse, asilk jacket, and
flats. She put her palm against the window. It was cold enough that she started to grab her overcoet,
but, at the last minute, she pulled on Davy'sworn leather jacket, abit large on her, but comforting, his
smdl mixed pleasantly with the leather.

There was abulgein theinside pocket and she checked it. It was an envel ope with fifty
twenty-dollar bills. One thousand dollars. They were new twenties, oversized Andrew Jacksons, so it
wasnt his older stash, the used hills held stolen ten years before, from the Chemica Bank of New
York.

She shook her head. Spy money. A smdll portion of apayment from one of his"errands’ for
Brian Cox. Non-letha, zero-exposure transportati on—an agent inserted into Beijing, aremote
electronic radio monitor |eft in Serbia, adissdent pulled out of Baghdad. Morerarely, hostages
rescued, but he kept those to aminimum, for her sake. He'd done afew jobs a month—more recently
during the messin pre-occupation Irag. The original plan had been to pay back the million he'd stolen
while gill ateen, but he'd kept on going, even after it had been returned with interest. He hadn't
returned it to the bank, though. HE'd donated the money anonymoudly to dozens of sheltersand drug
treatment centers across the country.

He still donated heavily, now, but there was dso a closet back in the cliff house with over three
milliondallarsinit.

"What elseam | going to do?' hed said. "Garden?"
She put the money back in the jacket. She might need it to find him.

Her office was only a quarter-mile away, afive-minute walk, but shetried to visudizeit, tried to
will hersdf there.

It didn't work.

Dammit. Did | imagine the whole thing? Was | at the condo the whole time?



The climbing rope with ring, bolt, and concrete was till in the corner of the living room, where
shed piled them.

She walked to the office, kicking through drifts of fallen leaves, unable to enjoy the colors of the
changing trees. She wanted to find him, to do something. But she had no ideawhere he was, whereto
look. Davy would cometo her, when he could.

She didn't know if she was strong enough.

Waiting isthe hardest role.

TWO
"That's not hisblood."

Davy jumped to an aley running behind Nineteenth Street Northwest, just east of George
Washington University. It was cool and the pavement was wet from recent rain, but it wasn't quite as
cold asNew Y ork had been and, for once, the alley didn't smell of urine. Water dripped from fire
escapes and telephone wires and he hunched his neck into hisjacket as he turned toward the lighted
Street.

Just short of the sdewalk, where the dley widened behind astore, arefrigerator carton lay
tucked againgt the wall, waterproofed by alayer of split plastic garbage bags. The ragged blanket that
served as adoor curtain was haf-open and Davy saw two sets of eyes reflecting the mercury
sreetlamp. Children's eyes.

He paused. Did they see me arrive? The dim faces moved back into the shadow and vanished.

Sighing, Davy crouched down without moving any closer to the box. "Wherere your parents,
quys?’

There was no response.

He pulled asmdl flashlight from hisinside jacket pocket and twisted it on, pointing it down. The
two children flinched in the faint light. They were cleaner than he expected and the deeping bag they
were sharing looked fairly new. Thefacein front was pure Mayan, bright dark eyes and shocks of
midnight hair. The second face was paer, with straw-colored hair, but the features were identical .
Girls, he guessed.

"¢.Donde esta su madre?" hetried.

Reluctantly, the eldest, perhaps eight—he couldn't redlly tell—said, "Esté trabajando. Una
portera."

A janitor. Nightshift work that didn't require good English.



"¢Y su padre?”

She just shook her head.

" ¢De donde es usted?" Where are you from?

"Chigpas”

Digplaced. He thought about what their trip must've been like. They probably traveled on third
class buses up the length of Mexico, then in some horribly crowded van from someplace like Laredo
after crossing the border illegally.

Thelittle girl, perhapsfive or six, suddenly spoke, " Papa fue desaparecido.”

Disappeared. The matter-of-fact way she said it made Davy want to cry.

" ¢Cuando vuelve su madre?"

"Por |la manana."

He dug his emergency cash out of an inner pocket—five hundred dollarsin twenties, another
thousand in hundred dollar bills, all wrapped with a rubber band.

"Oculte esto." Hemimed hiding it beneeth hisjacket. "Dé esto a su madre. Parala
cubierta." Giveit to your mother. For housing.

Thegirlslooked blank. He said, "Para su propia casa." For your own house. Hetossed the
cash lightly into the box, onto the foot of the degping bag.

Thekidsgtared a it, likeit might bite them.

"iOculte esto!" herepeated. That amount of money could easly get them killed in their
gtuation.

Theolder girl findly took it and shoved it benesth the deeping bag.

Heturned off the flashlight and stood up. As he turned to walk away he added, "Buena
suerte.” They'd need luck, even with the money.

He heard movement in the box but didn't look back.

When Davy finished threading hisway through the entrance foyer and into the side room, he
found Brian Cox sitting near afront window with a newspaper open, but not lifted quite high enough
to block hisview of the restaurant. Davy could tell Cox had spotted him first, probably while he was
dill on the street.

Cox waswearing hishair longer these days, looking somewhat professorial, and the football
lineman physique of adecade past had turned into middle-aged heaviness draped in tweeds. Davy
dropped into the seat opposite him with asigh.



" Something the matter?' Cox folded the paper and put it down on the table,

"Yeah. | just had addightful conversation with two little girlsfrom Chigpas.”

"Y ou jum—came here from Mexico?"

"No. Thesetwol little girlsareliving in arefrigerator carton two blocks from here. Their mother

worksthe graveyard shift asajanitor, leaving them done most of the night. Their father was
disappeared back in Chigpas.”

Cox looked at him, surprised. "How do you find these people?’
"They'redl over the place, Brian. Y ou just have to open your eyes."
"Y ou want meto cal Child Protective Services?'

"Héell, no. So they get taken away from their mother? How isthat going to help? | left them some
money. Enough to get off the Street, | hope.”

Cox grunted and looked thoughtful . Y ou can't save them dl, Davy."
"1 know that!" Davy snapped. "It'sjust—" A waitresswith dirty blond hair escaping her
barrettes, abare midriff with apierced navel, and alarge paich of thigh showing through aragged hole

in her jeans stopped at the table. Davy exhaed. "Tea, please. Something herba.” He glanced at the
lig. "Lemongrass-chamomile”

Cox pointed at his coffee. "A dice of the apple pie and arefill."
She smiled mechanicaly and l€ft.
Davy looked down at the tabletop. ™Y ou have kids, right?"

Cox nodded. "Two boys. And yes, | wasthinking of them when you told me about those two
litlegirls™

Davy shook his head. "No. That's not the connection I'd made." He sighed heavily. "I had an
argument with Millie tonight. She'sready to have kids."

Cox raised hiseyebrows. "Oh? And the argument iswhat? That you aren't?’
"Not yet."

" gea

Davy winced. "What do you see?'

Cox blinked, hisface mild. "That she'sready and you're not."

A different waitress, aheavily made-up brunette in atightly knotted tie, snow-white shirt, and



black dacks, brought out the teaand Cox's pie. Her hair wastightly pulled back to a severe bun.
Davy shook his head, bemused &t the contrast.

Cox looked annoyed. "Could | get that refill on the coffee?’

"Coming right up, Sr."

Davy played with the teabag, dipping it in and out of the water. Hed had coffeein New Y ork
only ahalf-hour before and hoped he wasn't in for another deepless night. He inhaed the odor of the
lemongrass and it cascaded amemory of spicy Thai soups eaten on high stools under athatched roof
in ChaAm on the coast road to Mdaysia. With Millie. Hetook agulp. It felt good on histhroat, a
surprise, since he hadn't redlized histhroat hurt. " She'srestless, | think. She hasfriends but it's hard
for her to get redlly close when she can't be truly open with them.”

Cox sighed. "'l know that one—at least you guys are open with each other, right? There are
things| can never tdl my wife."

The brunette waitress returned with the coffegpot and refilled Cox's cup. "How'sthe tea, Sr?"
"Good. Redly good.” He drank some more.

Cox stared at him then at the waitresss retreating back. " She dresses alot better than the other
svershere

Davy said, "Probably alaw student at George Washington. They need money, too, considering
tutionanddl.”

Cox shrugged. "Seemed abit old for that, but you never know."
"What'sthe job, Brian?"
Cox glanced around and lowered hisvoice. "Y ou've never goneinto Pyongyang, right?"

Davy shook hishead. "No. South Korea, yes. I've got jump sitesin Seoul and Pusan but I've
never been in the Democratic Peoples Republic.” He drank more of histea.

"We have something coming up in two weeks. Weld like you to acquire aSite near the Hotel
Pothonggang in Pyongyang. We can put you on an Air Koryo flight from Tokyo. Youcangoinasa
Canadian.”

Davy shook hishead. "If you've got something coming up, why not just insert your man? 1 mean,
with two weeks you could probably put Madonnain place without detection.”

Brian rolled hiseyes. "It'snot an insertion. It's an extraction. The subject is on the critica mass
geometry team for their tactical nuke and is under constant watch by the Civil Security Forces”

"| thought they'd stopped development. Wasn't that part of the deal ?*

Brian shook hishead. "Ostensibly, yes. They shut down the factory. Research? That's unclear.”



"Ishedefecting?’
"His only daughter went south fifteen years ago. He has grandchildren now that he's never seen.”

Davy gulped therest of hiscup. "Spdll it out, Brian. Is. He. Defecting. Did he cometo you
guys?"

"His daughter did. Subsequent contacts were made directly with him and he was eager and
willing."

"Okay. Jugt soit's ot asnatch.”

"It'snot.” Brian snorted. "Too bad you're so particular. You're awfully good at it."
Davy shook hishead. "I may have been good at it. Didn't keep people from dying."
Cox didn't push it, shrugging instead.

"How soon doesit have to be?' Davy asked.

"He's scheduled to talk at a conferencein the capita on the eighteenth. We thought we'd do it
from ahotel room."

Davy rolled hisneck and felt musclesrelaxing. His shoulders dropped as tenson drained from
his back. "Okay. Let'sdo the flight from Tokyo sometime next week. Tell me when to pick up the
ticket and the passsssssporrrt.” Davy blinked. The word had siretched oddly in his mouth. He felt
himsdlf amile, then he began to laugh softly.

Cox'seyeswidened. "Davy?' He reached across the table and lifted Davy's chin, then put his
thumb on Davy's eyebrow and lifted, pulling the eydid up so he could see Davy's eye. "Oh, shit! Jump
out of here. Y ou've been drugged!”

Thiswas even funnier and Davy started laughing harder. Jump? Why not? He tried to picturethe
acove in the Johns Hopkins Emergency Room and it just wouldn't come. He thought about the cliff
housein Texasbut it just didn't stay in hismind. "'l can't.” He said.

Cox pulled aphone from insde his jacket and held down one of the keys. He listened for a
moment then said, "Avenue H and Nineteenth Northwest. Coffee shop caled Interrobang. It'sa
snatch.”

An ambulance pulled up outside, itslights flashing but with no sren. A driver and paramedic
jumped from the front doors, then two more uniformed attendants jumped from the back and pulled a

gurney out.

Cox began swearing, his eyes swiveling between the door leading back to the kitchen and the
ambulance attendants just now entering the restaurant's main entrance in the next room. "Can you
wak?'

Davy giggled. Why would | want to walk?



Cox stood suddenly, picked up hischair, and threw it through the large plate glass window.
Davy watched as glassfloated through the ar like snowflakesin ablizzard. People were screaming
someplace, but he couldn't be bothered to turn his head to watch. Cox grabbed Davy's coat front and
hauled him bodily to hisfeet, then sooped suddenly.

Davy found himsdf hanging over Cox's shoulder, head looking down, then the world was
spinning and they were outside, crunching through the field of diamonds on the sdewalk. It was
raining again. He could fed hisbutt getting wet through his jeans, and the diamonds were gone, and
Cox's footsteps had mutated from crunching to pounding stepsincreasing steadily in speed.

Runs pretty fast for an old guy.

All he could see were Cox's legs splashing down the pavement. He could fed apoundingin his
ears as blood rushed to his head but it was just another fact, another observation, seemingly
unconnected to anything important.

Nothing seemed important.

He saw something hit the sdewalk near Cox's running feet and felt stone chips cut hisface. The
sound of agunshot followed, lagging behind, and Davy's orientation changed suddenly, his head
swinging wide as Cox abruptly turned a corner and increased his pace, his pounding feet hitting the
wet puddles hard enough with hisfeet to splash water up into Davy'sface.

Davy was il giggling softly with odd gasps each time one of Cox's feet hit the pavement. His
head was swinging from side to side and he caught glimpses of the street in upside-down fragments,
left, right, left. Oh, it's Nineteenth. Thiswasthe way held come earlier.

Cox stumbled and Davy heard the gunshot immediately after. Cox managed three more steps
then went down, spilling Davy into apuddie. Davy rolled sdeways through the water and fetched up
againgt astorefront security grating facing back toward Cox and the Street.

Cox tried to get up and fell again, crying out through clenched teeth. Between the water and the
darkness, Davy couldn't tell where Cox was hit, but he clearly couldn't put weight on hisright leg.

There were running footsteps, severa pairs, getting louder.

"Can you hear me?' Cox said.

Davy managed adight nod.

"I don't get out of this, tell Cindy she'sthe best thing that ever happened to me. Her and the
boys." Herolled over and raised his head to ook back, then reached into his jacket. Several bullets
dammed into him and hefel back, his hand flopping out. His cell phone skidded across the pavement.

The waitress from the restaurant walked into view, aboxy automatic pistol held extended. Her
perfect hair was mussed, now, rain-wet and coming out of the bun, and her mascarawas running in

dark broad streaks down her cheeks like she was bleeding from the eyes, but her tiewas il tightly
knotted and her steps were precise.



Cox groaned, a bubbling rasping sound, and the woman took one quick step forward and put
another bullet into Cox's head.

Davy fdt something wet splash across hisface, but it wasn't rain. It waswarm.

Three more men came into view, the ambulance crew. One of them dropped to Davy's Sde.
"Chrig, ishehit?'

Thewaitresswith thegun said, "That's not his blood."

Blinding light filled Davy's eyes as avehicle pulled up, turning the men into dark slhouettes. They
took him by the arms and hauled him up and pulled him, toes dragging through the puddles, to the
back of the ambulance. In the distance, the sound of multiple sirens began to grow louder.

"Let'sget amoveon!”

Asthey paused at the back of the ambulance while one of them opened the door, Davy's
dumped head saw the dightest movement, across the street at the mouth of an dley. A tiny figure, a
child, crouched behind atrash can, staring. Oh, yeah. That's their alley.

Then he was tumbled into the ambulance, facedown on the floor, and it was accelerating. He felt
fingers on hiswrigt, then something stabbed deep into hisleft buttock—Hey! —rousing him almost
enough to visudizethelibrary in Stanville, Ohio.

Then the ambulance took aturn and kept turning, spinning, like atop, and the lights went
completely away.

THREE

"Whereisyour husband?"

"1 know Joe loves me, but, Christ, the things he does sometimes. Last night it wasthe laundry
thing, again."

Millie was working through lunch, trying to make up as many of her missed gppointments from
the day before as possible. What she really wanted to do was run around in circles screaming but she
couldn't see any way that would help.

SheilaMcNell wasthirty-five and having problemswith her husband after four years of
marriage. From everything Millie had heard in the past two months, alarge part of the problem was
Joe's: afear of intimacy that drove him cyclically between gpproach and avoidance. Sheilas attempts
to get Joeto comein for somejoint sessions had been unsuccessful to-date, so Milli€'s current
strategy was working on Sheilas coping skills and reducing the woman's tendency to obsess on her
husband's actionsinstead of dealing with her own.



Millie made an encouraging "I'm ligtening” sound in her throat.

"It'sjust asyou said. | wastrying to get him to talk about hisfedings again, why he didn't want
to see somebody, and, pow, ingtant argument because | |eft aload in the washing machine for two
days and now it was getting mildewed."

Millie nodded. "How did you handleit?'

"l told him I'd take care of the laundry but he was avoiding thered issue.”

IIArdI?I

"He stormed out and started doing the laundry.”

At least he was till in the house. Inthe early years of Millie€s marriage, when Davy had
stormed out of an argument, he was usudly thousands of miles away.

"How did you fed about that?"

"Angry. Hurt. Pissed off. Then it struck me asfunny, but | decided that laughing at him wasn't
going toimprovethings.”

Millie smiled. "Thet's an improvement.”
"Y egh. Beatsfeding guilty, any day."

Theintercom buzzed and Millie frowned. "Excuse me, Shella" Shelifted the handsat. "Yes,
Lorane?'

"I'm very sorry to interrupt, but there are some FBI agents out here who insist on talking with

you.
Isit about Davy? Millielooked at her watch. "Didn't you tell them I'll be donein five minutes?'
"Yes, | did.
"Tdl them you told methey'rewaiting and that | said I'll be out in five minutes.”
She did her best to concentrate on Sheilafor her remaining time, but it was hard.

"Our usud time, next week, but cdl first to confirm, dl right? My life has become abit more
hectic than usud, right now."

Shefollowed Shelaout into the outer office.

Therewere four men in suitswaiting in the office. The oldest of them waslooking a Millie,
clearly differentiating her from Sheila

He knows what | 1ook like.



Shella, wide-eyed, lingered, putting her coat on dowly.

Millie Sighed. "Step into my office, please.”

Three of them trooped inside and the fourth one gestured for her to precede him.
Palite? Or keeping me from bolting?

Shewent to her desk and sat.

"Good afternoon, Mrs. Rice," said the man she'd already picked as the lead.
Yep, he knows me.

The man was dightly shorter than his companions. He had atouch of gray at histemplesand he
didn't quite explode with the over-exercised physique that the others had.

The Mrs. Rice would've normally pissed her off but right now it just made her think of Davy.
"I'm not so sureit'sthat good an afternoon, actualy. Who are you?"

"Agent Anders. Could you tell uswhere your husband is?"
Shedidn't know whether to berelieved or frightened. At least they hadn't said Davy was found
dead. | saw him two nights ago, seconds before he was probably seen in Washington D.C. And

how do | explain that?

"May | see someidentification, please?' Shewas sdling for time, but didn't liketheway hiseyes
widened dightly at her request.

"Certainly." He pulled an ID wallet from inside his jacket, exposing a brief glimpse of shoulder
holster and gun. He held it out toward her, but pulled it back when she reached for it.

"Agent Anders? I'm nearsighted. How do you expect meto read it?"

Heleaned forward again, reluctantly. The ID was not FBI, but Nationa Security Agency.

"Well, at least your nameis Anders, Thomas P. And these other gentlemen, Tom?"

Anders nodded reluctantly. "Also NSA."

"WhereisBrian Cox?'

He countered with "Where do you think heis? And your husband?' His expression wasn't
chdlenging. It reminded Millie of mirroring, atechnique of therapy designed to draw out the patient,
answering questions with other questions. Anders's posture was patient and ill, like a benevolent

praying mantis.

Peopl e give themselves away to this man willingly. In another life he might've made a decent
therapist. Shetried again, offering apiece for apiece. "My husband is missing. Where's Brian Cox?"



"Missing sncewhen?'
Hmmph. More mirroring. "Two days, now." She needed to leave it doppy. Shewasn't going
to explain Davy'steleportation if they didn't know about it. She needed to leave time for himto get to

D.C. by conventiona means. And thereis no way in hell I'm going to talk to them about my little
trip from Texas to here!

Anders gared at the wal behind her for amoment, then nodded sharply asif making adecision.
Hetook acdl phone from his belt. "One moment and I'll answer your question.” He punched a speed
dia combination then, after amoment, spoke. "Anders here. The asset is missing. Hiswife haan't seen
him for two days." He listened again, then said, "All right." He put away the phone.

Millie shuddered. Asset? Wasn't thet the same as saying, "thing"?

Anders squared his shoulders and said, "Brian Cox isdead. Hewasfound in D.C. on
Nineteenth Avenue Northwest. He'd been shot severa times, then again in the head at close range.”

Millie took asudden, deep breath through her nose. " Oh, the poor man. Did he have afamily?!
Anderswinced. "I'm afraid s0."

You wer e avoiding thinking about his family, weren't you? She shook her head. And Davy?
"Davy was meeting with him," she said, snce they must've known that.

"Y es. Cox told his unit's duty officer. Shetook your message off the voice mail system early this
morning. I'm stationed in Oklahoma City and they dispatched me."

"l haven't seen Davy since he, uh, l€ft for the meeting.”

Anders noted the pause. "'Gentlemen," he said to theroom at large. "Establish an inner
perimeter.”

Millie blinked. Inner implies outer. How many men did they bring?
The other agentslooked briefly surprised, then trooped out, closing the door behind them.

"May | 9t?" asked Anders, indicating one of the chairs she kept against the wall for group
SesIons.

She nodded.

Hemoved it infront of her desk and, well, settled init. Sitting wasn't quite accurate—too much
of hisweight was still on hisfeet. He took a deep breath and said, ™Y ou probably don't recognize

me—I think you saw me only twice." He pursed hislips and frowned. "I worked David's case ten
years ago and was on the perimeter team when we took you into custody.”

"Custody?' She said that word dowly. The NSA had kidnapped her, seeking to use her asa
lever to control Davy.



Anders dropped hiseyes and cleared histhroat. "The point is, | was one of those agents
watching your college apartment. He grabbed me and teleported meto Orly Airport, in France.”

Shelet the old business pass. It didn't matter now. "Then you know about him. Right. Davy |eft
me at five minutes until eleven the night before lagt, centrd time. From what | understood, he was
meseting Cox a midnight, esstern time.”

Anders nodded. "Y es, acoffee shop called Interrobang.”

"Ah, I didn't know the name. We never went there together because... well, because I'd had
enough involvement with the NSA. Did they meet?' She was perched on the edge of her chair now
and couldn't remember shifting forward.

"Yes. The night duty officer got adistress call from Cox's cdll phone at twelve twenty-five. Cox
gave hislocation and said it was asnatch... akidnapping.”

"Davy?' Theknot in her chest was aching.

"Probably. Witnesses say an ambulance pulled up to the front door and four men started inside.
While they were in the foyer, Cox pitched a chair through the front window, threw his companion
over hisshoulder, and left through the window."

"His companion. Wasit Davy?'

"The agency has some recent passport photos and we presented them mixed with others. Three
of the witnesses picked Davy's picture. Several othersdidn't.”

"Why wasn't Davy waking? Why didn't he jump?'

"He was drugged. Our lab found a cocktail of droperidol and gamma hydroxy butyratein the
dregs of histea. Asthey took effect, it must've become clear to Cox, and that's why he scrambled the
aert team. There was awaitress who wasn't awaitress at Interrobang. She bribed the manager fifty
dollarsto wait on Cox and your husband. Said it was part of afraternity joke."

"That same waitress and the ambulance crew ran out of the restaurant after Cox. The witnesses
heard distant gunshots and when our dert team arrived they found Cox ablock and ahaf away,
dead.

"Therewas no sign of your husband.”

Millie leaned back again. They wouldn't have drugged Davy if they just wanted to kill him. The
fear subsided dightly, then surged back. They don't balk at killing, though. "Who did this?'

"Who do you think could've donethis?' More mirroring.
"If it wasn't the NSA, | havenoidea.”

"Ah." Anders shook hishead. "We don't know who did this."



Millie stared out the window for amoment. "Well, it was someone with access. They ether
knew about the specific meeting or they knew Cox was Davy's control and have been monitoring him
continuoudy until they met." She thought for amoment. "It might even be another USintelligence
branch. One of those agenciesthat Davy provided transport for. Someone who wants those services

at ther disposa.”

Andersfrowned, started to say something, then stopped himsdlf. Findly he shifted in the chair
and dropped his hands to his knees. "Y ou're right, those possibilities are under consideration.
Everyonein Cox's unit is undergoing polygraphs right now and they're doing amagjor screen for
dectronicintelligence.

Millielooked blank.

"Bugs, wiretaps. Were aso checking hisfamily, to seeif any of them mentioned the meeting to
anybody. Now | need to ask you the same question: Did you mention his meeting to anybody?*

Millie shook her heed. "I didn't actually know about the meeting until ten minutes before he left.
We were having an argu—well, arather heated discussion about something ese.”

"And that was?'

"None of your business,” she said, blushing. "Y ou'll just haveto trust methat it had nothing to do
with Davy's disgppearance.”

Anders stared at her for amoment, then nodded. "All right.”

Millie frowned. "How can they hopeto control Davy? The minute the drugs wear off, hell be out
of there." Perhaps earlier, even. It hadn't happened lately but in the early years of their marriage,
Davy would get nightmares and end up hundreds of miles away, fleeing an illusonary danger, jJumping
before hewas fully awake. Unless they chain him. She decided not to mention thisto Anders.

A deeply paranoid thought hit her. What if this interview is not about finding Davy, but
learning how to control him? Her next thought, also paranoid, brought up adifferent possbility.

She opened her mouth to speak, then closed it again, licking suddenly dry lips. Finaly she said,
"0, if Cox'sunit iscompromised, then I'm aso in danger. Threatening me might be one way to
control him. Isthat why you had them establish a perimeter? Do you expect the same people to come
after me?’

Anders waited amoment, frowning dightly. Findly, hejust said, "Yes." Shestared a him for a
moment, thinking it through. What she concluded frightened her very much.

"And you want them to. If you can catch them trying to take me, it's one way to find out who's
behind this™

His eyes widened and for amoment she thought she was wrong. Then she realized the surprise
wasn't about the idea of using her as bait. He was surprised that she'd figured it out so soon.

"I'm not stupid, Mr. Anders.”



His nod was respectful. "Obvioudy not. We hadn't planned on telling you that part.”

She felt hersdf hunch down, her neck drawing down between her shoulders. "Doesn't matter. If
it tands a chance of leading usto Davy, weve got to try it."

Her last client canceled on her and she was able to go home at four-thirty but didn't actualy
leave until five. Anders went over the route she would walk to her condo, then deployed hismen
accordingly.

"I'd losethe suitsif thisisto go on. Y our guys could passfor collegejocksif they dressed right.”
Anders smiled. "We're not amateurs, Mrs. Rice. The men in suits are not the only assetson site.”

Ah, theinner perimeter. The outer perimeter was probably in place before Anders had ever
entered the office. She had to laugh. "Obvioudy not. But it is Harrison-Rice and | prefer Ms. To
Mrs"

"All right, Ms. Harrison-Rice." He bent his head to one side and covered hisear. Hewas
wearing an earplug now that snaked up his neck on aflesh-colored cord. "Right. My men arein
place.”

Anderstook athin oblong, flesh-colored plastic case perhaps two incheslong out of his coat
pocket. He did something to the side and it opened, revealing circuit board, lithium battery, and a
small dide switch that he moved before recovering it. He touched something inside hisjacket and
spoke. "Thelocator is on—are you getting asigna?' The answer was gpparently positive.

Heturned back to Millie. "We'd like you to wear this on your person. It'sa GPS tracker, a
backup should they get close enough to snatch you."

She gared at it. "On my person? That's alittle vague, isn't it? Not in my purse or jacket, right?"

Anders colored dightly. "The brais probably your best bet. Undernesath, to, uh, secureit.” He
handed her the case. "I'll be outsde." Heleft the office, closing the door behind him.

Alone, the humor drained away and shefelt smal and frightened. She was wearing asportsbra
under her blouse and when she pushed the case between her breasts it stayed there, without any
telltale bulges visible, even before she rebuttoned the blouse.

Again, she put on Davy's |leather jacket, taking amoment to bury her facein thelining and
inhding deeply. "Oh, Davy. What have you gotten into?

The route sheldd given Anderswasn't her usua one, but adight detour past a city playground.
She stopped at the fence, watching mothers with preschool-age kids playing. One woman under the
treeswas being buried in leaves by twin girls. All three of them were giggling insandly and Milliefdt
tears come to her eyes even as she smiled. "Oh, Davy," she muttered. "'l wish you'd knocked me up
before you disappeared.”



Enough of that! She waked on, trying to push the thought away but she wasn't just worried
about Davy. She was scared she'd never have the chance to have his children.

Shelooked around more obvioudy, looking for Anderss men and had to admit she couldn't
redlly pick them out. Thiswasfairly closeto the university so there were alot of pedestrians and
vehidetreffic.

Only once was she sure. A blond man in an OSU sweatshirt with a backpack dung over one
shoulder passed her, going the same direction. The bright orange silkscreen of the university mascot,
Pistol Pete, on the sweatshirt had obvioudy never been washed and there were till creasesfrom a
hanger standing up on the shoulders. The clincher, though, was acoil of flesh-colored wiretrailing
down hisneck from hisright ear.

Orangeisnot your color.

She hdfway expected Andersto be waiting in the lobby of the condominiums but he wasn't
there. There also wasn't anybody on the stairs or in the halway. Did they even check the building?

She hesitated before her door. God dammit, this was my refuge. Now it feelslike a trap.
She started to turn away when it opened.

"Comeonin, Ms. Harrison-Rice. It'sdl clear.”

It was Anders.

Sheglared. "I don't suppose you needed akey."

He shrugged apologetically. "It was better than hanging around in the hal."

She pushed past him. There was another man sweeping an antennaed box across the far wall
and athird standing beside the door to the bal cony, looking outside through a part in the drapes.

"Do you plan on moving in with me?'

"No, maam. Weve been sweeping for bugs and to get the layout. Therésaunit available on the
next floor up. Were arranging for itsuse.”

She looked around. The climbing rope and plug of concrete from the cliff housewas ill inthe
corner. When sheld arrived back here, this morning, it had seemed spacious. With the three men
present, it felt likethewallswere closngin.

Anders must've seen this. "Well be out of here shortly."

Milliesvalowed. "Leaving meadone?' Make up your mind, girl. Do you want them here or
not?

"Weve put acamerain the hall and well be watching the entrancesto the building. Theresthe
three, right?'



Millie shook her head. "Four. There's astairway from the parking garage in the southeast corner.
Then there's the front and back door, and the one by the pool, though they'd have to go over the
fenceto get to that one." Shefelt her breathing dow. "Where do you monitor the camera?'

"We've got avan parked down the street.” At her look of darm he added, "But therell be men
on the premises, closer.”

She didn't know whether that made her fed better or not, but she said, "All right. I'm going to
take ashower and change. Um, you didn't put any cameras in the gpartment did you?"

Anders shook hishead. "No... but you should be avare—" Helicked hislips. "Weéll, the
tracking device | gave you has amicrophone.”

Before she could say anything he quickly added, "I'm sorry | didn't mention it earlier, but |
redlized that no matter what you thought about the invasion of your privacy, you wouldn't tolerate the
invasion of your clients privacy."

Her initid surge of anger subsided. "Quite right. Well haveto talk about this, but right now |
want ashower."

She shut the bedroom door and stood, her back to it, her hands over her face, rubbing her
eyes. First thingsfirst. She dug the tracker/bug out of her braand put it on the bedside clock radio,
right on the speaker grill, then turned on the news. Hope that didn't hurt anybody's ears. Only then
did shefed like she could continue into the bathroom.

Sheran thewater hot and let it Stream across her face. Then, like melting ice, the tears came and
the sobs and the fear and grief. Davy, Davy, Davy—you better be all right!

The next morning she met Andersin the parking garage and followed him to afull-szed custom
van with mirrored windows whaose chrome roof rack barely cleared the cement beams above. He
opened the door for her and she climbed in. Instead of the plush carpeting and uphol stered seatsthe
exterior led one to expect, theinterior was meta and utilitarian with racks of electronics, monitors,
and cable.

A man wearing atee-shirt and shorts sat in apivoting vinyl seat. Andersdirected her toa
backwards-facing bench seat behind the driver's sation, and perched beside her, shutting the door
behind them. It was warm in the van, despite the late winter temperatures outside, and Millie shrugged
off her coat.

Anders gestured at the other man. "ThisisWatson. That's hisfirst name.”

Watson smiled. "I'm named after three famous sidekicks.”

Millie thought about it a second, then said, " Sherlock Holmes's Watson. Uh, and Watson and
Crick? Who'sthe third?*

Watson grinned. " The most appropriate one—Alexander Graham Bdll's assistant, at the other



end of listening device. 'Watson, come here, | need you." "

Anderswaved his hand impatiently. "Give us Ms. Harrison-Rice's bug on speaker.”

Watson pushed adider bar up and there was adight hum. When Anders said, "It can pick up
those around you, too," hisvoice echoed out of the speaker. "But, you can turnit off.” He held out his
hand.

Millie took the tracker out of her pocket and handed it to him.

"It comes apart like this" He put pressure on the two faces and did them in opposite directions.
The face popped off and he indicated a dide switch with azero at one end and atwo at the other. "At
zero it'sall the way off so don't do that. In between, it's just the GPS locator. And al the way to the
right, it'sa GPS locator and an audio bug.” He did it to the middle position as he was saying thisand
the speaker stopped echoing hisvoice.

Watson pointed at acomputer screen that seemed to be a street map of her neighborhood with
aflashing dot at the appropriate space. "But we're not getting the GPS coordinates right now,
because you're in thisferroconcrete garage and can't get the satllites. That'll change when you walk
outsde.”

Andersturned the audio bug back on. "Isthat satisfactory, Ms. Harrison-Rice?"

"Right. When I'm with clients, the mike is going off. Otherwisg, itll beon and I'll just haveto
watch what | say."

FOUR

" ...that activity iscontraindicated."

Something waan't right.

Davy was sure of it but he couldn't put hisfinger onit.

Therewaslight on the other side of hiseydids. He knew he should get up—Miillie got pissed if
he spent al day in bed—Dbut he couldn't even make himsalf open his eyes, much less sit up. Maybe

it'savirus. Maybe | just don't want to get into the having-children argument again.

Millie must've been listening to something on the television or theradio. A distant voice, deep,
male, said, "Uh, oh, that looks like an arousdl pattern.”

"Where?' A tenor, or wasit an alto?

"That K complex... and those theta waves are increasing in amplitude.”



"Hit him with some more fentanyl 1V. Then increase the drip on the fentanyl/midazolam.”
Definitely an ato, awoman.

Hefdt something cold in hisarm and thought it odd that it should be in hisarm rather than onit
and then he went back to deep.

The TV wason again. It sounded like some sort of daytime hospital soap. "—an infection?”

"Probably. Either from the IV or the catheter or when we intubated him—something from the
Snuses. Y ou can't keep someone sedated this long without depressing their immune system. I've
garted him on Zyvox and Synercid, and werre working him up with blood cultures, UA, and chest
filmfor now." A man.

"Dammit—the surgery's scheduled for tonight." The woman from before, the ato.

"Wel, you open him likethis—"

"l know, | know. It'sjust that the surgical team isnot in on it. Getting them together was...
difficult.” She paused. "Well abort if histemp doesn't drop below ninety-nine five before saventeen
hundred. What's hiswhite blood cell count?*

"Fifteen five. There's some thrombocytopeniaand hisiron's down.”

"Well, hesfighting it. Hey, those thetawaves are awfully sharp. What's the fentanyl/midazolam
drip? That high?"

"You can't leave him on it for days and not expect some tolerance increase.”

"Well, we can't have him waking up, either. Bump it. Hopefully we can take him off it in acouple
of days."

"Okay, I'mincreasing it to three hundred.”

"Y ou see any sSgn of betaformation, you hit him with more fentanyl.”

"WEell, okay, but we could lose him to drug interactions.”

"You've got acrash cart. Weretaking that risk. Y ou have a problem, take it up with her."

The man cleared histhroat, but didn't say anything, or if he did, the TV must've been turned off
fird.

Hehurt.

Hisback hurt, his head hurt, his neck hurt. Hislips were cracked, and his sinuses burned, and he



was hungry. Ravenous.
What on earth did | do last night?

He remembered going to dinner with Millie, then pastriesin the village, and then he was
supposed to meet—Christ. Brian!

Images flooded back.

Glassflying over adreetlight-lit sdewak mixed with rain. A dizzying view of an upside down
dreet. Brian, lying on hissdein asdewak puddle, asking him to tell hiswife something. Then the
bullets and the bleeding-eyed waitress from the coffee shop shooting Brian in the face.

Brian's blood spraying onto hisface.

Davy's eyes ripped open. That was the only word for it—the eyelids were stuck together. The
room was dark gray and thelighting wasindirect, putting puddles of light on the celling that hurt his

eyes.

The blanket and sheet were pulled up to his neck and his head was propped dightly up, asif he
were on multiple pillows or one very thick one. Hetried to lift his hand to push the covers down but
his hand seemed stuck. He tried the other one and though there was a bit of motion, he couldn't pull it
up ether. Hetried to St up and fell back, pain shooting from his shoulders.

Am | that weak?

"] shouldn't try and movejust yet." The voice was digitally distorted, a cross between 2001's Hal
and awashing machine on spin. It came from aspesker over the mirror on thewall to hisright.

Mirror? Probably not, thought Davy. They're watching.

"Who—" Davy's voice was the barest husk and the word was completely unintelligible. Hetried
to clear histhroat and winced. It wasincredibly raw.

"Best not to try speaking, ether,” thevoice said. "Not just yet.”
The door opposite the foot of his bed opened. It was brighter lit in the hall, a painful glimpse of a
wall painted white on its upper half, wood-paneled below, and then it was occulted. When he opened

his eyes again, the door was shut again and there was someone standing in the room with him.

He blinked again, trying to get the afterimage of the doorway out of his eyes. He was having
trouble focusing. "Drink up for Mummy," said the distorted voice.

Thefigure guided agtraw to hislips.

It wasice water and Davy suddenly redized that he was parched, like aman logt in the desert.
He sucked greedily and then broke into a spasm of coughing as some of it went down hiswindpipe.

Thefigure backed away and Davy's eyesfindly focused. It—he—was alarge man wearing blue



scrubs complete with a cap, paper surgica mask, and latex gloves. His eyes looked concerned as he
watched Davy cough.

Davy coughed alittle longer than actudly necessary, using thetimeto look for identifying marks.
The man had bushy brown eyebrows. There was afaint reflection from his eye, the edge of a contact,
and hisearswere flat to his skull with large attached |obes.

Davy stopped coughing and licked hislips. Another shock. Hisface, normally clean shaven, had
aquarter inch of beard. How long?

"More, please." Hisvoice was abare husk but at least thistime the words were discernable.

The man cleared histhroat, asif to say something, but stopped and instead held up his hand,
pam out, asif to say, "Sow." Then he offered the straw again.

Davy drank smal sipsthistime and managed not to aspirate any more water. He was oddly
heartened by the fact they were taking such care to avoid recognition. It implied they weren't going to
kill him outright. It aso implied they were scared of him.

When he finished, the man went through an open door to the side. Davy heard running water
briefly, then the man was back, placing the Styrofoam cup on asdetable.

Davy remembered Cox's blood splashing across hisface. They'reright to be scared.

He considered jumping away, immediately, even though they were watching, but he'd prefer to
doit Slently.

Who knew about the meeting? I'm never working for the NSA again.

Then ahorrible thought occurred to him. "Why can't | Sit up?' His voice sounded better this
time, still an octave lower than usud, but lessraspy.

The man in the surgical mask |ooked over a the mirror.

The distorted voice came over the speaker.

"Do. Show him."

The man reached over and pulled the covers dowly down, al the way to Davy's feet.

Hewas dressed in ahospital gown and his bare legs stuck out. A clear plagtic tube ran out from
under the gown with stretches of clear yelow fluid within. Oh, Christ! It wasaurinary catheter. He
thought about jumping with it in place and winced. However, that wasn't what was keeping him from

gtting up.

They were more eaborate than the usua |CU restraining straps. The cuffs were padded but they
were surrounded by stainless sted and the chains attached to them with small padiocks looked heavy
enough for playground swings. The man lifted the covers abit higher and he saw the samerestraining
cuffsat hisankles.



They know.

The digtorted voice on the speaker confirmed this. "We were rdieved to find you're restrainable.
Y ou tried to teleport severd times as you were coming out from under the anesthetics.”

The gtiffnessin his shoulders suddenly made sense. He lifted hisright knee and winced. Those
joints had been stressed, too.

"What do you want?'

There was anoticeable pause. "Ah. Wdll, welll get to that. Y ou rest for right now. Y ou've il
got some recovering to do.”

The attendant chose this moment to pull the covers back up to Davy's chin.
Davy blinked. "Recovering? From what?'

Agan, there was apause. "Just recovering.”

They brought him food two hourslater. One of them wasthe first man, recognizable by hisears
and bushy eyebrows. The other was obvioudy female but dressed and masked the same. The chains
clanked behind him, lengthening to the point where they could crank the back of the bed up and he
could lift his hands high enough to feed himsdf. They worked without talking and the voice from the
other side of the mirror was sllent, making Davy wonder if one of his attendantswasthe voice, or if it
had been thisman or that bitch who shot Brian. He remembered the ambulance crew and
wondered how many people wereinvolved in his capture and keeping.

Thefood was a surprise. The soup was lobster bisgque, the bread was fresh whole-grained, the
sdlad was baby greens. Thisis not from an institutional kitchen. On the other hand, the slverware
was plastic and the plates and bowl were paper. His brain thought he was starving but his body quit
abruptly after afew bites of each dish.

"What if | need to defecate?' He asked abruptly. The mae held up his hand and reached under
the bedside table, bringing out a stainless stedl bedpan.

"Y uck. Why don't you just bring a portable toilet and put it beside the bed. Surely you could
loosen the chains enough for that.”

The man exchanged glances with woman, who shrugged, then they both looked at the mirrored
window.

The digtorted voice came on, gill sounding like a cross between Hal and machinery, but,
somehow sounding different than before. "Well see what can be arranged. Do you need the bedpan
now?'

Different shift, Davy thought. "No. Not now." He wondered if they'd loosen his hands enough
to wipe himsdlf or if someone else would be doing it. He shuddered and rolled his neck, trying to



relieve akink. His chest itched and he lifted his hand to scratch it but when he touched the area, just
under hisleft collarbone, it hurt.

He pulled the gown's neck up. There was alight dressing taped to the skin, athree by two
square of gauze. A line of inflammation came up from the dressing to his neck. He traced it with his
fingers, aridge of discomfort that crossed his collarbone and moved up theright side of his neck. It
terminated in another dressing, alarge Band-Aid redly, to theright of histrachea. He poked it and
winced.

"Don't do that," the voice from the loudspeaker said. The mae attendant pulled his hand gently
away.

"What did you do to me?' Davy asked. Did they shoot me when Brian dropped me on the
sidewalk?

No, they cut you open and they put something inside you. He couldn't help it. He knew he
shouldn't jump, that his restraints would keep him from succeeding, but he tried anyway, an dmost
flinching reaction.

It was bad, but, luckily, there was more dack in the catheter than the cuffs for he only had the
mildest discomfort from his crotch, but his shouldersfelt like they'd been pulled from their sockets.

Sop it! hetold himsdlf. You're just giving them more data.
Asmuch as possible he curled in on himsdlf, groaning.

The computer-distorted voice from the loudspeaker said, 1 fed safein saying that that activity is
contraindicated, en?"

FIVE

"Doyou mean: am | crazy again?"

She reached the breaking point nine days after Davy disappeared.

She tarted telling her clients, "I'm going to be gone for the next three weeks. I'm sorry, but a
family emergency has come up and | don't have any choice." Shedid her best to arrange help for the
most needy, loading up the other therapistsin her practice, but, till, she knew she'd |ose some of
them. Shetried to care but it was hard.

She turned on the bug before leaving the office. Speak into the bra. "Anders, | need to talk to
you. I'm going back to the condo. | suggest you meet mein the parking garage.”

Sheld driven that day. The glorious crisp days of autumn were giving way to deet and rain. On
the way back, she recognized in hersalf adesireto floor the accelerator, to drive recklesdy, just to be



doing something, but controlled it, traversing the dick streetswith care.

Anderswas waiting in the shadowed corner farthest from the gairs, his breath forming acloud
around his head.

"I'mgoing to D.C.," she said without preamble. "I can't St here anymore pretending nothing is
wrong."

He blinked. "What do you imagine you could do?"
"Morethan I'm doing herel™

He exhded dowly, atechnique Millie often used with excited clients. It was away of saying
"eagy doesit" without irritating them, usudly without them even noticing it conscioudy. Often the client
would match the rhythm without redlizing it and they would calm down.

Thisjust pissed Millie off more.

Anderssaid, "Y ou're doing useful things here. Y ou're hel ping your clients. Y oure till the bait
that will lurethemin."

"It's been over aweek. They're not biting. Either that or they've spotted you and got scared off.
If I'minD.C. they'll have even more chance a me. That'swhy I'm telling you—not to get your
permission—~hut to give you time to shift your base of operations or hand off to your peoplein
Washington. If it helps, you can make the arrangements, but either way, I'm leaving in the morning.”

She took one carry-on bag—mostly underwear, toiletries, and the five thousand dollars from the
emergency pack tucked under a spare pair of jeans. The forecast for D.C. was cold and wet so she
wore ablue raincoat with awool liner and the NSA locater bug in her bra

At Will Rogers World Airport the damn bug set off the metal detector, but when they sent her to
the sdefor a"femaewand," the security guard loudly diagnosed the offending object as an underwire
bra

Her cheeks burning, Millie serioudy considered dropping the bug in the nearest trash can as
soon as she was away from the security station, but controlled the impulse,

Anders had made the flight arrangements, putting her on a12:40 P.M. Ddtaflight into D.C. with
onegop in Atlanta. It |&ft fifteen minutes late and there was another delay in Atlanta, putting her into
Reagan National over an hour late. Her appreciation for teleportation had risen to an all-time high by
the time she touched down in D.C. Sheld spent the flights trying to deep but al she could do was
worry. Ishe dead? Is he hurt? Where the hell is he?

By the time she stumbled out of her taxi a the State Plaza Hotel, she was truly exhausted.

Theroom they gave her was on the seventh floor facing north, away from the mall and the
brightly lit landmarks of the Washington Monument and the Capitol building. She could, however, see



what interested her far more: the sprawling mass of George Washington University Hospitd, and the
streets near it, where Davy had been snatched.

She ordered alight sdad from room service and ate with the curtains open. Tomorrow, she
promised the lighted Streets.

Tomorrow.

She garted early, buying a portabl e breakfast—egg-and-bacon-on-a-roll and coffee—then
sitting on the stoop of a copy shop fifteen feet from where they'd found Brian Cox, dead on the
sdewalk.

It was morning rush and she watched the crowds with unfocused eyes, trying not to filter
anything, to absorb it uncritically. What surprised her were the number of homeless people out,
working the crowd for change. A lot of them were women.

| thought we wer e getting a handle on this. She shook her head. Maybe in Stillwater.

The temperature dropped steadily through the morning and athin gray fog drifted up the streets,
dampening the sdewaks and the walls, and leaving drops of water hanging in her hair. Shed seen the
forecast so she was wearing her powder blue raincoat. She pulled up the collar of the thick
hand-knitted swester she wore below the raincoat and sunk her neck into it, feding like atimid turtle.
She was grateful sheld chosen her Merrell Chameleon hiking boots—even though they make my
feet look like boulders.

She kept wiping her glasses off with her handkerchief.

Traffic, both whedled and footed, lightened, and the number of homeless on the street seemed to
increase, but she suspected there weren't more of them than this morning—just fewer "norma™ people
on the street to hide behind.

Hide? They're not hiding. You were just looking at the normal people instead of them.

She edged closer to the balustrade, using it to shield her from the mist. Shefelt cold, but it wasn't
from the wesather.

How cold are they?

Therewas agroup of four men talking at the mouth of the aleyway acrossthe street, leaning
againg thewall. One of them had a ratty backpack, two carried bedrolls under their arms, and the
fourth wore an indeterminate number of blankets, Indian style.

She could tell that most of the blankets had been brightly colored but now they were muted, the
barest hint of pastels where once primary colors ruled. The man with the blankets wore old Nikes,
ripped, showing bare, dirty skin beneath. He turned his head as a brightly colored BMW went by.

These people are nearly dways on the street.



Shelooked in her purse at the picture of Davy sheld taken from the Aerie. She went down the
street to Kinko's and had hishaf of the photo blown up, black and white, alittle fuzzy at
eight-and-a-haf by eleven, but clearly recognizable.

She started to get ahundred run off, so she could post them, then stopped. How will they
contact me?

She rgected using her hotel room. The search might leave the area. She thought about putting
the number of the NSA on there, but if they hadn't found him yet, she wasn't sure she trusted them to
takethecdls.

She asked the clerk, "'Is there someplace around here that sells cell phones?”

Forty minutes later she had alocal cell phone with severa hundred pre-bought minutes. And,
maost important, a phone number.

On theway back to Kinko's, she stopped in a hardware store and picked up a hammer-stapler
and abox of staples. When sheleft Kinko's, she had one hundred sheets with Davy's picture and the
words, "Have you seen thisman?' the new cell phone number, and the place and date he had last
been seen.

She started at Interrobang and worked her way west on H over to George Washington
University, putting them up on the phone poles and the occasiona plywood fence that blocked off
congtruction. At Twentieth she went north, firgt, up to Pennsylvania Avenue, then went back and did
the stretch down to G street, then east asfar as Eighteenth.

Every homeless person she saw she gave two bucks and aflyer. "Hi, I'm looking for my
husband. Thisishis picture. Have you seen him?"

No.

Next person.

No.

She worked her way in alarge square around the abduction site and the Interrobang. Sheld
amost completed the square, coming west on H back from Eighteenth when shetried a pair of men
playing cards on a packing crate. One of them was clearly arecycler, leaning against three enormous
plastic bagsfilled with duminum cans. The other had abedroll and a bassat hound.

"Nah. Never seen him," said therecycler.

"Me neither,” said the man with the dog as helaid down acard. "Gin. Y ou oughtatry Retarded
Kaneesha. She sees everything.” Hetilted his head to the aleyway acrossthe stret.

Millie could just make out awoman in amaroon knee-length coat leaning againgt the dley wall
just off the sidewa k. Her head and shoulders were in shadow.

Millie gave the men some money and walked dowly across the street. She could tell the woman



was watching her, so perhaps sheredlly did see everything, but Millie wasn't particularly heartened by
the appellation "retarded.” As she got closer, she noticed the woman's face was never still. Her lips
were pursing in and out and occasionally her tongue would protrude. Her eyebrows kept rising asif
shewere being continualy surprised. Sheld blink, but it wasn't anorma blink. Both eyeswould
sgueeze shut, then open again, on aregular basis, longer than ablink.

Blepharospasm. Millielet out adeep bresth of understanding. Retarded Kaneesha! Ha.

" like your coat," Millie said, and she meant it. It was heavy wool with alarge hood that seemed
to belined in black satin. The rain was beaded on it, not soaking in.

The woman nodded. "Me, too."
Millieheld out her hand. "My nameisMillie"

The woman's face stopped twitching as she amiled dightly, but she wouldn't meet Milli€s eyes.
Shedid shake Millies hand briefly. "My nameis Sojee.”

"Please excuse mefor asking this, but you've got tardive dyskinesia, don't you?' Retarded
Kaneesha.

"Got it bad. Y ou adoctor or something? Most people seeit and run.” While Sojee wastalking
and while she amiled, the twitching went away, but while shelistened for Milli€s answer, it sarted
again, sudden jerks of her jaw to one side or the other, accompanied by lip smacking. Her eyes
roamed the Street past Millie's shoulder, watching purposefully in away that contrasted sharply with
the random movements of her jaw.

Millie shook her head. "I'm a psychotherapist. I've studied it in school. What were you on, that
caused the TD?"

"l was on Haldol for paranoid schizophrenia" Shesaidit like"l have brown eyes' or "I'm five
foot eight.”

"Thisisnone of my business, so fed freeto tell meto shove off. Did you change medications?'

Sojee shook her head. " Stopped taking it. Couldn't deep oniit. Plusthis—" She gestured at her
face. "They say it might never go away."

“They?

"The people over at . Elizabeth's Hospital." Sojee's tongue lunged out of her mouth and
retreated. Her eyebrows arched. "Y ou know, where they keep Hinkley, the guy what shot Reagan.”

"How did they try to treet it, the dyskinesa?'
"They wanted to up my dosage of Haldal.”

Millie shuddered. Taking more of aneuroleptic drug would probably stop the symptoms
temporarily—until they returned even worse.



Sojee saw Millie shake. "Oh. Do you have TD, too?"
"No. Has going off of your meds caused your, uh, symptomsto increase?"

Sojee smacked her lips severa timesin succession and then her lower jaw jerked to the right.
"Do you mean: am | crazy again? They come and they go."

Despite hersdf, Millie had to smile. "Y ou don't mince words, do you, Sojee? What do you mean
by 'they? "

"Angds. Angelsand demons. | hear them both. And sometimes | seethem.”
Millie nodded. "What do they want you to do?"

"Theusud. The angelstell mel'm the chosen one. I'm their human champion in the angel/demon
war here on Earth. The demonstalk about my ex-husband and tell meto kill mysdlf. | hear them all
thetimeredly, but there are dayswhere| believe them.”

Millie couldn't help hersdif. " And today?"
"Oh, thisisa good day. They're just chattering at the back of the bus. I'm not | etting them drive.”

It was surredl, this discussion of mental illness, yet dso liberating. Here was a person whose
persond travailsfar eclipsed Millies. Oneway or another, Milliewould get past thiscrisis. Barring a
miracle, Sojee would be stuck with schizophreniaand tardive dyskinesaaslong as shelived.

Millie sighed and showed Sojee the picture. "I don't suppose you've seen—" She was expecting
another negative, but she couldn't help holding onto afaint hope—a hope driven by the homeless
men's assertion that " Retarded K aneesha saw everything." What she wasn't expecting was for Sojeg's
eyesto roll back in her head and her kneesto buckle.

Millie swore and lunged forward, dropping the stack of flyers and the stapler as shetried to
break Sojeesfal. The woman was both taller and heavier than Millie, but Millie just managed to keep
her head from hitting the asphalt.

What on earth caused that? She stared down at the woman's face, which was suddenly
different. Thetardive dyskinesia had ceased with unconsciousness, and, relaxed, her face went from
some caricature of madnessto normalcy. She's beautiful. Millie wanted to weep, suddenly.

Millie snagged a discarded cardboard box from beside the recycling bin and dropped her knee
onit, burdting it, then folding it one-handed. She did it under Sojee's head.

Thewoman was stirring aready. Her eydids fluttered and she was moaning dightly. There were
ahundred different possible causes for Sojee's blackout but Millie sworeit looked like an
old-fashioned faint.

Wasit Davy's picture? What had this woman seen?

She heard steps behind her and turned her head. The two homeless men from across the street,



the recycler and the man with the dog, had crossed the Street.
"Jesus, lady! What did you do to her?"
"Shefanted.”"

Therain wasworsening, faling on Sojeg'sface. Millie shook her head. "Go flag down acab. |
need to get her some help.”

They stared at her like she was from another planet.

"Well, can you? Shelies here much longer, shell get soaked!™

Therecycler said, "Lady, cabsdon't stop for people like us.”

Millie blinked. "Right, then. Y ou guys bring her. I'll get the cab." She snagged the Stapler off the
ground and put it in her pocket. She ignored the flyers—half of them were soaked and the others

would be soon. It didn't matter. The original was back at Kinko's and she could have more made.

It took her ten minutesto find a cab. The rain was getting worse and the cabs were in demand.
When she got it back to the dley, the two homeless men were hel ping Sojee stand.

When the woman saw Millie, though, sheflinched and tried to pull away, nearly faling in the
process. " Stay away from me!l" Her facial motions were back, tongue thrusts and the prolonged
blinks

Millie spread her hands and tried to look as harmless as possible. "Y ou need help, Sojee. You
passed out. Let me take you to adoctor.”

"Noway! | wasjust surprised, that'sall. And | ain't et today. Or dept—it'sthisrain.”

"Wdll, then come with me and I'll get you something to eat. Y ou don't have to do anything you
don't want."

The bellhop &t the hotdl was clearly disturbed when Millie brought Sojee into thelobby. Millie
amost walked her into the dining room out of spite, but instead took Sojee up to the room and
ordered room service.

"They'rekind of dow," Milliesaid. "Would you liketo lie down and rest until it gets here?!

Sojee was saring past Milli€'s shoulder. She jerked a Milli€s voice. " Sorry, what did you say?"

Millie turned around. The bathroom with its golden tile and gleaming chrome fixturesfairly
glowed in the fluorescent light. She turned back to Sojee. "Or perhaps a bath?"

Sojee nodded. "Oh, yes, please. Y ou can get showersin the shelters, but they'll steal your stuff,
and the cold water's standing four inches on the floor and the water's never more than warm.”



Millie nodded. "L ock the door, if youlike. | don't mind."

Sojee took longer than room service. While she wasin there, Millie removed the bug and turned
off the microphone. The food was cooling when Sojee came out of the bathroom.

Millie was getting better at reading her facid expressons, at telling the random noise of her
neurological condition from her true feglings. She was surprised at the degree of emotion.
Schizophrenics were known for their flatness of affect—not too happy, not too sad. Sojee's
expression seemed more than content when she came out of the bathroom.

Millie gestured at the food. "I hope you're not avegetarian. | ordered the chicken.”
Sojeeinhaled sharply and licked her lips. "Chicken's great." She hesitated though.
"Go on, then. Help yoursdlf. Please.”

During theinitia rush, Millie sat quietly, buttering aroll and egting it with small bites, small
movements, waiting with intent. She didn't want to startle the woman.

Sojee's table manners were good—she deboned and ate the chicken gtrictly with knife and fork,
patting her lips clean with the cloth napkin every few bites. Milliewouldve hed it in her fingersand
Millie had eaten recently. Maybe it was obsessve compulsive behavior, but Millie didn't seeit that
way. Asshe actively did things with her face—hiting, chewing, drinking—the random movementsand
twitches gtilled, until the next moment that part of her face relaxed. Then the tongue thrusts and
prolonged blinks resumed.

Sojeeturned to the sdlad and Millie said, "I didn't know your taste in dressing but there's Italian
onthedde"

Sojeeused it lightly. "Italian is safe. I'm partia to blue cheese but I'm alittle bit lactose
intolerant.”

Millie nodded. Sheitched to ask Sojee about Davy again, but was not only afraid of spooking
her again, but also of finding out Sojee had never seen him.

Sojee ate dowly now, eating the salad with care, pushing the onions carefully to the sde, but
eating al the rest, wiping the dressing and chicken juices from the plate with delicate wipes of her
bread.

When everything was gone except asmal pile of diced onion, Sojee wiped her lips carefully
with the cloth napkin, folded it carefully, and placed it symmetrically in the middle of the shining plate.
The woman sighed and leaned back in her chair.

"1 know you want to ask me something—it'swritten al over you."

Millie, tense, anxious, and focused, was taken completely by surprise. She laughed, ashort bark
that came closer to breaking her carefully maintained reserve than anything that had happened since
Davy's disgppearance. She turned her head to the wall and squeezed her eyes shut, breathing
carefully. The moment passed and she was till in control, but her eyes burned.



"Yes. | started to ask it once, dready, but you fainted when | showed you his picture.”

Sojee looked away for a second and, for amoment, her tongue thrusts stopped as her mouth
tightened. "Y eah. | was surprised, that's for sure." She sank deeper into the chair. "'l thought hewasa
halucination. | must've been breskin' pretty hard when | saw him. He kept vanishing and reappearing
onme." She pointed at her coat, draped over the luggage stand by the door. "He took meto get that
coat. One minute | was shivering in the snow and the next thing | know, I'm standing in Macy's, only
it'snot the Macy's out at Pentagon City, but the onein New Y ork, and he's asking me which coat |
like. The clerks didn't want to come anywhere near me, but he was like acat on arat and wouldn't
take no for an answer. When | found thisone, | never took it off again. He paid for it with hundred
dollar bills and we waked away, but then | found myself back on the street, in D.C. | know
something happened but it was al so weird, | don't know what was redl and what wasn't." She
reached out toward the coat. "Except for that, | guess. | keep it on too much, even whenit's hat,
because I'm sure it's going to dissolve sometime soon. Disappear into thin air like my Angel.”

Y our angd?"

"Wdl, what else should | call him?*

Millie took the picture out again. "His nameis Davy. He's my husband.” It took her amoment to
add, "And hesmissing." The room was out of focus but when she cleaned her glasses, it didn't help.
She blew her nose and that helped a bit. "When did you get your coat?'

"January third. It wasthat arctic air mass came down and froze al the Florida orange trees. In
D.C. it got to three below zero. Are you going to vanish, too?"

Damn. That was two months ago.

"What makes you think that?" Millie remembered her jump from West Texasto Oklahomaand
her ssomach lurched. It's possible, | suppose.

"Well, an angd would be married to an angd, right?' She eyed Millies blue raincoat. " Or maybe
you'rethe Blue Lady."

"The Blue Lady?' Millie shook her head and let it go. "Isthat the last time you saw Davy? When
he bought you your coat?'

"He checked on me amonth ago. He asked how | was doing and gave me some money."
"But not last week?!
Sojee shook her head.

The corners of Millies mouth turned down sharply, surprising her. Keep it together, girl! You
cancry later.

She took adeep breath and expelled it through tight lips. Like Lamaze breathing, she thought,
and that nearly caused the tears to rise back to the surface.



Sojee was watching her, brow furrowed, eyes narrowed. "Did you just waste agood medl on
me?'

Millie shook her head. "I never saw ameal lesswasted.” She sucked on her lower lip and
looked at Sojee. "We need desert, | think."

Sojee opened her mouth, then closed it. After afew random tongue thrusts, she said, "Bring it
on."

They kept it smple, apple pie alamode and coffee—decaf for Sojee.
"What sort of nameis Sojee, anyway?"

"Short for Sojourner. My full nameis Sojourner Truth Johnson, but how on earth do you go
around with that mouthful when you're Sx? Sojeeiswhét it's aways been, redly.”

Both woman were quiet for amoment. Then Sojee said, " could ask around... check the
shdlters and the kitchens. Somebody probably saw something.”

Milliefelt her throat tighten up again. "1 would be very grateful." She had to blow her nose
suddenly and snatched up the room service napkin still in her [ap. She felt like one raw wound. |
thought | was holding thisin. Kindness had breached her defenses where adversity hadn't.

Sojeewaslooking &t her when she finished wiping her eyes. "1 should get going, so you could
res.”

Millie started to agree absently, then shook her head. " Get going where? Didn't you say you
hadn't dept today." She looked pointedly at the two queen beds.

Sojee's eyeswere moist now. Y ou sure?’

"Nobody elseisusing that bed, Sojee. You might aswell." Shesmiled. "It'sin my best interest to
have you well rested tomorrow, when you're asking around.”

SIX

" Now you can mop thefloor."

Thelast time | spent this much time in one room was over fourteen years ago and even
then | left it to go to school.

And it wasn't just being in one room. Davy lived outdoors more than most people. Wesather
didn't congtrain him theway it did others. If it was raining or snowing or too cold in one place, he
smply jumped e sawhere, usudly staying in the same hemisphere but not dways. Early morning inthe
States was aways agood time for awalk down the esplanade in Brighton, Sussex or tramping in the



high meadows on the Cambrian Way in the mountains of Wales. Late afternoon in Oklahomawas a
great timeto snorkel at Hamoa Beach on the east side of Maui or to hike up to the Puako
Petroglyphs on the Big Idand.

Staying in one place, indoors, was getting to him. Davy had definitely progressed into the "getting
well enough to bereally cranky" phase of hisrecovery. Coming out of surgery was bad enough when
you weren't chained to the wall. When you were—well, cranky didn't really cover it.

They'd removed the catheter and brought in a bedside portable toilet, then, apparently working
onthefar sde of thewall behind hisbed, they let out enough chain so he could reach the toilet, the
sink, and even asfar asthefoot of the bed.

Hetook to pacing, moving from thewall to the foot of his bed, stopping just short of the chain's
reach before turning back again. The management of his chains became second nature, their rattling
and dithering across the floor, background noise.

Just call me Jacob Marley.

Hedidn't care that the hospital gown was all he was wearing and every time heturned, he
mooned the watchers behind the mirror. He suspected the pacing was beginning to bother his
keepers. The computerized voice said, "Would you like to watch some videos?'

Helaughed a short unfunny bark. "Yes, I'd like Salag 17, Chicken Run, Alcatraz, and The
Great Escape." And when there wasn't any response, he added, "And a baseball and a baseball
gove"

They didn't say anything after that but when lunch was served, there was a paperback novel on
thetray: The Count of Monte Cristo.

Well, someone has a sense of humor. He opened the book. On the 24th of February, 1810,
the look-out at Notre-Dame de la Garde signalled the three-master, the Pharaon from Smyrna,
Trieste, and Naples.

Hed read it before, acouple of times, but as there wasn't anything else to do, he started it again,
thefirgt three chapters, then threw it across the room, to bounce off the mirrored observation
window.

It had been some time since held read it and, while he remembered The Count of Monte Cristo
was a book about a prison breakout and revenge, held forgotten how much, first of al, to justify the
later revenge, it was abook about betrayal. And Davy was feding very much betrayed.

Somebody knew about that meeting. Or at |least they knew enough to follow Brian. And it
wasn't Brian. Brian had deared himsdlf from suspicion very thoroughly.

He glared at the book whereit lay. Hed meant to hurl it out of reach but its rebound had carried
it back to thefoot of the bed. He put out his hand and jumped.

The chainswrithed like snakes, a crack-the-whip movement that moved to the wall and then
back down toward him, smacking hiswrists and ankles painfully, but he was standing at the end of the



bed, his hand on the book.

He could il jump within range of the chains.

That isif hewaswilling to risk broken wrists or ankles.

Parts of the chain were being accelerated instantly, over adistance of mere feet, but the energy
imparted to the rest of the chain was considerable. Plaster dust floated in the air near thewall where

the chains vanished through rough holes.

Hewondered if his observers had seen him do it or grasped any of theimplications. He waited
for amoment, but there was no reaction from the speaker. The door didn't open.

He picked up the book again. He'd gotten through the betrayal. Perhapsit was time to check
out the escape.

They brought supper that night, as usud, two different men in surgical masks and scrubs.

Hewasn't feding very well. There was a persistent ache from the surgical scar on his upper
chest and above, too, atenderness that ran under the skin. Y et he had energy, too.

So hetook their masks off.

One second he was reading in bed, the next he was standing at the extent of his chains, reaching
out with both hands and closing on their masks just as the recoil from the chains reached hiswrids.
The chains, redlly, more than his own arms, snatched the paper masks off.

They jerked back, the one holding the supper tray dropping it with a clatter. They stopped, out
of reach and stared at him, Startled, perhaps even afraid.

Hewasn't sure, but he thought he recognized one of them from the restaurant—one of the
ambulance crew, asmal-chinned man with blond eyebrows so white asto beamost invisible. The
other man was a hook-nosed individual with bushy reddish brown eyebrows and freckles. Not young,
though—in hisforties, perhaps.

Davy gared at them, hungrily. These were hisenemies, but they were thefirst facesheld seenin
days, perhaps weeks. He had no idea how long he'd been drugged.

The blonde held his hand to his cheek where aline of blood was forming. Davy must've caught
himwith afingernal.

"Sorry," Davy said, gesturing. The chains clanked again. "Didn't mean to gouge you."
The computer voice came over the loudspeaker. "L eave the room, Gentlemen.”

They turned and left, without ever speaking.



Davy sghed.

The supper tray waslying out of reach, asmall steak, baked potato, and sdlad, lying in asmdl
lake of milk. Davy looked at the mirror. "Any chance of getting my supper?'

Therewas sllence, and Davy thought they were ignoring him, or hadn't heard, when the
computer voice said abruptly, "1 think... not.”

Davy shrugged philosophically and turned back to the bed. There was more plaster dust in the
ar and smal chunks of Sheetrock on thefloor. He went over to the holesin the wall that the chain ran
through. He could see through to the other room, which was dimly lit, but he couldn't see wherethe
chainswent. They dropped down and vanished. When he tugged on one of them, it was as secure as
ever.

He got back on the bed and picked up the book.

Thenext morning, things changed.

They came before breakfast, right after he finished using the portable commode, three, in scrubs,
unmasked.

Two of them were the men held unmasked the night before. Two thugs. And | call them Thug
One and Thug Two. Thethird was the brunette waitress from Interrobang.

The woman who'd murdered Brian Cox.

They stopped beyond the reach of his chains, Thug One and Thug Two dightly behind the
woman. At firgt, Davy thought they were dtill cautious, wary of him because of his action the evening
before, but then he realized it was more of a power dynamic.

The woman wasin charge and they were afraid of her.

Wise. Very wise.

Hewastorn. If he werefree, held jump. Away? Or do | take her and drop her fromthe
Empire State Building? And do | catch her before she hits?

"Get off the bed,” the woman said.

Davy didto the sde and stood. For thefirst time in days he was conscious of the open-backed
gown and his bare butt. Standing felt safer, anyway. He noted that her hair was pulled back in the
sametight bun and her makeup wasjust as heavy, though not running, thistime, likeit did intherain.
If she shoots, perhaps | can jump to one side—

The chains started clanking across the floor, pulling back into the wall, removing the dack. He
had to shuffle backwards to keep up with them. When they stopped, he tugged, but they weren't just
being held by someone—they'd been secured somehow, in thistighter configuration.



"Okay, moveit." Shewasn't talking to Davy, thistime. Thug One and Thug Two pulled the bed
away from the wall—away from Davy—then unlocked the casters and rolled it to one side.

Davy didn't like thelook of this—being held up againgt thewall brought back memories of his
father and aflashing rodeo buckle at the end of swinging belt. His ssomach churned and he licked his
lips, some part of him expecting a besting.

Then the chains loosened and he walked forward, expecting them to stop again where the end of
the bed had been. Instead, Thugs One and Two and the woman backed up againgt the door. The
chains stopped when he was two yards short of them. The arc of the chainslet him walk over most of
the room, excepting only the end of the room with the mirrored window and the door.

Thewoman sad, "Get the bucket."

Again, it wasn't directed at Davy. The hook-nosed redhead stepped through the door and
returned, rolling an ingtitutional mop bucket in yelow plastic with amop squeezer. There was amop
init and he heard liquid doshing. Davy caught the heavy smell of pine-scented disinfectant.

"Y ou want me to mop thefloor?' Davy asked. | could reach you guys with that mop.

Shelooked at him, eyes narrowed. "In aminute." She turned her head to the side, toward the
mirror. "When youre ready."

Davy coughed. He frowned. He didn't have a cold. He hadn't been drinking or eating. Some
saliva in the windpipe?

He coughed again, harder. And there was an odd tingling in histhroat. He coughed hard enough
to double him over but when the spasm was over he had no trouble breathing, no feding of something
in histhrodt.

"That'sit?" said the woman, looking toward the mirror.

The computer voice came back. "Calibration. Just atickle. This isthe operationd leve.”

Davy doubled over, vomited violently, and lost al motor contral, faling to the floor. His chest

hurt, stabbing pain in the vicinity of his heart, and he was having trouble breathing. He vomited again
and again, though thefirst spasms were so spectacular that now he was bringing up just drops of bile.

Abruptly, it stopped.

Hewaslying on hisside, in apuddle of hisown vomit, hisface and hair sticky with it. He gagged
again, but it wasn't the tectonic upheava of seconds before. It was mild, by comparison. Hetried not
to bresthe through his nose.

"Oh, Chrigt." He became aware that held lost bowe control, as well, apparently asviolently as
everything e se. The combination of smellswas nausegting, but he truly didn't have anything seto
throw up.

He climbed to hisfeet, aware of aching somach muscles and sore spots on his shoulder, ebow,



and the side of his head where hed hit thefloor. The painin his chest had lessened though the ghost of
anginaseemed to linger. One of his handswas free of vomit and he gingerly touched hisheed. The
finger came away with blood oniit.

He had trouble mesting their eyes. Even though he was aware that what had just happened was
doneto him—not by him—he felt humiliated and ashamed.

The two men watching him were pae, the blonde, Thug One, tending toward an actud shade of
green. The woman seemed unaffected. She took the mop handle and pushed the bucket into the part
of the room he could reach, letting the mop handlefdl to the floor where it bounced—bap, bap,
bap—three times.

Thugs One and Two went out the doorway, eagerly. The woman paused, with the door il
open, and tucked afew stray hairs back into the tight bun on the back of her head. She amiled.

"Now you can mop thefloor."

It took two attempts before he could climb to hisfeet. He was weak as a kitten and, once
vertica, the room spun around him. 1t took all his concentration to stay on hisfeet.

Wi, the only good thing was that, with his chains lengthened, he could actualy go into the
attached bathroom and use the bath. He had wanted to bathe before this incident, but now, dripping
with three different kinds of bodily fluids, hiswant had been supplanted by overpowering need.

The bathroom looked like a standard residential toilet except alarge mirror over the sink had
clearly been removed—paint and the outer layer of some Sheetrock had been ripped out by the glass
adhesve—and asmdller, plain sted mirror had been bolted to the wall instead. Davy took onelook in
the mirror, then turned away.

The gown nearly defeated him. It was disposable paper, but the fibers running through it made it
hard to tear and, even though he managed the tiesin back, the chains prevented him from just taking it
off. Finally he summoned the strength to rip out the shoulders, allowing him to pull it off the chains. He
wadded it up and stuffed it in the small plastic trash basket.

Hedidn't know if they had acamerain the room. He pulled the shower curtain closed and, with
thewater full in hisface, let himsdf cry. He did hisbest to keep it quiet and to hide the tears with the
running water, but he didn't stop until it abated saverd minutes | ater.

Therewas abottle of squeeze soap in the shower and he scrubbed himsdlf again and again, until
his skin hurt. He knew held gotten dl of it, but he till didn't fedl clean.

He got soap on the bottle and it dipped through hisfingers, faling to the bottom of thetub. He
groaned as he picked it up, then stared at it. He turned his back on the shower and squirted soap
undernesth the manacle padding on hisleft arm, twisting it to distribute the sogp al around hiswrist.

He pulled and twisted, trying to relax his hand as the manacle rode up the base of histhumb. The
padding compressed to a degree, but the manacle stopped short right bel ow the accumulated bulge of



knuckles at the base of hisfingers—but it had did alot farther than held expected. He wondered what
would happen if he soagped both wrigts, then jumped.

Helooked down. The restraints on his ankles weren't going to fit over hisfoot, no matter how
much soap he used. He sighed and rinsed the sogp out from under the manacle padding.

Drying off, helooked in the sted mirror over the sink and shuddered. The scar on hischest, a
semicircular curve garting an inch below his collar bone, had the red, raw look of gill-hedling tissue.
A smdler sraight version, healed to the same degree, was midway up the left Sde of hisneck. He
wanted to claw through the skin and yank it out, whatever they'd put in there, but judging by the scar,
part of it wasvery closeto thejugular.

Helooked up at his eyes. The scars were awful in and of themselves and aso in what they
concealed, but what he saw in his eyes was even more terrible, more frightening. He had to ook
away and it was beyond his strength, just then, to look back.

When he returned from the bathroom, wrapped in atowe, he found apair of what looked like
hospital scrubs on the bed. He held them up and found that the outside pants seamswere Velcroed
from cuff to waist and he could actually put them on despite the chains. On the short-deeved shirt the
Vel cro was on the side seams from the waist to the underarm side of the deeve. He could pull them
on over hishead and sed the Sides.

He liked wearing pants again, but thinking about the forethought his keepers had put into this
bothered him. 1t looked like they didn't expect to take off the chains anytime soon.

The room stank, and his mess and footprints were ftill on thefloor. Like in the shower, he
washed the floor severa times more than necessary.

It's not the mess you're trying to erase, isit, Davy? No matter how many times you wash
the floor, it won't undo it. It happened.

And it's probably going to happen again.

SEVEN

"Thisisn't exactly what we had in mind, you know."

Millie armed Sojee with astack of flyers and the stapler, then dropped her on Columbia, near
Chrigt House.

"I'll maketherounds,” Sojeetold her. "I'll call you if | hear something.”
Millie gave her some change. "Cal me around five, even if you don't hear anything, okay?"

Sojee'slips smacked severa timesand shefindly said, "Wdll, okay. About five."



Millie had the taxi drop her back on the street in front of Interrobang. She walked dowly down
the street and around the corner, back toward what she was coming to think of asthe "departure
zone'—the place where Brian Cox had died and, possibly, the place where Davy might have been
seenlast.

Hopefully, Davy had "departed” that place in adifferent manner than Cox.

She'd had breakfast with Sojee, but she went into the restaurant anyway, asking for atable at
thewindow, the very one, shefigured.

The windowsin the place were bordered with announcements of this and that performance, this
and that dance studio offering classes, thisor that dojo offering martia artsingtruction, thisand that
person looking for aroommate. Even when they'd been ripped off, the layers of yellowed Scotch tape
formed reefs and shods. Except this window. Thiswindow must've been replaced recently. There
were afew announcements on it, but none of the ancient evidence of bygone posters. Thiswindow
had just been replaced.

She ordered coffee but didn't drink it.

Hopefully the management was alittle more careful about |etting non-employees serve food
now, but thiswasn't the time to test the issue.

Shefdt alittle odd, today, like a corner had been turned. Sheld looked, the day before, for the
NSA watchers, but hadn't reglly seen anybody. She believed they were keeping back, depending on
the bug and intermittent checks, hoping to lure Davy's snatchers back into the open. Their absence
had been pal pable after the seven days sheld spent under surveillance back in Stillwater.

Today, her back itched.

They're out there.

Shelaughed at hersdif.

You'reimagining things.

Theitch was il there and no matter how she squirmed in the chair, she couldn't scratchiit.

Sheleft Interrobang and walked east, but the sidewalks were so busy that anybody could have
followed her without detection. A cab went by, then another. She flagged the third one,
self-conscioudy thinking about Sherlock Holmes, and told the driver, "The Mall, please, at the Capitol

He dropped her at the corner of Fourth and I ndependence and she walked across the grassto
the East Wing of the Nationa Gallery. She headed up the stairs for the Upper Leve where the huge
red and black Cader mobile hung in space beneath the faceted glass roof, but when she reached the
top of the stairsthe elevator doors opened and awoman pushing afussing baby in astroller got ouit.
Millie couldn't hear anybody on the stairs below but she stepped quickly into the elevator. The doors
shut, then it continued up. She stayed in when it opened on the top floor, then she pushed the
basement button and took it down and rode the moving sidewa k down the concourse toward the



older West building. At the end of the walkway, she crossed to the gift shop, and browsed, standing
behind one of the display shelves and watching the pedestrians coming from the East building
carefully. Acrossthe way, water sheeted down the glasswall of the Cascade Café.

Severd minutes passed and she frowned. There was acluster of Japanese tourigts, afamily of
five, three elderly ladies practicdly tottering, one of them using arolling walker, and asingle man
carrying an easdl and wooden paints case. They'd have to be more organized than | could imagine
to come up with that outfit on such short notice.

She was about to relax when she saw him, aman coming from the West Building, walking
dowly, casudly checking out the patrons seeted at the cafe. Over half the five hundred seats were full
and he was pausing often to examine aparticular grid of tables, then moving to another.

Hed actudly waked past Millie dready, but hadn't seen her as she'd been blocked by a shop
display. She moved around that same display unit and positioned hersalf to peer over it, between two
large coffee-table art books.

He was average height with blond hair cut very short around alarge bad spot—Ilike a monk's
tonsure—and wearing adark blue windbreaker and dacks.

He could be looking for hiswife. His kids. His grandmother.

She looked a the way he stood and something made her doubt hisinnocence. She pulled off her
blue raincoat and rolled it, white liner out, into acompact bundle. There wasalull at the counter and
she stepped up quickly and purchased a scarf, afabric printed with areproduction of Mary Cassatt's
Children Playing on the Beach. She paid quickly, with cash, and asked for alarger bag than the one
the derk initidly offered her. "For my coat,” she explained, smiling.

The clerk shrugged and gave her a paper bag with plastic handles. "Thank you so much.”

The"monk" had stopped &t the edge of the café, where the walkways terminated, his eyes
directed toward the East Wing.

Millie ducked into the restroom, right by the Gift Shop, and hurriedly tied the scarf around her
head, gypsy style. Wrapped and tied, it transformed the kids on the beach to just another abstract
pattern in tans and blues with the cheeks of the girl apink highlight above the knot. She exited dowly
and walked across to the Espresso and Gelato Bar.

Hewas 4till standing at the end of the walkway but now he was talking on acell phone.

Ishe NSA? They said they'd keep clear.

Shewas trembling and, sheredlized, afraid, but it didn't make her want to run. It made her want
to break things. She focused on the man's bald spot. Or heads. Fight or flight. She was surprised

which side of the divide she came down on.

If I could only hear what he was saying. Unconscioudy, she was leaning forward, even though
he was over Sixty feet away, at the other end of the restaurant, straining to hear with her entire being.



"—sign of her. We picked her up at the hotel. She dropped the black woman on Columbiathen
cameto the Nationa Gallery." The accent was vaguely British, but not—perhaps Austrdian.
"Hyacinth followed her into the East Building and her team is staking out the ground floor exitswhile
I'm covering that underground walkway to the other building.”

Millie nearly screamed, but managed to contain it. Her knees wobbled and she sagged heavily to
the right, clutching at the waist-high barrier that separated the Cascade Café from the walkway.

She was standing right behind the Monk. She turned her back on him, breathing deeply.
| jumped?

| jumped.

| jumped!

Immediately on the other side of the barrier one of the diners, awoman, was staring at her with
her mouth open, aglass of water lifted hdfway off the table, but frozen. Her companion, aman facing
away from Millie, was saying, "What's the matter, Paula. Y ou look like you'd seen aghost.”

Millietried to reassure her with a smile but she was ill shaky and the expression on her face felt
strange. Apparently it looked strange, too, for the woman flinched and dropped her glass on the floor.
It wasn't aloud noise among the din of the diners but the Monk turned his head just as Millie turned
back to check on him.

His eyeswidened dightly and he turned back away from her, casudly. "Would you give my best
to Portiaand the gang and tell her | can't wait to see her?' He listened for asecond. "That'sright.” He
was walking away as he talked, moving across the concourse toward the gift shop.

Millie fought back an urgeto plant her toe firmly up his ass and turned, walking as quickly as she
could toward the West Building. If she understood the Monk's conversation, there wasn't anybody
covering thisend of the concourse. Well, not yet. There might be someone running across, at the Mall
level, right now.

She paused at the end of the shop, just before she turned right toward the tairs. The Monk had
turned and was walking briskly after her, still back by the restaurant, but closing. He wastalking on
the phone again.

Sheran up the stairs but shied away from the door at the top. It was straight across to the East
Building and she could see afigure sprinting toward this door but till quite aways away. She ducked
into the gdllery at the top of the stairs and stopped, unable to move, before Whistler's The White
Girl.

"Ohmy God." Shesad it out loud. Thegirl, clad in along white gown and standing on awolf
skin, waslife size, the painting itsalf dmost seven feet tal. White drapes behind, shining with light, an
oriental carpet below the wolf skin. The woman's eyes, her dark brows, her dark brown hair, and red
lips stood out againgt a sea of varying hues of white conveying asurprisng amount of detail, but the
thing that stopped Milliein her tracks, that captured dl of her attention, was her stillness. Not an
atificid dtillness, but acam stance.



Serenity. She's serene.

She wasn't running away from strangers. Whatever she was doing, she wasfacing it camly, with
poise.

| can do this. Shereached into her blouse and pulled out the tracking bug. Since talking to
Sojee shed disabled the microphone pickup but now she did the back off and pushed the dide switch
to itsfull-function position.

There was amuseum guard standing at the entrance to the next gallery, but she was watching a
group of children ingtead of Millie. Millie turned and said conversationdly, "I'm being tailed, guys, and,
unlessit'syou, you better get your assover here. I'm going to stay in the National Gallery, West
Building, main floor, but going from galery to gdlery.”

She tucked the bug back into her bra and took the scarf off her head, then knotted it loosely
around her neck like atie. She took one morelook at The White Girl and summoned resolve. Share
some of that serenity, please.

There were stepsin the east foyer, at the head of the stairs, and she | eft, moving to the next
gdlery. Her head twitched as she passed five Window Homer paintings. Thisis that sort of place.
Get over it. She summoned menta blinkers and moved on.

Many of the gdleries had multiple doors leading from them, making the place amaze. She
worked her way toward the middle of the building, settling in Gallery 56 before asix-foot-high
portrait of Napoleon in his study. There were four entrances to the room and two museum guards.

Shethought it wastimeto settle, to let her chasersfind her, but Napoleon was staring at her abit
too directly. She moved around the bench in the middle of the room and studied instead Portrait of a
Lady by Vigée-Lebrun: awoman portrayed by awoman. While this subject wasn't as serene as The
White Girl, she seemed to know what she was about. When she looked out of the frame at Millieit
was asif they were sharing something. Millie didn't fed studied and judged as she did by Napoleon.
The scale helped, too. Portrait of a Lady was only three-and-a-half feet high. She didn't loom over
Millielike the Emperor did.

She stood and moved close enough to read the note card. "—was under threat of the guillotine
after therevolution. Shewasforced to flee Parisin disguisein 1789."

Maybe that's what you have to share with me—you are another woman pursued. Millie
licked her lips. And you survived.

Next to Portrait of a Lady was another work by the same artist, two woman sitting next to
each other while two children hung on one of the women. The Marquise de Pezé and the Marquise
de Rouget with Her Two Children read the card. They watched Millie kindly, even the very young
boy with his head in his mother's|ap.

My allies are everywhere. Millielaughed quietly, causing the female guard to look her way.
Millie smiled at her, then looked up, at the security cameras. And not just in the paintings.

She thought about her jump on the concourse level. Was she under the eye of a security camera



then? Would anyone check it if she was? She shook her head. What mattered for now was that her
followers were walking past countless video cameras as they searched for Milliein the museum. If the
NSA couldn't get access to the recordings, then she would be very much surprised.

She nodded at the two women in the painting and moved on, out the west door, to consort with
severd moredlies, severd portraits by Goya, particularly Sefiora Sabasa Garcia.

Here, finally, they seemed to catch up with her. The Monk passed by the door to the East
Scul pture Hall, and moved on without pausing, but shortly thereafter, abrunette, her hair pulled tightly
back in abun, wearing heavy makeup, atailored jacket, jeans, and knee-high boots camein and
began studying the Still Life with Figs and Bread onthewal behind Millie.

Milliesmiled a Sefiora Garcia and left by the north door, moving west through the main hall
and into the rotunda where a bronze Mercury dominated the center. She eyed the main entrance to
the south but wanted to stay under the eyes of the security cameras, near the museum guards, in the
public eye.

She moved into the West Scul pture Hall and took the second | eft, chosen because it was empty
for the moment, except, of course, for the ever-present guard.

She stopped, blinking. Why is no one here? It had to be an abnormal ebb in the tide of
patrons—the room wasfilled with Rembrandts. She turned dowly in the middle of the room, then
froze opposite another dly—Saskia van Uylenburgh, the Wife of the Artist. Milliefdt the
connection again, the sense of shared problems, of shared strengths.

A couple camein through the east door and started moving around the gdllery, studying a
gorgeous rendition of a European man in turban and robe. Millie eyed them. They weren't very
convincing. The woman hung on the man's arm but her posture was wrong, not relaxed. If they'd
walked into her officelike that she would've thought, impending divorce, they're going through the
motions.

Now she gaveit another interpretation. They don't have an existing relationship that calls
for touching each other. That's camouflage, for me.

Millie took the west door and turned sharply, to put her out of sight of the couple. She counted
to three, then stuck her head back around the door. The couple was moving toward her, walking
gpart, no longer touching. Theingtant they saw Millie they each swerved toward the other, then
paused to study another Rembrandt.

Gotcha.

Millie turned and walked. She was scared but she was aso smiling. Come on, guys, it'stime
for the NSA to put in an appearance. She moved through the galery, aroomful of Dutch painters
who were not Rembrandt, and into aroomful of Flemish work, notably, Rubens. She paused before
agiant painting over ten feet wide and seven feet tall.

Ouch—that's a little too close to home.

It was Daniel in the Lions Den and, while Danidl's eyes were on heaven, severd of the



life-szed lionslooked out & Millie with gartling intendty.

She only had one other exit from this room, besides the direction she camein. Shetook it and
found hersdlf in asmaller room with more Rubens. She cut through it into alarger galery and paused
before yet another Rubens, The Assumption of the Virgin.

She paused again. "That'stheticket,” she muttered. Angels and cherubs carried the Madonna
toward heaven while onlookers either stared up in awe or touched the discarded shroud. Where are
you, Angels?

She took deep breaths and turned from The Assumption to Marchesa Brigida Spinola Doria,
the only other Rubensin the room. The woman wore an enormous Elizabethan collar but she looked
out a Milliewith impish merriment.

Right, another ally. If she can look amused in that collar, perhaps| can relax under these
circumstances. She decided to settle for amoment, to let them present themsalves again, to give her
someoneto point at, when the NSA findly showed up. Fifteen minutes went by while the Marchesa
and she communed, during which the only people to enter the room were awoman shepherding seven
pre-teen girls.

Her phone rang and Millie jumped. The guard glared at her and she scrambled to sllence the
ringer.

"Hello?' It wasthefirst time the phone had rung and she serioudy expected it to be from
someone who'd read the flyer.

"Millie, do you recognize my voice?'

It was Anders, the NSA agent.

"Y es. Thought you were il in the Sooner State?!

"We can gossip later, girlfriend. Right now weld like you to leave the building on the Sixth Street
and Condtitution Avenue side. By the north door—the one that faces away from the Mall? Therell be
awhite cab waiting. The driver iswearing ared baseball cap. He's one of ours. Getin.”

"What about my, uh, companions?’

"WEII be watching and recording. Trust us. Thisiswhat we do.”

"All right." She stared at the impish face of the Marchesa. "Now?'

"Now."

"Onmy way." She hung up the phone and put it in her purse. The fastest route was through the
Main Gdlery to the Rotunda, then down the stairs. She walked quickly, looking straight ahead,

fighting not to Stareinto every doorway she passed. She continued to hold her dliesin her mind, the
images of women throughout the Gdlery.



Serenity. That's the ticket.

It was raining again, with anasty wind thet ripped at her clothes. Her raincoat was il inthe
bag, but she didn't want to take the time to put it on, so she held the bag over her head and sprinted
for the street.

The cab wasthere, as promised, but she felt astab of dismay as she saw someone sitting in the
back. Did someone grab it first? In thisrain, cabs would be eagerly sought. But the personin the
seat handed the driver something, then opened the door and got out as she approached, leaving the
door open for her.

"Thanks," she said as she ducked into the cab, but the man was walking briskly away, toward
the museum. The car |eft the curb before sheld finished shutting the door and turned hard acrosstwo
lanes of traffic to make the Sixth Street turn. She twisted in the segt to watch the museum door, but
parked cars aready blocked it, and then buildings as the driver whipped right onto Pennsylvania

"Where are we going?' She dabbed at her glasseswith her handkerchief.

Thedriver grunted. "We're meeting up with my boss but first werefeding for ticks" He
continued on down past the reflecting pool and entered the traffic circle near the Capitol building. He
stayed in the circle three times around, then spun off south on First, Soun around the next traffic circle
twice, then took Maryland Avenue toward the south side of the Mall.

Thetraffic circlesmade Millie carsick and she leaned back and closed her eyes, taking deep
breaths. WWhen she opened them again, they were running down the far side of the Mall, behind the
Air and Space Museum on | ndependence Avenue, south of the Nationd Gallery but out of sght.

"Lookslikewerecdear," thedriver said.

Millielooked at him for the first time. He was bearded and looked somewhat middle-eastern,
though his accent was pure Boston. He was wearing dark glasses despite the gray rain.

"I'm going to stop in asecond. Therell be aVerizon phone van. Hop out and into it, quick as
you can.”

Heturned sharply on Seventh, north again. The phone company van was parked illegaly on the
corner, orange cones set out, front and back. One of the van's back doors swung open as the cab
braked and she was out the door and insde. She heard the cab'stires squea on therain-dicked
pavement asit accelerated away and then the van door was dammed behind her.

Theingde of thevan smelled of ozone and mildew. It waslike the surveillance van they'd used in
Stillwater, cabinets of eectronics and monitors and a pivoting workstation seat. Anders was the one
who'd opened the door for her and he moved back, now, threading hisway between the operator in
the workgtation chair and the diding door. He sat in the backwards-facing bench seat behind the
driver's seat and gestured her forward.

The console operator, awoman with short gray-streaked hair, moved, too, and patted the
console sedt. "Here, dear. Weld like you to ook at some pictures.”



Millie set the bag with her coat in it on the floor and edged onto the chair. It was warm in the van
but sheld gotten wet in her run for the cab. She unknotted her scarf and pulled it across her shoulders,
like ashawl.

"ThisisBeccaMartingde," said Anders, indicating the operator. " She's our liaison with the
Bureau."

"FBI?'
Beccanodded. "Y es, Counter-intelligence.”

Millie groped for something polite to say, but settled for atired nod. Shelooked at Andersand
bit her lip. "Isshe fully briefed?"

Anders said carefully, " She knows that Davy was one of ours and was kidnapped. She doesn't
know what Davy did for us"

Beccawas watching thisinterchange with interest. When it didn't go any further, she leaned
across and pulled the mouse to her end of the narrow counter running under the monitors. "Here.
Weve got ashort clip of your exit from the Gdlery." She clicked a control and video-in-a-window
began running on the right-maost monitor.

Milliewatched hersdf exit the building and run up the sdewalk, the bag held over her heed,
gplashing through puddles she didn't remember. The cameramust've been in acar on the street for
sheangled past it, but the view stayed on the Gdlery stairs. Thefirst person exiting the Galery after
her was the heavily made-up brunette in the knee-high boots who'd sat with her in the room with the
Goyas. She started down the stairs at a good clip, then stopped suddenly and took out a phone. The
camera zoomed on her. The woman said something on the phone, then retreated back into the shelter
of the overhang, still holding the phone to her head. A man entered the frame, coming from the street,
but paused there, in the shelter, clutching histweed jacket together at the neck.

"He's the one who held the cab for me."
"Yes," said Becca "What about the woman?"

"She wasin the Goyagdlery with me, but that'sthe only time | saw her. However, it was after
the Monk found me, so | think he passed meto her."

"The Monk?' asked Anders.

"Blond man, blue windbreaker, large bald spot.” She used her finger to draw itssze and
placement on her own head. "Like atonsured monk. | lost him once and doubled back close enough
to overhear a phone conversation.” She closed her eyesfor amoment. "He said, "We picked her up
at her hotel. She dropped the black woman on Columbiathen came to the National Gallery. Hyacinth
followed her into the East Building and her team is staking out the ground floor exitswhile I'm
covering that underground wakway to the other building.' " Millie opened her eyes and shrugged.
"Then he saw me and cut the cdll.”

Becca blinked and turned to Anders. "Y ou didn't say shewasin the game.”



Anderslooked mad. "She's not. Why'd you do that? Sneak up on him, | mean.”
Millie cheekswarmed. "1 had to know if they wereredly following me."
Anders kept staring at her asif he wanted more.

Shebit her lip. "This has been stressful enough. | wanted—I needed—to rule out paranoid
delusons.”

Becca opened her mouth—asdilent "ah.” ™Y ou are amental hedlth professiond, aren't you. And
the black woman?”'

" Shel's pretty much amentd hedth professond, too, in her own way." Millie smiled to herself.
"She'sahomeess menta patient who knows Davy. He's helped her severd timesin the past few
months. She's asking the street people she knowsiif they saw anything the night of the abduction.” She
gestured at the screen. "Did your man hear anything?”

"No, shefinished as he came up. But Beccarecognized her,” Anderssaid.

"Yourekidding."

"I've been in Counter-intelligence my entire career.” Beccawasfiddling with the mouse again.
She enlarged another video window. It was the same scene, with the woman till waiting, but the
window titlesaid Live Feed A. " She was a fredlancer—a deniable assat. | worked with her once,
fifteen years ago. Her name—nher full name—is Hyacinth Pope. Couldn't forget aname like that. She
had just started doing some contract work for the CIA then, but the wall came down, and most of her
career since has been in the private sector.”

"What doesthat mean?’

"Corporate security and espionage.”

"And kidngpping?'

Becca shrugged. "Or worse, but she's never been indicted, much less picked up. But this affair
may be compartmentalized.”

"Y ou guys don't like English very much, do you?"
Anderssad, "Meansthat her group could beinvolved but that a different cell did the snatch.”

On the screen Hyacinth Pope | eft the shelter of the overhang again. The cameratracked her to
the street where she got into alate model Dodge Caravan. The camerazoomed on the driver.

"That'stheMonk," Milliesaid.
Andersleaned forward. "Ah. Padgett. Well, that tells us something.”

"And thet is?'



" Padgett was with Executive Outcomes, but now he works for the BAd boys."

Beccawhigtled. "Bochgtettler and Associates.” To Millie, she added, "They're a'consulting'
firm."

"What do they do?"'

Beccasad, "Wdll, ostengbly they're internationa commerce specialists, helping to develop and
maintain marketsin foreign countries.”

"And isthat what they do?'
"It'sexactly what they do," said Anders, with agrim face.

Millie must've looked puzzled, because Becca added, "They aren't too picky about how. Like
Executive Outcomes, before the South African government shut them down, we suspect the BAd
boys of toppling whole governments to arrange amore favorable business 'climate.’ That'srare.
There's also a couple of questionable deaths. Usuadly, though, they tend to work through bribery and
blackmal.”

"Who do they work for?'

Becca shrugged. "That's harder to figure out. There's usualy multiple benefactorsto their various
operations. Whenever abig business project goes through, no matter who it hurts, it usudly benefits
multiple parties—isit the primary company? One of the junior partners? The local vendors? The
internationa vendors? Specific local politicians?

"Their overt client isthe World Trade Study Group herein D.C., aPAC funded by severa
multinationals. WTSG promotes 'streamlining' internationa business practices, but the overt work the
BAd boysdo for them islegit—smple PR stuff, pushing the benefits of internationd trade to foreign
governments.”

Millie nodded dowly. "WTSG I've heard of . Streamlining means removing as many regulations
and laws as possble, right?

Anders nodded. "Right."
"Why aren't they in prison? BA, | mean.”
Anders|ooked uncomfortable. Beccalaughed, but there was no humor iniit.

Anderssad, "Primarily, evidence. There's circumstantid links but nothing incontrovertible.”
Beccaadded, "However, there's also no pressure to go get harder evidence. 'It's about the
economy, stupid.’ Big international deals benefit our economy. That's been the bottom line for the past

severd adminigrations. In fact, past attempts have been actively discouraged and in the post

nine-eleven economy, it's even more s0."

Again, Anderslooked uncomfortable, but he didn't gainsay this.



Millie frowned. "And now they may have kidnapped my husband—wait... et me put it another
way. They'vestolenaU.S. Intelligence Asset. Isn't that worth getting concerned about? Seemslike
they've gonefromillegd actions againg foreign governmentstoiillega actions againgt their own,
doexntit?'

Anders hdd hishand out palm down and wiggled it. "We still don't know if the BAd boysdid
the snatch. As Beccasaid, it might be compartmentalized. But there's some sort of connection, all
right.”

Millie pushed. "And you're going to follow up onit?"

Becca and Anders both nodded.

"Oh, yeah," said Becca

Therain had stopped by the time the white cab dropped her at Martha's Table, the famous soup
kitchen on Fourteenth Street Northwest. She waked past the yellow building face, past thelong line
of peoplewaiting to be fed, and found Sojee right where she'd said she'd be, near the corner at the
end of the block, sheltered in the doorway of a boarded-up store. She seemed relieved to see Millie.
"Whét took you so long?’

"Sorry." Beccaand Anders hadn't wanted her to go at dl, but they'd redlly inssted that she wait
until they'd put *support in the environment.” Millie was trying hard not to examine every face she
passed. At least she hadn't seen the Monk yet.

Doesn't mean heisn't here, though.

"Thisway," Sojee said, heading south. "I found someone who saw my angel the night he
disappeared.”

Millies skinitched. Shefelt like hogtile eyes surrounded her. "Arethey sureit was Davy?'
"Matthew, chapter seven, verse twenty: By their works shdl you know them.”

"What works?'

"Well, they said, 'Un angel nosdio € dinero.' "

Millie forgot about the eyes for amoment and tried to switch menta gears. Finally she managed,
"An angd gavethem the money?'

Sojee's amile was twisted, overlaid by something dark. ™Y eah. Looks like seeing angelsis
contagious.

"How much money?"'

"Shedidn't say. My friend, Porfiro, says her and her two kids went from living in arefrigerator



cartonin an dley off Nineteenth to subletting aroom from afamily in his building. They've agreed to
meset usat The Burro. The one down on Pennsylvania" Shelooked sdewaysa Millie. "You're

buying.”
Millie smiled briefly. "Of course. My Spanish isn't very good, though. Are you up to trandating?”

Sojee shook her head. "No. Porfiro is coming, though. Hell do the job. Smartest crazy person |
know."

"Uh, and Porfirois...?" Shelooked away. The gyrations of Sojee'sface were making it hard for
Millie to concentrate.

"Porfiro wasin St. Elizabeth's with me. Bipolar—but lithium's got him smoothed down. He'sthe
super in the building thisfamily moved into."

"And what'stheir name?'
IIleZII

Sojee swung west on T Street and Millie, caught by surprise, scrambled to catch up. Her phone
rang.

"Yes?' She kept walking.

It was Anderssvoice. "They're up to something. They're moving in force, but so are we. Well
beright thereif... if they do anything."

Milliefdt asnking feding in the pit of her ssomach. She struggled hard to keep her voice cam,
neutrd. "Y ou want them to, don't you?"

Anders hestated for the briefest interval. "Do you want to find Davy?"
"Ah... dl right." Millielicked her lips. "Bring it on." She disconnected.

She started to look around, then stopped hersalf. What about Sojee? Wasit fair to involve her
inthis?"Sojee, there's something | should tell—"

The Dodge van from the Museum made a hard right into the mouth of the alley some twenty feet
in front of them and stopped abruptly, blocking the sdewak. The driver reached back and did the
side door open. It was the Monk.

At the same time, Millie heard footsteps on the pavement and turned her head. Two men rushed
from the open door of abodega and there was a screech of brakes on the street. Two more men
were crossing the street at arun. A cabby, who'd had to brake for them, was shaking hisfist and
cursngin Fars.

The two men from the store reached them first, walking fast, their arms coming out from their
sdes, pamsforward. Like someone herding sheep.



Millie started to move forward, to put hersalf between the men and Sojee, when Sojee pulled
Millie back and stepped forward, instead. Sojee held her fist out, thumb up, and waved it back and
forth at the two men, who swore and recoiled from a sudden cloud of red mist.

Pepper spray, Millierealized. The two men's faces were streaked with an orangish red. Dyed
pepper spray.

Sojee pivoted, moving toward the two men who were threading their way through a narrow gap
between two parked cars. The one in the lead had seen what happened, and he was hesitating, but his
partner bumped him from behind, forcing him forward. He ducked below Sojee's spray and charged
forward, going for her legs. The cloud caught the second man full in the face.

Sojee went over backwards onto the wet sdewalk as the first man grabbed her legs.

She'strying to protect me. Millietook astep forward. The man was scooting quickly up
Sojee's body in ahorrid parody of sexua assault, trying to get up to her arms, to get the pepper spray
away from her, Milli€sfear, predominate, gave way to sudden rage. She took another step and
kicked him full in the face with the toe of her Merrdll hiking boots.

Hefédl to the Side, his nose a sudden red fountain, and Sojee, cursing loudly, emptied the last of
her pepper spray into hisface. The man rolled over, clutching his eyes and wheezing.

One of the men who'd come from the store had dropped to his knees, his breath coming in
wheezes, but his partner was rushing back at Millie, his red-streaked face contorted with rage,
blinking water from his eyes. He came at arush, to propel her toward the open door of the van, but
suddenly dropped to the pavement.

Sojee had hooked his ankle and held it now with both hands. He hit the pavement hard, only
partidly bresking hisfal with hisarms. Sojee, screaming and cursing, pulled her way up the back of
hislegs. Hetried to get back up, but she grabbed hisbelt at the small of hisback and heaved him
down again. He balanced on one hand and raised the other, to swing ahammer fist back at Sojee, so
Millie dammed her boot down on the outspread fingers of his supporting hand.

He screamed and Millie felt bones crunch under her boot.

Millie heard racing engines and screeching tires followed by the sound of pounding fet.

Not more of them?

In the van, the Monk looked wildly around, then accelerated the vehicleinto the dley,
disappearing between the buildings.

The running figures wore FBI baseba | caps and windbreakers. They focused on their attackers,
instead of the two women.

Not more of them.

Sojee was pounding her opponent with the empty pepper spray container, punctuating each
blow with, "You! Got! My! Coat! Dirty!"



Millie caught her hand. "That'll do, girlfriend. That'll do."

Sojee stared up at Millie, her eyeswide. Then her face twisted and her tongue stuck out of her
mouth to the side and she had a blepharospasm, aprolonged blink. "Oh. Right." She pushed off the
back of her opponent and stood awkwardly. Millie pulled her to the Side, out of the way of thelarge
and hedlthy-looking men with the shotguns.

Therewas the sound of distant screeching tires from the aleyway followed immediately by a
loud crash. Millie, seeing that the four men in her immediate vicinity were under control, poked her
head cautioudly around the corner.

Theflorist van wastwigted at the far end of the dley, the windshield starred with bullet holes. A
large cloud of steam was billowing from itsfront end. There seemed to be another car acrossthe far

dley.
"Don't do that."

It was Anders, standing on the sidewalk on the other side of the aleyway. Beccawas right
behind him.

Millie pulled her head back. "Why?"

Three rapid gunshots suddenly boomed down the dleyway and Millie jJumped back. "Oh."

Anders, not taking his own advice, was looking down the dley. "Hmmm. Okay." He stepped
acrossthe dleyway, moving briskly. He looked at the four men who were now handcuffed and being
frisked. "Thisian't exactly what we had in mind, you know. We thought we'd actudly let them start the
snatch before we moved in.”

"l wasn't going to resis. | didn't have timeto warn Ms. Johnson."

Anderstried to frown, but he couldn't. He covered his mouth, then laughed outright. "I can tell
I'm going to need a persond copy of this videotape.”

Millie stared a him. ™Y ou videotaped it?" She looked around, wondering where the camera
was. "Of course you taped it."

Beccawas |ooking around the corner, then squeezed her coat lapd and said, "Roger that." Millie
noticed the earplug. Then the FBI agent jerked, her eyes going wide. "Agent down!" she said loudly,
and tore down the dley, drawing her gun as she went. Three agentsfollowed her.

Anders, his eyes narrowed, gestured for them to crossthe aleyway. He drew them further down
the sdewalk.

"You and Ms. Johnson will find Curtis at the end of the block in the same White Cab. Hell take
you to The Burro for your gppointment.”

"We don't have to make statements?"



"Later. Thevideo will do for now."

Sojee was staring around her, her lips smacking, her cheek twitching. At the mention of her
name, she stared at Anders specificdly, then asked Millie, "Are these friends of yours?'

Millie hesitated for the briefest interva before saying, "Allies.” She brushed some beaded water
off of Sojee's coat. "Areyou dl right?’

"1'm gonna need some more pepper spray.”
Millie nodded. "1 may get some mysdlf." Shelinked armswith Sojee and started walking,

wondering what had happened at the end of the dley. When they'd gone several yards, she said,
"Thanks, Sojee, for protecting me back there."

Sojee snorted. "L ookslike you didn't need no protectin’. Those assholes who jumped us sure
did, though. They better stay away from me, I'll whup their assesagain." Then shesmiled. "You
nailed that man in the nose. Y ou pretty hot with that can of whup ass, yourself.”

"You hold'em, I'll kick 'em."

EIGHT

"I likeaman in chains."

Thug One, the blond man with the nearly invisble eyebrows, put the lunch tray down just insgde
the door, then did it within chain reach.

Davy was ravenous for lunch. He'd not had breskfast and the involuntary purging of his ssomach
worsened matters. He ate dowly, though. Histhroat was still raw from the bile and he didn't want to
risk repesating this morning's experience—with or without outside help.

After finishing every crumb, he used the bathroom. On the way back the chains started retracting
through thewall again.

Oh, great.

When held been pulled up to thewall again, they came back, the blond Thug Onewho'd
brought breskfast, the brunette who'd killed Brian, and the hook-nosed man with the reddish brown
hair—Thug Two.

What now?

They ignored him. The woman held asmall plastic meter of some kind, with astub antennae.

She waswatching adigita readout closely as she walked across the room. When shewasin the
middle of the room, about three feet out from the foot of Davy's bed, she crouched and began moving



it from sideto sSde. At severa points she made marks on the floor with a felt-tipped pen, then, after
about ten minutes of this, she waved at the other two.

"There. Asmarked."

Thug One held arall of two-inch-wide gaffers tape in fluorescent green. He put long strips of it
on thefloor, forming a square four feet across.

While they were doing this, the woman was working farther out, again, looking closely at the
meter and making marks on the floor. When the men had finished the square, she said, "Y ellow tape
here"

When the men were done, they had ayellow square with truncated corners eight feet outside the
green square. They didn't bother completing thislarger square near Davy or the bed, but when they
were finished, the woman ran her meter around its perimeter both inside and out, then checked the
green square again.

"Right. We're good to go." She handed Thug One the meter and jerked her thumb to the door.

Both of the men went to the door. Thug One turned right before he went through the door and
looked at Davy, then, for thefirst time since entering the room. "Be agood dog,” he said, his mouth
twisted oddly.

When the door was shut again. The woman backed up, outsde the line of yellow tape. Almost
immediately, the chains went dack again and Davy sat down on the edge of the bed, just insdethe
larger square.

"Y oull not be gaying there," shesaid.

"Grest. I'd loveto get out of thisroom."

She shook her head. "Not my meaning.”

"Who areyou, anyway?"

Shedidn't answer him.

"Wil, I might aswell cal you something. Murderer isaccurate, but it just... well it lacks
something. | believel'll cdl you MissMinchin."

The woman looked intrigued, despite hersdf. "And this refersto?

"Miss Minchin's Seminary for Select Young Ladies.” Davy wasn't sure he wanted to get into the
plot of A Little Princess with thiswoman, especidly detailing what acast iron bitch MissMinchin
was. "She liked little boxes, too, and peopleto stay in them.”

"l don't have time for sweet talk. Get in the green square.”

Davy stayed where he was.



She lifted ahand toward the mirror and snapped her fingers.

Davy doubled over, coughing violently. He was nauseated, on the edge of throwing up, his
forehead covered with clammy swest. He pushed off the bed and, bent over, till coughing, shuffled
toward the green square. Almost immediately the coughing and the nausea lessened. When he
stepped over the green tape, the urge to cough and the nausea ceased compl etely.

She went on talking. "Outside the green box, you'll fed it. Just outside the yellow box, you get a
repeat of thismorning'sride. Y ou do remember this morning, don't you?' She looked over at the
empty mop bucket and mop, leaning in the far corner.

Davy wanted to wipe the swest from hisforehead but he forced himsdf to stand there,
unmoving, watching "Miss Minchin” with eyes cold and digtant.

She continued. "Y ou go outside the yellow box and the convulsonswill probably kill you.”
Box isthe right word.

"Do you intend for meto live here? In thisfour-foot square? Are you going to bring the portable
toilet back?"

She shook her head. ™Y our body will let you know when you need to be in the square.”

"If you turn thison while I'm taking ashower, | could crack my skull and die. I'm pretty sureyou
guysdon't want me dead.”

"There are alot worse things than dying, darling. Y ou'll get awarning, sort of like being inthe
ydlow sguare. If you're not in thisbig square,” she indicated the outer yellow boundary, "within two
seconds, it'll be like thismorning and worse. Y ou won't be, ummmm, ‘symptom freg until you're dl
the way insde the green square.”

"Miss Minchin wastheright name."

" redlly must look that up. We're going to leave the zone on for afew more minutes. You figure
out when you can leaveit."

Sheturned. As shewalked away she swung her hips. Davy watched her ass sway from sideto
side. In the doorway she paused, blew akiss, and |et the door swing shut behind her.

Nicelegs.
I'd like to break them.

He stuck his hand over the edge of the green tape. Nothing happened. He sat down and stuck
hisfeet over the edge. Again, nothing happened. Did they already turn it off?

He scooted up to the line. As historso edged over the tape, he coughed lightly and felt amild
wave of nausea. He scooted back again. The coughing and nausea ceased. He lay down on his back
and started inching out of the square, feet first. He didn't fed anything until his upper chest crossed the



line

No surprise there. That's where the scar was, where they'd put the device, whatever it was. He
stood back up insde the square.

He experimented, leaning out into the larger square. His somach heaved and his coughing was
rough but he could walk two thirds of the way to the yellow line before he had to stagger back in
defeat. He thought he could probably push it even further in an emergency, but they were watching
and there was no reason to let them know hislimitations. He believed them about the far edge. The
memory of flopping on thefloor like afreshly caught fish was il srong in hismind.

He was testing the border again when the sensations cut off abruptly—the coughing and nausea
dropped avay—and he staggered. He felt like someone who'd been shoving at a stuck door, when
al of asudden the door is opened from the other side.

He wanted to wash the sweat from his face and rinse his mouth but it took a definite act of will
to step over the yelow line on the way to the bathroom.

Two seconds, hetold himsdf. Two seconds is lots of time.

They started testing him an hour later. He was lying down, reading The Count of Monte Cristo,
when hefdt atingling in histhroat followed dmost immediately by awave of nauseg, thenthe
inevitable cough. Then it opped and he wondered if it was afluke.

Then he doubled over, coughing and throwing up, getting vomit on his sheets and covers. He
scrambled for the end of the bed and the safety of the green square.

Shit! Shit! Shit!
The scrambled voice over the spesker said, " Two seconds—we meant it."

Hefdt like crying when the wave of nausea quit but he couldn't stand the thought of giving them
the pleasure. He stood dowly. He'd gotten vomit on the pants of his scrubs. He ripped the Side seams
open, pulled them off, used the unsoiled section to wipe his mouth, then bundled them up and threw
them into the bathroom.

Hetried the border but felt the telltale tickle in histhroat. He stepped out far enough to snag the
ralling at the end of the bed, coughing heavily, and then dragged it toward him, backing into the safety
zone. He stripped the soiled sheets and threw them into the bathroom as well. The still-clean blanket
he wrapped around hiswait, sarong-style.

Then he dragged the bed farther, until the head wasin the green square, and lay down, his chest
centered over the green square.

Hetried to read, but couldn't concentrate. For awhile, then, he counted dowly to twenty and
turned pages asif he was—a defiant form of meditation. Then he made a show of yawning largely
and, putting the book down, herolled over on his side facing away from the mirror, and pretended to



deep.

Thisisnot going at all well.

He was awakened by movement, disorienting, as he hadn't been aware held fallen adeep. He sat
up in timeto see Thug One backing away, again. Looking around, he found that they'd moved hisbed
back out of the square.

Why? Oh. They can't train me if I'm not out of the square when they turn it on. He hopped
back out of bed, swinging his chains clear automaticaly, and started to drag the bed back.

The blonde shook his head and started back toward him. ™Y ou've got to leave the bed against
thewdl."

Dammit!

Davy jumped, not toward the man, but toward the mirror, to the full extent of the chains. Almost
immediately the chains began redling through the wall, dowly pulling Davy back ashisunseenjailers
reslized he was closer to the door than the blonde was.

Thug One looked frightened and his hand went up to the scab on his cheek, left over from when
Davy had snatched the mask from hisface. He started back toward the door.

Davy jumped, before the chains were pulled up too short, past Thug One, across the man's path
to the door, and braced himsdif.

The chains moved so fast you could hear their passage through the air. They caught Thug One at
the shin, knee, hip, and stomach.

The pull on Davy'swrists and ankles pulled him forward two meters but it threw Thug One
across the room and into the wall with adust-raising crash. The man hung therefor abest, likea
cartoon character, and then he crumpled to the floor. Where held hit the wall the Sheetrock and paint
were caved in.

The dow redling of the chains continued and Davy shuffled back, keeping up with them. He felt
ashamed of himsdlf. Show some control! Don't show them what you can do until you can use it
to get free.

When hewas dl the way up againgt the wall the door opened and they came for Thug One.
They used abackboard and a cervicd collar and they carried him out like he was made of glass.

Davy expected the chainsto loosen again, but they didn't. They were too short for him to reach
the bed, too short, even, for himto lie down. He could st with hisarms hanging in the wrist cuffs, level
with his shoulders. He couldn't reach the bed, or the book, or his Styrofoam drinking cup.

He coughed twice and awave of nausea passed over him. Oh, Jesus! He pulled on the chains
but they were unyielding. He was just outside the yellow line.



It wasthewordt yet and it went on and on and on until he finally passed out.
Hewoke up dumped in apool of vomit and feces, till dangling from the chains.

Miss Minchin was standing there with the mop and the mop bucket. She waswatching him
closdly, her head tilted to one side. "Was that fun?' she asked.

Davy didn't say anything. Histhroat was raw from bile and, even though the device wasn't
activated, he was nausested.

She perggted. "Wasyour little chain trick worth the result?”
Davy looked at her steedlily, doing his best to ignore the fluids and the smdlls.
She sopped amiling. "Don't messwith us. You'l regret it every time."

Davy spit to the Sde, trying to get the taste from his mouth. "Do you know what aspiration
pneumoniais?'

She shrugged. "We've got airway suction, antibiotics, oxygen—hell, we've even got a crash cart
to restart your heart. Y ou won't get out of it that easy.” She threw the mop down before him. "Now
clean up your mess."

Hetook a shower, fird, then, atowel wrapped about his midriff, cleaned the floor. When hed
flushed the water and cleaned the mop and bucket, he took another shower.

He coughed twice, under the shower head, and the wave of nausea began. He didn't bother
trying to run or wak. He jumped and found himsalf stlanding in the square, naked and dripping,
automaticaly bracing to avoid being pulled off balance by the recoiling chains.

Should've at least grabbed the towel.

He had pushed the bed aside, to clean the floor, and it was at the limits of the yellow square, too
much for him to try. Even the thought of reaching for it was enough to make him gag. He did his best
to squeegee the beads of water off his body with his hands, then sat, his knees pulled to hischest to
conserve heat while he dried. He counted dowly to a hundred, then tried the border. The device was

off again.

He went back into the bathroom. There were deep gouges in the door frame and the shower
curtain had ripped edges where the chains had dashed through it. He dried off and walked back out
into the room.

They'd brought him some clean sheetsfor the bed, but they hadn't brought him any new scrubs.
Hed rinsed the worst of the bodily excretions out of the soiled scrubs earlier during hisfirst shower.
Now he held them up before the large mirror.

The computerized voice was Silent.



Likethat, isit?

He washed the scrubsin the tub, in water as hot as he could stand, using the shower gel from the
digpenser on the wal as detergent. When held wrung them out he hung them and the towel acrossthe
rod.

Petty punishments are as nasty as the big ones when they go on and on. He had been
regretting hurting Thug One, but the regret was fading fadt.

His stomach muscles hurt from the prolonged vomiting and coughing, asif held been doing
st-ups. Might aswell do the rest. He spent the next thirty minutes doing mild calisthenicsand
sretches. He did the exercises naked after rejecting the thought of wearing adamp towe or worse, a
blanket toga. If it was good enough for the Greeks...

He couldn't help thinking about the observers behind the glass, or her. I's she watching? He
didn't find that thought at al erotic. At least it kept him honest. He didn't cheat on the number of
push-ups or deep knee bends.

There were severa exercises he regjected when they tugged on his healing scars. On others, it
became clear that the flailing of the chainsinterfered too much. On afew, theweight of chain wasa
help, likeleg lifts.

Near the end of hisworkout, they turned the device back on and he had to move abruptly, three
feet to theright. He pivoted two steps and continued his hamstring stretches inside the square with
hardly amissed beat. After some seated quadriceps stretches he tried the border again. There was no
telltale nausea.

He conddered staying where hewas. They won't stand for that. They can't train meif | don't
fed it. He went to the bathroom and drank water. It felt good on hisraw throat but he couldn't help
but think, if you've got to throw up, might as well make it as innocuous as possible.

His stomach rumbled, hungry again. He wondered if they'd feed him or whether they were il in
punishment mode.

He went back to the bed and picked up the book.

There were no device activations during supper. He was ravenous, but his raw throat made
eating painful. Still, frequent gpplications of ice water alowed him to get the entire med down.

They ill hadn't brought him fresh clothes. Heleft the tray by the door, diding it acrossthe floor
for thelast yard his chainswould not reach. The scrubs held washed were findly dry except for some
dampness at the seams. He folded them nestly and set them on the foot of the bed, then went back to
reading, reclining on the bed.

Fifteen minutes|ater they were at it again, but he found he could stroll, dtill reading, into the
square, even though he was coughing. He started to leave, after the usua minute, but found the field
was gtill on. He sat, cross-legged, on the cold floor, and continued reading. At the end of the chapter



he checked again but the coughing and nausea till waited outside the tape.

His butt became too cold to keep sitting. He put the book down and began some dynamic
dretches, to warm up. Hisabdominals till hurt from the coughing and vomiting, but not as much as
they had earlier. He credited the stretching exercises.

Nicely warm, he checked the border again. Still on. He read some more, standing, checking the
border after every page. Another chapter passed and the field was still on.

Oh, come on!

He did some more stretches. The cold was concentrating water to hiskidneys and he was
beginning to fed it in hisbladder. He thought about peeing on the floor but hed had enough
involvement with bodily fluids dready today.

The bed had been moved into the corner while he was unconscious and it was well outside the
ydlow square. Do they want me to wear clothes? Are they telling me that | shouldn't have
paraded around without something warm on?

Hefroze, suddenly. Maybe they turned it on and just left? Went out for supper. After all,
why should they watch me when they've got this device?

He had amenta image of Miss Minchin and the redheaded Thug Two in some clinic or hospital
vigting the blonde he'd injured, while al the other staff were bowling, ateamin alocal league, their
scrubs and masks their team uniform.

Hetested the border again, but it was till active.

Next time | keep the blanket with me.

He wondered what would happen if he jumped past the yellow zone entirely. Would | get the
two-second warning if | avoided the middle zone? Would that be like when they first turn it on?
Hefrozein place.

He could do alot with two seconds.

He remembered Miss Minchin working the meter acrossthe floor. Sgnal strength. But wasiit
a zone of low or high signal strength? He touched his chest. Does my little friend here "tickle "
me when it getsto a higher signal strength or when it loses it altogether?

Heno longer felt cold at all.

They knew he could teleport. That'swhy they'd grabbed him in thefirst place. So, aborder of a
stronger radio field was right out—unless they could blanket the entire planet, he would dways be
ableto jump past it.

But he couldn't jJump away from this gadget in his chest. That could mean they were

broadcasting some low strength, focused field at the green square. Aslong as the device received this
sgnd a asufficient field strength, it stayed off. Thiswould imply that the yellow zone was an area of



leakage before the field attenuated completely below some detectable limit and the device adjusted its
level of punishment accordingly.

So what are they doing when the deviceis "off? " When | can wander at the limits of my
chain?

Perhaps they broadcast alessfocused signd, one that covered the entire suite, perhapsthe
entire building.

Christ, I hope they've got some sort of battery backup! He pictured a heavy spring
thunderstorm knocking out power lines and him dying an ugly deeth in apool of mixed bodily fluids.

Suddenly he felt the cold again.

He leaned across the green tape.

It was off. Or it'sjust on more.

He put the scrubsin the middle of the green square aong with the blanket from the bed, then
took ahot shower. They waited until he was drying himself before he felt the painfully familiar double
cough. Hewalked briskly out, till toweling, and into the square.

While he dressed, he thought about the warning—the brief spate of nauseaand the coughing.
Weasit the device's reaction to no radio field or were they doing abrief dip in broadcast strength of

thelarger field, then waiting two seconds before turning it off?

If it was an automatic feature, it gave him some latitude—if he could get out of these chains. For
someone like Davy, alot could be accomplished in two seconds.

He wanted to experiment, to test the limits, but he aso wanted to do it without an audience. He
did not want them to know what he was and wasn't capable of.

He checked the border. 1t was ill on. Hewas still "in the box." He stepped back to the center
of the square.

The copy of The Count of Monte Cristo was il lying on the bed, beyond the yellow border.
If histheory wasright, it should bein the zone of no signdl.

They were working up to away to control him without chains. Like the NSA, they wanted to
use his ahilities, but they couldn't do that if they couldn't unchain him. And if he jumped awvay and the
device came onfull force, asif hed forced himself past the yelow line, there was good chance they'd
lose him and his abilities dtogether.

You go outside the yellow box and the convulsions will probably kill you.

Would they? If hewent directly to that zone?

He gritted histeeth and jumped to the Side of the bed. The chains sang through the air and he felt
the warning cough, but only the warning level. He took the book and jumped back. It took dightly



more than a second because he'd paused, by the bed, to fed the effects.

Quickly he checked the line of green tape again. No—they hadn't turned it off (or on, asthe
case may be). The cough and nauseawas still there. He'd been worried the warning cough by the bed
was psychosomati c—expected and therefore experienced.

Heactudly felt like smiling, but hid it, turning away from the mirror and stting on the folded
blanket. He pretended to read for awhile, hismind racing. Had they noticed?

The chains garted redling through the wall and he quailed inwardly. Arethey punishing me
again? He checked the border before the chains dragged him across, but they had turned on the
larger radio field and he felt nothing unpleasant. He strolled with the moving chains and positioned
himsdlf, back to the wdll, asthey pulled up short.

The door opened and Miss Minchin came in. Behind her was amasked man in glasses and
surgica scrubs pushing a cart with acomputer onit. Herolled it to thewal and plugged it in. Whileit
was booting up, he said, "Herésthewand.” He handed Miss Minchin aflat plastic box on the end of
atelephone cord. It was about the size of atelevision remote control. The other end of the cord was
plugged into the back of the computer.

Sheexamined it closdy. "L eft Sde, yeah?”

"Yes. I'll need another moment, to finish booting.”

That the man spoke surprised Davy. Until he/d unmasked the blonde and redhead, dl the staff
had kept quiet in his presence, using the voice scrambler to communicate. Maybe the staff didn't care
anymore. Maybe they think they've achieved enough control over me so it no longer matters.

Miss Minchin walked dowly toward Davy, tapping the box againgt her outer thigh with each
step. When she was a meter short of Davy, she stopped and looked back over her shoulder, toward
the technician.

Hewas ill watching the screen. "Oh... kay. We're up.”

She reached out with the "wand" and Davy flinched.

"Relax, little boy. If Mamawanted to spank, she could've done it from the other room—uwith a
button.” She rested the flat Side of the box over Davy's |eft pectora—where the newly formed scar
was. "How'sthis," she asked.

The masked man said, "Negotiating... connection established. Right. Give me aminute to upload
the new parameters.”

Miss Minchin smiled, her eyeson Davy. "Takeyour time. | likeamanin chains." Shetraced her
free forefinger across Davy's collarbone.

Davy looked at her and said earnestly, "1'm going to throw up.”

Miss Minchin stepped back dightly looking darmed, then said over her shoulder, " Should he be



feding anything?'
Thetechnician said, "Nothing from the device."
Davy sad, "Right. It's not the device that's nauseating me."
Miss Minchin chuckled softly. ™Y ou are such atease.”

Davy wondered if he pulled her hair out of itsbun if her brainswould drop out on the floor. It
was athought.

The man a the computer shook his head. He was watching the computer monitor. "Oh... kay.
I've changed the parameters. Let me run a checksum to verify the upload and welll be done.” He
clicked afew more keys, shifted the mouse. "And... there. Confirmed." He accepted the paddle back
from Miss Minchin and stowed it while the computer shut down, then unplugged the unit from the
wall. While he was coiling the power cord he said, "Y ou should tel him."

Miss Minchin shrugged, till watching Davy.
"Tel mewhat," Davy findly sad.

Miss Minchin pointed at the yellow line. "Weve shortened the grace period before it activates.
It'salot shorter now. | wouldn't take any chancesif | were you. No more experiments, right?"

Davy pictured dropping her into the quarry pool near hishome in West Texas. At thistime of
year the water was anice chilly fifty-five degrees. The temperature wouldn't kill her since she could
get out pretty quickly, but the impact after the sixty foot drop would be severe and sheld be pretty
miserable until her dothing dried.

"What's so funny?" she asked.

He blanked hisface. He hadn't redized he was amiling.

"No, redly. | could useagood laugh.”

He shook his head.

She shrugged and vamped across the room, holding the door while the technician pushed the
cart out. "Segp well," she said and let the door swing shut behind her.

Hedidn't.

Before breskfagt, they'd put him "in the box" over twenty times. Helost track sometime after
number eighteen.

Hetried to deep in the green zone, curling up with the blanket and pillow on the floor, but they
reded in the chainswhen he did that, pulling him out. He was afraid they'd leave the chains short and
turn off thefield, arepesat of hislast punishment, so for the rest of the activations he stood near the
green line swaying in and out of thefield until it went off, then sumbled back to bed.



By the end of the night, he wasn't sure if he was actually waking up during each incident. Not
that this earned him more rest—it felt like some continuous nightmare.

They left him aone while he ate breskfast, but they started up again when he was showering,
leaving him lathered, dripping, and naked in the middle of the green zone. They kept him there atoken
thirty seconds before he was able to go back and finish. Once dry, it was on again, off again, right
through lunch.

He dwaysjumped to the square. He didn't want to take any chances with the newly shortened
grace period. Or, to be specific, hisbody didn't want to. He tried more than once to stroll
nonchalantly back to the square, but it was dwaystoo hard, and he'd flinch before he could complete
the wak, and then held find himsdf stlanding in the square, bracing from the recoail of the chains.

Operant conditioning. A reflexive response.

Just what they want.

NINE

" I've gtill got blood on my boots!"

The Burro wasin acluster of other restaurants at the corner of Pennsylvania, whereit angled
through the intersection of Twentieth and | Street Northwest. The family Ruiz and Porfiro was Sitting
acrossthe sreet in asmal triangular park.

Sojee waved to them. "Get in linefor atable,” shesad. "I'll fetch them over.”

Millie obediently joined the smal group waiting outside the door. The couple beside her said,
"They're taking names," so she stuck her head in and told a harassed young man "Six, please.
Non-smoking."

"Right." He stared at her like she was completely insane but she could tell severa people were
ready to leave and that tables would be opening up soon. "What name?' he asked.

"Rice" hesad.

“I'll cdll you."

She went back outside. The group was moving across the street with Sojee on one side of the
stocky, mustached Porfiro and the Ruizes on the other. The children, two girlsin parochia school

uniforms, were clinging to their mother, who wastrying to get them to walk faster before the light
changed.

When they reached the curb, Sojee came ahead and said, quietly, "Kids are scared of me—of
my facid twitches"



Millie shook her head and spontaneoudy hugged the woman. " That's gotta be hard.”

Sojee looked surprised and her eyes were suspicioudy bright when Millielet go. "1 just wanted
you to know why they werefreakin'. Maybe | should wait out here."

Millie shook her head dightly. "No." She turned to Porfiro, just coming up. "Hédlo, Porfiro, I'm
Millie," she said, holding out her hand.

"Thought 0," he said, smiling. He shook her hand and then introduced the Ruizes. "Thisis
Sefiora Ruiz and her daughters Juanitaand Nuk."

Juanita, the older of the two, had lustrous dark hair and dark brown eyes. Thetwo girls facia
sructure and eyes were identical, but Nuk's skin was much lighter, and she had pale straw blond hair.

Albino. Milliesmiled and said, "Hola. j Con mucho gusto! Me llamo Millie™

The children hid behind their mother who nodded dightly and said, " ¢ Que sofiaste?"
Milliewrinkled her brow and glanced &t Porfiro. "I'm afraid my Spanish isn't very good.”
"It means—well, it'sagreeting where they come from,” the man said.

"Ah." She wanted to scream at them, What do you know about Davy! She took a sudden
shuddering breath of air, exhaed, and tried to smile again at the girls, who were peeping out from
behind their mother's dress.

She thanked them for coming. " Gracias por venir." She groped for more words. She'd about
reached the end of her Spanish from her stay in Costa Rica. "Yo realmente aprecio su ayuda.” |
really appreciate your help. Millie saw understanding in the woman's eyes, and pain. This woman
needed help once, she decided, and didn't get it.

"Rice—party of 9x!"

She gestured for Sefiora Ruiz and her children to precede her. "Vayamos." She rubbed her
stomach. "Tengo hambre." She pulled Porfiro asde and said quietly, "What happened to their
father?'

Porfiro glanced ahead at the woman and her children before looking back at Millie. He made an
abbreviated motion, histhumb across histhroat, then whispered, "With most of their village. Taken.
No bodies found—blood everywhere. Shetook the girlsinto the rain forest when the first truck pulled
into thevillage." His mouth twisted. " Sheld had adream.”

Millie stared for a second, then nodded. They caught up with the others. Two older men were
arguing with the receptioni<t. "Weve been here longer than they have!™

The young man was patiently explaining, "We have large tablesand smdl tables. A largetable
opened up. I'll have atable for two in just aminute, swear to God." When hewasingde, and leading
them to their table, Millie heard him muiter to himsdlf, "What an A-two hundred.”



Their table was alargish corner booth with bench seats on three sides. Millie did in and took the
far sde, which put the girls on one side with their mother at the end, and Porfiro and Sojee on the
other sde.

With Porfiro'strandation skillsthey got the drink order in fairly quickly. After the waiter |eft,
Millie asked, "I understand you saw my husband." She took one of the photocopied pictures from her
purse and unfolded it.

Sefiora Ruiz looked briefly at the picture and then at the girlswho became excited.

"S, s, nuestro angdl en la noche!" said Juanita.

Porfiro trandated, "Their angd inthe night.”

" ¢Por gué llamelo eso?" she asked, surprising herself. The Spanish was coming back. Why
call himthat?

"El apareci6 fuera nada,” said Nuk.

"Out of nothing, you say." Millie blinked. "When was—¢Cuando? ¢Qué dia?"

SefioraRuiz said, " Cinco de Marza. Cerca de medianoche.” Shelooked &t Porfiro.

"Y es. They moved into the building the next day—the sixth.”

Thevery night. Thevery time.

Thedrinksarrived and Millie forced hersdlf to be ill, to wait, which was tested even more
when the waiter wanted to take their food order. She ground her teeth and insisted the family Ruiz

order anything they wanted, no matter the cost.

When thewaiter had findly departed she fixed her eyes on SefioraRuiz. "' ¢ Qué usted vio?"
What did you see?

"Nada. No estaba alli. Eran." Shetilted her head to her girls.

You weren't there? Shetook a deep breath and tried to find that utterly calm, non-threatening
place she sought when she did family therapy. She stacked her hands one upon the other, then
lowered her head until her chin rested on the back of the hands and her eyes were on the same level
asthechildren's. " ¢ Qué vieron ustedes?"

She depended on Porfiro to trandate. She couldn't understand what they were saying half the
time and even Porfiro had to clarify saverd times, asking Sefiora Ruiz the meaning of aphrase. Millie
was sure severd of the phrasesthe girls used were not Spanish.

The story, told mostly by Juanita, started, "We couldn't deep. It had been raining and thefire
escape was dripping on our box, our refrigerator carton, bap, bap, bap. No one was there and then
hewasthere, like hefdl from the sky or grew out of the ground. Nuk gasped and he heard.”



"Juanitamadethe noise.”

"Nuk did."

"Juanita"

"Nuk."

Milliesmiled. "No importante. ¢Y entonces?"

"Hetaked to usin English but we didn't answer. He bent down and light came out of hisfingers.
Helooked at us but he stayed back. He talked to us in Spanish. He wanted to know where our
parents were. Because we're not supposed to talk to strangers, | didn't say anything but Nuk did.”

"What aliel | never!"

"Youdid!"

"Did not!"

Milliesad, "What did he learn from whoever it was that talked?"

"That Papa.is disgppeared and Mamaisajanitor. That she works at night. Then he gave usthe
money and told usto hideit. For aplaceto live, he said. | didn't want to take it but Nuk said we
should."

"l never!"

"He gave us his blessing then and he left.”

Millie blinked. "He blessed you?' That didn't sound like Davy. "What were his exact words?"

"Buena suerte.”

"Ah. How did heleave?'

"He waked away. We could hear hisfootsteps down the street. We got out of the box, then,
and hid the money under the loose brick inthe wall of the dley, so no one could take it from us.”

Millie was disgppointed. It was the sort of thing Davy would do—give the kids the money—and
shewas glad to hear the story. There was redly nothing here that would help, though.

"And you didn't see him after that?'

Both girlslooked at each other then back at Millie asif she was being incredibly thick. "When
La Llorona killed hisfriend and took him away, we saw that, too."

Milliejaw dropped and she stared. With amanifest effort she closed her mouth and said, "You
saw that. That's horrible. That's wonderful—don't trand ate that. What did they mean, La Llorona.”



Porfiro said, " The weeping woman. She's the ghost of awoman who drowned her own children
and she takes other children in an effort to replace them. Sometimesthey cal her Bloody Mary.”

"Why did they think it was her? Scratch that. Just ask them to tell me what happened.”

The story continued.

"There were gunshots on the other side of the street and we got out of our box and hid behind
the trash cans, so to stop the bullets better than the cardboard. A man carrying our angd is running up
the street. Others are chasing them. Heis shot in the leg and hefals, spilling our angdl, whose eyes

are open but cannot move.

"The man who is shot reaches into his coat and they shoot him some more. He dropsa
telephone. Heisal over blood.

"Then La Llorona comes. Her empty eyes are dripping black blood and she carries alarge gun.
| was more scared than even the night the paramilitary cameto thevillage. | was afraid that she would
kill our angel but she shoots the other man, ingtead, in the eyes so he won't be ableto find her inthe
afterworld.

"Then the ambulance comes and they put the Angel in and drive away. They |eft the other man
lying onthesdewak.”

Nuk added, "The rain washed hisface."

"The different ambulances and the police came then and before they found us, we took our
deegping bags and the money and ran through the dley.”

"Different ambulances? How werethey different?’

"They didn't havetheangd "

"What? Davy—my angd ?'

"No. Theangd on thedoor. Un angelito."

"Therewas alittle angd painted on the door?"

"es"

"Which door?"

"On the driver's door. Maybe the other door, too, but we did not see.”
"Werethere any other differencesin the ambulance?’

"Maybe the words on the side but they weren't Espariol. | don't know."

"The colors were the same?"



"Y es. White with an orange stripe." Juanitadrew ahorizonta line with her finger. "The snake on
the gtick intheblue..." She dipped her finger in her lemonade and sketched the EMS Star of Life, an
X with avertical linethrough it on the tabletop. "...como un asterisco.”

A waiter and waitress appeared bearing trays and Millie sat back as their food was presented
with the sandard mantra: "' Careful—the plate is very hot.”

Millie was egting the fish tacos, grilled mahi-mahi filets wrapped in a soft corn tortillaand topped
with lime-cumin daw and sdsafresca The Ruizeswere having carnitas burritos.

Porfiro said, "They don't eat mesat very often. It'san exotic luxury for them—they lived near a
lake and occasiondly would get fish and they kept chickensfor eggs. Usudly it's beans and corn. Or
sometimes they would eat venison to keep from losing their crops.”

Millie felt confused and must have looked it, too, for Porfiro said, "If they don't kill the deer, the
deer would et their crop. And oncekilled..."

"Ah. ¢Esta bueno?" Millie asked, indicating the food.
"1 S!" said Sefiora Ruiz. She gestured with her fingers, for Millieto try some.

Millie cut a section of her fish taco, transferred it to the edge of the woman's plate, then cut a
small chunk off the uneaten end of Sefiora Ruiz's burrito and popped it in her mouth.

She shook her fingersand said, " j Delicioso! Muy sabroso.”

SefioraRuiz smiled shyly, then her expression became serious. She began talking again,
gesturing to Porfiro to trandate for her. "1 am glad you have money becauseit is hard for awoman
when her man disappears, but | would understand if you would like the money back that your man
gave us. When they took our village we had nothing—they took even the chickens—and it was very
hard."

Millie held up her hands. "Yo no quiero dinero. Tengo bastantes.” Her Spanish failed her and
she said to Porfiro, "Tdl her I'm just trying to find my husband.”

Sefiora Ruiz nodded vigorously when Porfiro trand ated.

"1 know what that islike, too. | hope God will return him to you. Since you have money, itisto
be hoped that they will ransom him. Alas, in our case, they only wanted our land, and if | hadn't gone
into the jungle, we would be dead, too."

"Why did you come here—to Washington? Was there no place in Chigpas?'

Sefiora Ruiz tilted her head to one Side, considering. She said something that Porfiro trandated
as, "l gotomy family in Naha" Then she said something that he didn't understand & al. She
rephrased it and he said, "God wanted her to come herefirst. On theway." He shrugged.

Then she said something to Porfiro that caused him to look uncertain, but she repested it. It was
the phrase she'd used when they'd been introduced, ¢Que sofaste?



Porfiro said, " She asks, what did you dream? It isthe way her people greet each other." He
fingered something below his neck, under thefabric of hisshirt. Almost reluctantly he added, "They
believe dreams are about what has happened or will happen.”

He doesn't like this. She saw the gleam of asilver chain around his neck. A crucifix?

She thought about some polite evasion, awhite lie denying any dreams. She hadn't dept well a
al ancethenight Davy left. With Sojee in the room with her the previous evening, someone who
wasn't Davy, she'd tossed and turned most of the night.

Stll, there was that weird sequence just before the dawn and she wanted to give them something
back, something for the clues they'd given her.

"1 had trouble faling adeep, but when | did | dreamed the same thing. | wastrying to deep but
every timel rolled over to get comfortable, | would land on apin. It would poke me and I'd throw it

out of the bed, but the bed was full of them, and | didn't get to deep until | laid ared bedspread over
them.”

Porfiro trandated for her and Sefiora Ruiz questioned the man about his choice of certain words,
narrowing the meaning to more specific choices. Shelooked back a Millie and asked another
question.

"What color isyour bedspread—the rea one?”'

"At the hotel ? Green, with yellow orchids.”

Sefiora Ruiz nodded, then asked another question.

Porfiro apparently didn't understand and Sefiora Ruiz rephrased it. He turned back to Millieand
said, "She wantsto know your onen, your clan—your totem. She says foreigners often don't know
what their totem is." He made a very abbreviated sign of the cross and touched his shirt again.

Millie blinked. "I have no earthly idea.”

Porfiro trand ated this and Sefiora Ruiz nodded and began talking again.

"She saysto interpret your dream it would help to know. She thinks, from the symbolsin your
dream—the way you present the blood and snakes, that you are afemale spider monkey, which
makes you adistant relative of her clan.”

"What snakes? What blood?"

He asked Sefiora Ruiz, then trand ated the explanation. "The pins. Thorns, pins, needles, arope
areal symbols of snakes. The red blanket isblood.”

Millie shuddered. Shefelt the queasy fascination of arationa person for the supernaturd. |
know there are thingsin thisworld | can't explain. Look at Davy.

"Doesthis predict the future?'



Porfiro checked. " She saysit warns. A bad thing can be avoided through advance noticein a
dream. It isn't unchangesble. | told you of her going into the jungle when the paramilitaries came? The
night before she had adream.”

SefioraRuiz talked again and Porfiro resumed histrandation. "If you're of the monkey onen, she
thinks your dream tells of danger coming at night, when you would deep, adanger waiting for you.”

Cons dering the events of the day, thiswasn't the most unlikely thing shed ever heard. Gravely
she asked "What does she suggest”?’

"Do not deep in that bed tonight. Go somewherese.”

Millie sent Porfiro and the family Ruiz homein acab, paying the driver in advance.

Just before they drove away, Sefiora Ruiz had said, "Ki'wenen tech. Ki'i ba' willik." Millie,
puzzled, looked at Porfiro, who shrugged. Sefiora Ruiz, seeing their confusion, said, " Tenga cuidado
para el qué suefa."

Porfiro made the sign of the cross, then trandated, "Be careful of what you dream.”

Millie stared after the cab long after it had turned out of sight.

Sojee sad, "Y ou off your meds?!

Millie shook hersdf. "Not on meds. Just distracted. Wondering, redly.”

Sojee looked around, her head twisting and turning. She grumbled, "It's bad enough being a
paranoid schizophrenic without having actud people following you around and attacking you."

Millie turned west and began walking up the sdewak. Sojeefdl into step with her but looked
over her shoulder often. The streets were busy both with cars and pedestrians.

Sojee said abruptly, "1've been asked to check back into . Elizabeth's. | guess Hinkley misses
rreII

"Why? Do they want to treat your schizophrenia?'

"No. My psychiatrist got me aplace in adrug study to treat my twitches. They're—" She
switched to an exaggerated pompous academic voice. "—checking the efficacy of acombination
regime of vitamin B-6 and tetrabenazine in the treatment of tardive dyskinesaand other hyperkinetic
involuntary movements of the face." A man came out of adoorway and Sojee jumped, but he turned
and walked east, the opposite direction.

Millie patted Sojee's arm. "When do they want you to check in?'

"They want me tonight or tomorrow."



"Ah. Do you want to?"
"Well, | wasn't too thrilled about it."

Millieraised her eyebrows. "Is there a chance of worsened effects? Dystonia?’ Tardive Dystonia
would expand her involuntary movements from her face to the rest of her body.

"Nah—and what side effects they've seen are controlled by reducing the dosage. Tetrabenazine
seems pretty safe that way, but it's the hope/disappointment thing.”

"If you don't try it, it won't not work."

Sojee nodded. "Y eah, but frankly it'slooking better and better, now."

"To get off the Street? Or to get away from my enemies?”

Sojee looked around again. "Well—you spend anight in ared bed, a safe bed, and it ruinsyou
for awhile. Makesit hard to stay up dl night. Even in the shelters you've got people trying to stedl
your stuff or fed you up. Y ou may be warm but you don't redlly want to deep.” Therewasaloud
bang down an dley and she jumped.

Millielooked, but it was only adoor flung open by someone carrying out garbage.

Sojee was holding her hand to her chest. "All right. I'm nervous about those guys who jumped
us, too. Especialy after hearing about Bloody Mary and your dreams.”

"Ah. Not your usud story, wasit?"'

Millies cdll phone rang and she fumbled it to her ear. "Y es?’

"Wed liketo meet." It was Anders.

"Hold onaminute." Shelooked at Sojee. "Would you liketo go to St. Elizabeth's tonight?*
Sojee nodded.

Millie talked into the phone. "Ms. Johnson needsto go to St. Elizabeth's. | thought I'd take her in
acab, then | could meset you?'

"All right,” said Anders. "Curtiswill pick you up whereyou are. Just keep walking until you see
him coming down your side of the street, then flag him."

Millie looked down the Street at the cars, dim shadows behind glaring headlights. "It's quite dark
now. Itl be hard to identify the right cab."

"His off-duty light will be on but hell blink it, then switch over to on-duty as he nearsyou."”

"All right. Please makeit s0."



After they dropped Sojee at St. Elizabeth's, Curtistook the white cab in along circuitous route
out past the Nationa Zoo and then back again, toward the Mall. Millie closed her eyesand tried to
rest. At least he wasn't whipping around traffic circlesagain and again.

Eventually they ended up at the Willard Inter-Continental Hotel. He pulled up to the side
entrance and said, "They'rein the Round Robin Bar."

"No tags?'

He snorted. "Puh-lease.”

Shefelt saverely underdressed as she threaded through the columns and furniture of the lobby
with its elaborately carved cellings and mosaic floors. She found Anders and another man sitting at a
corner table of the bar where, asmal placard informed her, Henry Clay introduced the Mint Julep to
Washington in the 1820s. Both men stood when she came in. Anders pulled out achair for her.

"Ms. Harrison-Rice, thisis Dr. Henri Gautreau.”

A waitress gpproached in atuxedo shirt, cummerbund, black tie, and miniskirt.

Milliewaited until her pencil was poised before saying, " Glenlivet, double.”

Dr. Gautreau said, "Another Sam Adams." He had avery dight French accent.

Anderssad, "I'll switch to coffee" When the waitress was gone he looked a Millie and raised
his eyebrows. "A double?’

"I've had ahard day. You should know exactly how hard." Shelooked down at her feet. "I've
still got blood on my boots!”

His glance flickered sidewaysto Dr. Gautreau. He held up his hands. "Acknowledged. It'sjust
not over, you know."

[t? The day, or the whole mess? "Then you'll have to keep me safe, while I'm ‘impaired.’ " She
turned to Dr. Gautreau and said brightly, "And what is Dr. Gautreau, when heis a home?"

Hesamiled. "I'm an anthropologig.”

Anders added. "It was quite a coincidence, really. Our Mexico analyst pool has a couple of
indigenous language experts but none of them knew more than afew words of Lacandon. Dr.
Gautreau was attending a symposium at the Smithsonian this week.”

Millie's eyebrows raised. "The Ruizes? When they weren't speaking Spanish?’

Dr. Gautreau nodded. He was dressed in arumpled suit and histie had clearly been removed

earlie—bunched, it stuck out of the breast pocket of his jacket like a distempered cabbage. He had
atightly trimmed beard and long, wild hair pulled back from hisface by aknotted piece of



Guatemdan cloth.

"l hope | am ableto help. | would not, though, if | hadn't been assured that Sefiora Ruiz and her
family weren't the subjects of thisinvestigation, but only witnesses."

"That's certainly my understanding, Professor.” Shelooked a Anders. "The FBI isn't going to
turn them over to the INS are they, because of their immigration status?'

Anders shook his head. "The FBI doesn't know about the Ruizes. They're helping us, but we're
not giving them accessto our raw ELINT."

Millie frowned and opened her mouth to spesk.

He held up hishand. "Don't worry. Weve already passed the datum about the angel on the
ambulance door and they're scrambling. But they don't know about the Ruizes per se. Well passal
the useful info.”

Millie subsided. That had been her concern.

Dr. Gautreau frowned. "There are less than five hundred of her peoplein existence. Beforel
leave here, I'm going to offer to take them back with me."

"Wasthat five hundred before or after her village was wiped out?'

"Both. Sefiora Ruiz's second husband wasn't Hack Winik, but Nahuat. It was a Nahuat village
that was destroyed when she fled.”

"How do you know this?'

"l divide my time between the Museum of Anthropology in Mexico City and Chigpas. It'swhere
I live. I'm painfully aware of each and every known atrocity in Chigpas. I've also met Nuk before.”

"Her youngest daughter, the albino?'

"No. Nuk isaso SeforaRuiz'sfirst name. She originaly came from Naha, the northern
Lacandon community.”

Millielooked at Anders. "Just how much of the conversation did you record?’

"Therewere afew words|ost to ambient noises. Dishes on the table. Other diners. Not many.
Signd processing is, after al, what we do.”

"So what were the Ruizes saying, when they spokein Lo—L acandon?'
"Yes. Or, Hach Winik iswhet they would call it."
Thewaitress brought their drinks and Gautreau waited until she was gone before saying, "What

was redly interesting to me was the differences between what they said and what your trandator
sid.”



"He wasn't trandating them correctly? Deliberately?"

"Oh, no—not ddiberately. Mogt of it ssemsto be religious bias. For instance, every time he said
God, Sefiora Ruiz or her daughters had either named a particular Lacandon god or said gods. The
trand ator—Porfiro?—kept suggesting La Madonna for anything feminine, but she wouldn't haveit,
and hejudt fell back on God, findly."

"Was that during the interchange when she said that D.C. was on the way to Naha?"

"Yes. What shereally said wasthat in aseries of dreamsit was reveded that she couldn't go
home unless she came herefirgt. That al her other choices were bad. She dso said that now she
could go home." He shook his head. "Obvioudy, thisiswhere I'm meant to comein.” Hisexpression
was matter-of-fact.

"Like she knew you'd help her home?' Anders snorted. "That's pushing things, isn't it?"

Millie stared at Dr. Gautreau, bemused. She pursed her lips, then said to Anders, "You're the
onewho said 'it's quite a coincidence, redly.' "

Dr. Gautreau just smiled and sipped his beer.

Millie turned back to the anthropologi<t. "I heard them actudly say La Llorona. Porfiro didn't
make that up, right?"

"Yes, and no. Thegirlssuggested La Llorona but first they suggested U Na'il Kisin, thewife of
the god of death and earthquakes." He laughed. " At another point, their mother even suggested that
their journey to D.C. was due to the intervention of Hesuklitos, but Porfiro didn't recognize thet thisis
actudly theinclusion of Jesus Christ in the Lacandon pantheon. They consder Christ the son of
Akyantho, the god of foreigners, and therefore avery minor deity.” He shrugged. "They're quite
open minded about other religions. Almost the Unitarians of Mesoamerica”

Thisisall very well but... Shetook alarge swallow of her Scotch, dmost grateful for the
burning sensation in her throat. "Is there anything they said, that we don't know, that will help uslocate
my husband?'

"Hmmm. I'm not sureif I'm the best judge of that. There were severd thingsthey did say that
didn't get trandated or weren't trandated correctly. There was a speculation that your husband was
actudly one of the assstantsto the rain god, Mensabak, who are the Hahanak'uh or "Water House
Gods" In particular, they were thinking he might be X&méan, who aso represents north. The
Hahanak'uh create thunder when Kisin exposes his buttocks to them, making them angry.” He
frowned. "I've been around the Lacandon for fifteen years but I've never heard them talk about a
living person thisway."

Anderslifted hishead. "They'rejust children, after dl."

Dr. Gautreau looked at Anderswith aleve, skeptical gaze. Findly he said, "In fifteen years|'ve
talked to alot of Lacandon children, too. It's still unusud to me"

Millie shook her head. If you only knew. "Kisin? Isthat the god they thought the woman was?



La Llorona?"

"Her husband. To the Lacandon, the gods are like people. They have spouses and children and
one parent, K'akoch, who made the flower that al the other gods were born from, and doesn't care
at dl about the affairs of humans. They are subject to alot of the same congtraints, too, that people
ae"

Helooked at the outspread fingers of his hand. "Hmm. There was an additiona description of
La Llorona aspossibly being N'ail Akyantho', the wife of the god of foreigners, but they rejected it
immediately. The Lacandon describe Akyantho' asalight-skinned man carrying agun, asforeigners
carry agun, so it was probably her wegpon that made them consider this."

That reminded Millie of something the children had said. "They said her eyeswere bleeding
black, or at least Porfiro trandated it like that. Do you have atake on that?'

Dr. Gautreau pursed hislips. "Thekids pretty much said just that. It was raining though.
Mascara?' Hetraced hisfingersdown hisface like tears.

Il%hwsll

Anderssaid, "She's probably the fake waitress from Interrobang—the one who drugged him.
The description was of ayoung woman with heavy makeup. Wetried to do a composite, but the
different witnesses came up with wildly varying images. Lots of makeup, though. Thet they did agree

upon.”

"Ah. Isthere anything in the description of the ambulance that didn't get trandated? Or the
people.”

He shrugged. "The facts are pretty much dl there. The interpretations that the Ruizes gaveit
were quite different.”

Millietook thelast of her Scotch and swirled it in the glass before swallowing it. She was Sarting
to fed the dcohol now, aglow in the somach and arelaxation in the shoulders. "1 wonder,” she
posited, "if | should ask Sefiora Ruiz whereto find Davy?'

Dr. Gautreau shook hishead. "It doesn't work like that. Ninety-nine percent of al Lacandon
dream interpretations are, uh, negative—not informationa. The depiction of danger, sickness, or bad
luck to come. As Porfiro and Sefiora Ruiz said, it's not fixed. Forewarned isforearmed, but finding
things or peopleisnot part of the tradition. When she left you, she said, 'Sleep well you. Be careful
what you see’ Dream, in other words. It's the traditiona goodnight, but it showswhat they think
about predictions. Not only can dreams of trouble help you avoid it, but there's an implication that
controlling what you dream aso keeps you from trouble.”

"Shedid tell me not to deep in my room tonight.”

"1 was once warned by aHach Winik not to travel to a particular village because of adream |
had. Because it was late in the day, | stayed with my hosts overnight. The next day, when | drove that
road, bodies were everywhere. There had been a battle between the paramilitaries and the EZLN."
Dr. Gautreau tilted his head down and looked a Millieintently. "If she had said that to me, | would



change hotdsimmediately."

Anderslooked uncomfortable. "I don't believe in dream warnings, but it might not be such abad
Ideq, after dl. Especidly consdering Mr. Padgett is il at large and—" he looked down "—the blood
on your boots."

TEN

" Tantrums, you know."

Therewere four blank end pagesin the last sgnature of The Count of Monte Cristo. Davy tore
them out carefully, under the coversin the middle of the night. Initialy, he hid themin hispillow case,
but in the morning he dipped them, folded in tight creases, next to theroller of the toilet paper
dispenser insde the cardboard tube.

Hewanted a pen or apencil, but if worse came to worst, he could improvise something using
food or, he shuddered, other substances held been seeing too much of lately.

What he wanted, redlly, wasto send amessage to Millie.
Dearest Millie. Have been kidnapped and wired for electricity. Hope you are well. Davy.
Helaughed to himsdlf, but felt his eyes sting suddenly and took a shuddering breath. Too close?

He'd been avoiding even the thought of Millie. If he even started thinking about her, there were
too many thingsto worry about.

Did she get out of the Aerie safely? Does she have any idea what happened in D.C. or did
shejust think | abandoned her after our fight? If she did find out about my kidnapping does
sherealize I'malive? |sthe NSA watching out for her and isthat a good thing? |s she actively
looking for me and, therefore, in danger of being found by these psychopaths?

And that wasthe biggest worry of al.

His hands hurt and he looked down, surprised. Hisfingernails had left aseries of curved lines
acrossthe pams of his hands. He conscioudy relaxed hisfingers, then rubbed at the markswith his
thumbs. Could use some fingernail clippers.

Could use a lot of things.

He shook the chains. Freedom to leave this place. Freedom from observation. Freedom to
go to Millie. Hefdt hishands clenching into fists again and grabbed the chains, instead. He jerked
heavily on them, an up and down motion, and they cracked against thewall, chipping the paint. He
took al four chainsin hishand and jumped ten feet back, gtill facing thewall, to the extent of the
chains reach. The chainsjerked rigid, but did very littleto thewall. Instead, Davy was yanked



forward onto his hands and knees.

Oh! Hefroze, staring at the floor, hammered by a sudden redlization. It wasn't the grief hed
been avoiding by not thinking of Millie, of the things taken and kept away from him.

It'srage.

He jumped to the bathroom door, bracing automaticaly as the chains whipped around and
cracked into the wall. Then to the opposite side, by the bed. Sheetrock cracked and paint chips
dropped to the floor under the impact. The noise was awful.

The noise was wonderful.

Hejumped again, alternating sides, accentuating the effects by timing hislegpsto correspond
with the snusoidal waves running down the chains. Hiswrists and ankles were being wrenched
painfully and he was aware of this, on somelevel, but on another, it didn't matter at all. Sheetrock was
exploding away from the edges of the hole. Entire foot-wide sections were cracked, hanging off by
the thinnest shreds of paper laminate. Sheetrock dust hung in the air, dancing eddies of particles
dirred by thewhipping of stedl linksthrough theair.

And then he was standing in the square, in the green box, histhroat tingling from the aftermath of
thewarning sgndl.

Herocked on hisfest, surprised. He hadn't been conscious of a cough. Hewondered if he'd
mistaken some physical reaction—the dust in the air would make anybody cough—and had jumped
in response, but when he leaned over the green tape, it wasthere. Thetinglein histhroat, theincipient
nausea.

He stepped back to the center of square, blinking, his nose suddenly itching from dl the dust in
the air. He surveyed the damage. The hole from which the chains emerged was three feet high,
exposing upright two-by-four studs and asmaller hole in the Sheetrock on the other side of the studs,
thewal| of the adjacent room. That room was as unlit as ever, but there was enough light coming in
through the newly enlarged hole that Davy had high hopes of actualy seeing what lay beyond when
the field was shut off again. But thewall wasared mess.

Hmmm. They're not going to like this.
They kept him "in the box" for hours. They did not bring him lunch.

Hisfirgt awareness that he was no longer "in the box™ was the computerized voice. "Y ou have
two minutesto use the restroom.”

Hedidn't need telling twice. For the past hour held been considering peeing on the floor. When
held finished, they reded the chainsin through the now larger holein the wall. He crouched and
looked through, keeping to the edge to dlow light through.

It took him aminute for hiseyesto adjust. It was asmal room with abed and dresser stacked
againgt onewall, crowded, asif they'd been pushed out of the way to make room for the large
drummed marine e ectric winch that had been bolted to the middle of the floor.



The door opened and Davy turned around, suddenly very nervous. Of course, if they wanted
to punish me, they could've just turned off the field.

Miss Minchin led in two men, dressed like maintenance staff, though they did wear the
ubiquitous paper surgical mask, asdid Miss Minchin. She pointed to aspot just insde the yellow
sguare about halfway between the green box and the bathroom door. " About here, | suppose. Make
sure and straddle one of the floor thingies. The beams.” In addition to the masks they were wearing
rubber gloves.

"Thejoig," sad thefirst man, thumping ahaf-inch-thick, foot-square sted plate onto the floor.

"Whatever!" Miss Minchin snapped. More camly she said, "Keep your masks on. Believe me,
you don't want to catch his disease. And keep your toolsin the hdl unlessthey'rein your hand.”

She waked across the floor to Davy and said quietly, for hisearsaone, "I'm going to bein
there—" she pointed at the mirror "—with my hand on the button. Y ou say one word to them and
you'l be puking and coughing al over the place." Then sheleaned forward and added, "And I'll have
to kill them." Shejerked her head minutely back toward the middle of the room. "Got it?!

Davy considered head-butting her in the nose. He took a deep breath and said quietly, "Got it."
He couldn't see her lips smile but he saw it at the corners of her eyes and her cheekbones.

"That's Mamaslittle angd." She turned back to the men and said to the two workmen, "Quick
aspossible. Well be getting you the chainsin amoment.”

She exited the room without looking back.

When the door had shut, the man closest to the door said, "Now thaaaat's what comes from
keepen your dildo in the freeeeezah."”

The other man laughed nervoudy. "Don't. | helped wire thisroom for sound.”

The man grunted. "Ah." He began tapping the various spots on the floor with his hammer until it
made a less hollow sound, then did the plate to that point. "There. Take the other plate
downstairs—I'll drill the holes and drop the bolts through and you can get the nuts on, eh? Then you
can bring the welder when you come back." He tapped thefloor. "And afire extinguisher. Justin

I know that accent. It was an extreme New England accent, only different. I've been where
they speak like that.

The man who stayed behind used along-shafted half-inch drill bit to drill through the floor, using
the corner holes on the plate asaguide. In less than fifteen minutes, they'd bolted the plate to the
floor, presumably anchored to anidentica plate in the celling below. The two ankle chainswere cut
with an abrasive whed in the room behind him, and Miss Minchin came back into the room to pull
them through. They measured the distance from the plate into the bathroom, and then trimmed the
chain back.



One of them took a U-bolt out of his pocket. It had been bent so that the open end was at a
right angle to the closed loop. They threaded last links of the chain onto it and began welding it to the
plate.

Davy coughed. Histhroat tingled. He jumped, even before he thought, but dammed back
againg thewall, his shoulders flaring with pain. He stared wide-eyed at MissMinchin. "Did you turn it
off?"

The two workmen looked up. They hadn't seen him try to jump but they heard the sound of his
back hitting thewall.

Miss Minchin frowned and looked at the mirror.

The computerized voice spoke over the spegker. "It'sthe arc welder. It'sjamming the signd. It'll
bedl right if they keep their arcs under one second.”

"We can do that," said the welder.

"No!" MissMinchin said. " The conditioning will be compromised.” She pulled the welding unit's
plug from thewall socket. "Wait," shetold the welder. "He's got an eectronic prosthesis. Y ou could
kill him." Sheleft theroom at arun.

One second? Is that the new time limit between warning and full-out convulsions?

Miss Minchin came back carrying a plastic box with a short, stubby antennae. She walked right
up to Davy and held it out, toward his chest. Davy started to reach for it and she dapped hishand.
"Hands off, vomit-boy." Sheturned adia and said to thewelder. "Try it."

He tapped the dectrode to the plate and there was aflash, but thistime there was no tingle, no
cough.

Miss Minchin held her thumb up. "L ooks good.”

They started to weld in earnest and the overhead fluorescent lights went off and asmall
emergency light, mounted in the corner, came on.

"Sonofabitch," said the welder.

His partner voice said, "It'sjust the breaker. I'll getit." He left, propping the door open. Distant
sunlight showed dimly inthe hall.

Miss Minchin backed away from Davy and looked at the mirror. "What's the status on the
primary?"

Therewasno reply.

Hmmmm. Are they out over there, too? He stared at the box in Miss Minchin's hands.
"Would | be puking if you didn't have that here?’



Shelooked at him, apparently thinking it over. Findly, sheclicked it off. Therewasnotingle.
"See? The primary is on abattery backup. The green squareis dways safe”

The lights came back on. When the workman came back, he said, "It's athirty amp breaker, but
thereésalot of other equipment on the circuit. Y ou'll have to keep the welding current down.”

"Can't they shut down the other stuff?"

"No," said Miss Minchin. She turned the box back on.

They shrugged and went back to work at the lower setting. It seemed to take forever.

Miss Minchin kept her eyes on Davy, but her hands relaxed a bit and the devicettilted forward
enough that Davy could see the faceplate. It was agray plagtic prototype enclosure of the sort you
could buy at RadioShack. Its only features were the antennag, an LED power indicator, and arotary
switch marked OFF, 2m, 10m, 30m, 100m, and 500m in magic marker. The switch pointed to
500m.

Meters?

They kept pouring water on the plate, to keep the floor from catching on fire. Davy was sorry to
seetheresulting weld looked quite solid.

Miss Minchin turned off the box and put it in the halway.
"WEell just go get the plywood now?' the workman said, haf telling, haf asking.

Miss Minchin nodded. Then, to Davy's surprise, as soon asthey'd |eft she took akey from her
pocket and unlocked the padlocks on hiswrist restraints using the same smdll key.

He eyed the key thoughtfully.

She said, "Don't even think about it. Y ou'd be in convulsions before you could get it into the first
lock."

With the cuffs off, hiswrists showed raw and red, amost scaly. He rubbed them carefully,
resisting the urge to scratch until he bled. Miss Minchin backed away to one side, clear of the chains,
and sad, "In the box."

Hedidn't wait for the warning cough, jumping immediately. He braced, from habit, for the pull of
the chains on hiswrigts, but they weren't there anymore and hefell over backward, hisfeet jerked out
from under him.

Miss Minchin laughed.

Davy sat up gingerly, keeping his face impassive, but he could fed his ears heat up. He checked
the border, out of curiogity. He wasindeed "in the box."

Miss Minchin coiled the now unused chains and wrist restraints, and tossed them through the



hole into the other room. After amoment, the workmen came back with a sheet of haf-inch plywood,
which they fastened to the wall over the broken Sheetrock, anchoring it to the studs with two-inch
SCrews.

"Y ou want usto clean up this stuff, Maam?"' They indicated the broken Sheetrock scattered on
thefloor.

mn NO."
They nodded and | ft.
Miss Minchin tore the mask off her face. She turned to the mirror. "Let him out.”

Davy tested the edge of the field, then stepped out. Hisarmsfelt unnaturally light without the
chains. Still, the chains on hisankles pulled as heavily asever on hislegs. And on my spirit. He
touched the scar on his chest. But thereal chainslie here.

MissMinchin said, "Better seeif you can reach the bathroom."

Hefound that he could st on thetoilet if hislegs were extended. He tried the shower. "I won't
be able to stand in the tub." The chains were too short. They'd measured into the tub but hadn't
accounted for the angle up and down over its edge.

Miss Minchin came to the door and looked. " Take baths. L et your legs hang over the edge.”
She went back to the door. As she went out she said, "It's your own fault. Tantrums, you know."

She hadn't said, "Clean up thismess," but that seemed the implication. On his new shortened
leash, he couldn't walk up to most of the walls but he could reach them. Since they'd removed the
wrist restraints, he could get down on his hands and knees and stretch out to pick up the chunks of
Shestrock.

While he was piling them together he found the screw, one of the two-inch Sheetrock screws
that they'd used to fasten down the plywood. It was up against one of the pieces of Sheetrock and
haf-buried in Sheetrock dust.

He pamed it and continued to clean up. While the mop bucket wasfilling, he used the toile,
then dipped the screw into the toilet paper roll, with his scraps of paper.

Unfortunately, it looked too large to get into the key holes on the padlocks of the ankle
restraints, but he would check, in the night.

They put him in the box ten times before supper, then severd times through the night, on some
random bass. He wondered how they decided. Did a computer program tell them, usng some
random number generator? Or was it scheduled weeks in advance? Or did they just wait until he was
fully adeep, to maximize his confuson and thoroughly disrupt hisrest?

He pictured them behind the mirror. Sometimes he imagined them watching intently, some



savage amilelingering on their lips, laughing each time they sent him to the box, drinking his misery
with eager eyes. His other image was much worse—a man not even watching, bored, reading some
magazine or book, and only reaching out to poke the switch when some timer went off. Then,
glancing briefly through the window to make sure he was actudly in the box, before turning back to
his book. Oh, yeah—and yawning.

This second image chilled him because he thought it more likely. How could someone do thisto
another human without mentaly placing himin the category of “thing” first? Passon implied
involvement. He suspected Miss Minchin of someform of involvement. But the others?

Under the covers, in the night, he tried the screw on the padlocks of the ankle restraints but his
earlier suspicion was correct. It wastoo thick.

It was sharp, though. For one bleak moment he thought about using it to pop hisjugulars, covers
pulled up to his chin. They wouldn't find out until they put him in the box or noticed the blood dripping
under the mattress. It wasn't a serious thought, though.

Not yet.

Of more serious consideration was a bit of surgery, on his chest or lower neck, to seeif he could
disable the device. With a sharp screw, no antiseptics, and no anesthetic. Sounds like fun to me!

He shoved the screw beneath his pillow and turned. A mattress coil cresked as he shifted his
weight.

Hmmm. There are other things that can be torn by a sharp screw.

Hedidn't rip the cloth cover of the mattress. He was pretty sure what he wanted to do would
take alot longer than one night, and he would need to concedl the effort. So, hisfirst sesson he
ettled for paingtakingly opening the bottom seam of his mattress, near the corner next to the wall.
Left alone, the weight of the mattress held it closed. With the fitted bottom sheet in place, it was
undetectable.

Unless they look.
Hel€eft the screw tucked inside the mattress.

An hour later, after two turnsin the box, he resumed hiswork. His goad wasthe wire from acoil
spring—one of the interior coilsto avoid a detectable sag in the edge. It took him the rest of the night
to cut hisway between two border coils and through the pocket of one of theinterior coils. The fabric
didn't rip, even when held started a good hole with the screw. He had to saw, roughly, with the
threads, then tug, then saw some more.

Everything was one-handed, as he had to work without gpparent movement, lying on his
stomach, face buried in the pillow, only one arm over the edge of the bed.

Then they put him in the box and he nearly tore open hisarm pulling it out between the coils as
he jumped. Another time he didn't et go of the screw and nearly dropped it on the floor in the box.
He sat on the floor quickly, back to the mirror, and hid it between the stainless steel band and the



inner padding of hisankle restraints.

By morning, he had the coil completely exposed, but the tops and bottom of the spring were
fastened to the wire frame by crimped meta clips and they eluded hisinitid effortsto wrench it free.

Heleft the screw indde the mattress and gave up for that night. Thistime, he was ready for
deep.

After breakfast, Miss Minchin entered the room. She was dragging a chain that went around the
edge of the door and she carried apair of felt dippers and a heavy bathrobe.

"In the box."

He complied immediately, from choice—not reflex. He wanted to give her animpression of
cooperation for the moment.

Shewalked forward and stopped five feet from the edge. "Lie down—stick your feet out to
I,T.elll

Hedid, keeping his upper chest inside the green tape. She unlocked hiseft ankle restraint but,
instead of removing it, she switched chains, locking the padlock to the new chain that ran out the
door. Then she unlocked the right ankle, but thistime she completely removed the restraint, dropping
it on the floor and leaving the small padlock besideit, till open.

She straightened back up and took a radio from her pocket—not the plastic box she'd had
before, but a scrambled handheld transceiver. "We're ready here. Y ou?"

"Switching on. On," said avoice from theradio.

She did the bathrobe and the dippers across to Davy. "Come on, boy. Walkies."

He scrambled to hisfeet staring &t her.

She walked to the door, then paused. "Well, | suppose you can stay hereif you want."

He threw on the robe and tested the border. They were broadcasting alarger signd, apparently,
for there was no warning tingle at the green tape or the yellow. He pushed hisfeet into the dightly
large dippers and walked forward, coiling the chain as he went.

It felt very odd, going through the door—surprisingly difficult.

He'd been expecting some sort of ingtitutiona setting—some sort of clinic, but the hallway was
clearly not that. It was manorial—old and elegant. Carved or molded accents decorated wainscoted
walls. There were small dark, satin-finished side tables adorned with bowls of fresh flowers. At the far

end of the hall there was an actua window, framed by heavy drapes, where bright sunlight puddied on
the thick carpet and made his eyestear.



The outside.

The chain ran the other direction, awvay from the window, and ended, Davy saw, just down the
hall. A heavy furniture hand-truck stood there and strapped to it was an upright cylinder, oneand a
half feet across and two feet high. He took a step closer and saw that it was concrete cast inaniron
pipe. The end of the chain was secured to a U-bolt projecting from the cement.

Miss Minchin led him toward it. Y oull need to push thisalong.”

Davy eyed it and tried to remember how much concrete weighed per cubic foot. The pipeitself
was at least a hdf-inch in thickness, a sgnificant weight even without the concrete. Hetried to tilt the
dolly back on itswhedls but didn't succeed until he'd braced one foot and leaned far back. Thelittle
plate on the back of the dolly said it was rated to 700 pounds, but the way it creaked, he strongly
suspected it was overloaded. He balanced it carefully, looping the coil of chain he'd been gathering
over hisarm.

If I jumped, | bet it would come with me—all seven hundred pounds. He remembered
moving entire loaded bookshel ves—not huge ones, but weighty enough—and once asmdll
refrigerator when he and Millie had purchased the condo in Stillweter.

And where would | be, then? Flopping on the floor and vomiting? Perhaps going into
cardiac arrest? And when [ try to jump back "in the box" |1 won't have the coordination to
bring the weight with me.

Helooked at Miss Minchin and raised an eyebrow.
She pointed down the hdll, the direction he wasfacing. "There's an eevator.”

They passed adoor on the right and Davy made himsdlf ignoreit. The doorway wasin theright
place to lead to the observation room on the other side of the mirror.

The elevator was on the left, at the end of the hall, wood-paneled doors, wood-paneled interior,
acut glassinsart, asmdl mirror. There was barely room for Miss Minchin, Davy, and the handcart.
Miss Minchin took the opportunity to stand alittle closer than necessary. Davy found his body
reacting to her warmth and scent.

He shuddered.

Remember Cox. Remember she put a bullet in his head and she'd do the same to me if they
ever decide | won't cooper ate.

The elevator controls showed four levels, basement through third. They were gpparently on the
third floor now, for Ms. Minchin had pressed One and they'd passed another floor. They exited into
another, taller halway—grander—opening on a hotel-lobby-szed living room, aparlor, and alarge,
forma dining room with runway table.

Miss Minchin diverted him down asmaller halway, to hisright, and they passed alarge kitchen,
alaundry room with multiple washers, dryers, and a heavy duty commercid ironing station.



Thisis somebody's grand house—a mansion, really.
"Servants day off?'

Miss Minchin didn't respond and he concluded that they'd cleared them out before bringing him
through.

At the end of the smaller hallway there was an exterior door, white with rows and rows of
four-inch beveled glass panes, and beyond that, a porch overlooking awalled expanse of brown
grass bisected by awakway that ran straight acrossto acast iron gate in the far wall. An undulating
border of evergreen plants ran beneath the walls and a dry stone fountain decorated the corner. The
air was cold but the sun was up and the walls blocked what wind there was. Davy took a moment to
tie the robe shut.

"Toyour right,” MissMinchin said, from behind him.

There was awhed chair ramp, running down beside the building, then turning into a
down-doping path that curved through winter-mulched flower beds where the barest tips of early
tulips or irises were poking up through the straw. The hand truck wanted to run away on the dope
and it took al of Davy's concentration to keep it under control. This curving path rgoined the main
walk back near the porch.

Miss Minchin led him to the center of the yard.

"There." Miss Minchin pointed. Someone had dug a hole beside the walk, roughly the size of the
cylinder. She stepped up beside Davy and tilted the hand truck forward. The cylinder bounced down
hard on its base, then fdll forward with athud that could be felt through the ground. Sherolled the
cylinder until its end was over the mouth of the hole, then pushed down with most of her weight, to tip
itoninto thehole.

She had to pull her foot back quickly to avoid getting it caught when the cylinder dropped, but
shemanaged, just intime.

Too bad.
Hesworeat himsdlf. | should've jumped to the Adams Cowley Shock Trauma Center. If any
one place could've kept him dive and figured out what was causing his convulsions, it would be them.

Now, cylinder down in the hole, theréd be no moving it.

Miss Minchin wheeled the hand truck back toward the porch and dropped it on the brown grass
just short of the steps.

Well, maybe | would've survived.
Davy took a deep breath and blinked. The sea? There wasawhiff of sat air and the more
pungent odor of low tide. Asif to confirm it, he heard the cry of asingle seagull, lonely and haunting

solo and raucous in company. He thought back to the workman's accent. Martha's Vineyard?

Or maybe Nantucket? He'd never been on Nantucket but he'd spent severa days bicycling



around Martha's Vineyard once. He didn't stay there, but had jumped daily, right before Memorid
Day. Hed tried it after Memoria Day, too, but it was far too crowded. The accent, once heard, was
unforgettable. He'd heard that the accent on Nantucket was similar, only more so.

And there are mansions.
It would explain al the seafood.

He pushed on the top of the concrete cylinder with histoe. It didn't budgein the dightest, asif it
were part of some massive rock outcropping reaching up from the bones of the earth. He was
puzzled. It would take a crane to get the weight back out of that hole, but its placement looked
ddiberate and long-term. Are they going to leave me out here in the open to graze upon the
grass?

The brick walls enclosing the three sides of the yard joined the corners of the house and were at
least eight feet high. The cast iron gate at the far end had gaps between the bars, but dl he could see
was adistant garage door framed by leafless shrubbery at the end of agravel path. The house, asheld
noticed in the eevator, was three stories above ground, but there were big dormer windows jutting
from the roof, hinting at substantia space in the attic. The basement was clearly evident, too, bothin
the windows peeking above window wells and the stairs opposite the wheel chair ramp, leading down
to adoor under the porch.

His eyeswere dowly getting used to the light, and now helifted his eyesto the sky, bright and
blue and cloud-free. He took a deep breath. There were contrails high overhead and, after a
moment's searching, he spied alower jetliner. Hmm. Bound for Logan? If so, the house was north of
him, and the gateway south. This certainly matched the sun's position.

Unless I'mtotally wrong about where | am.

Miss Minchin was gtting on the porch steps watching him. He decided to ignore her. The chain
alowed him aforty-foot circle that kept him pretty much on the grass, five feet short of thewalls
border shrubbery and twenty feet from the gate and porch.

He shivered. To warm up he walked the perimeter—counterclockwise since hisleft ankle was
congtrained by thechain. I'll wear a groovein the grassif they leave me here long enough. Like
a dog on a chain. He swung hisarms and scuffed his feet as much as possiblein the short grass. A
cirdewould bevigblefromtheair, from satdlite. Like a dog on a chain—and that's what they
would think. He stopped scuffing.

After fifteen minutes of this, Miss Minchin talked into her radio. He heard the Satic and avoice
inreply, but couldn't make out what was said. She stood and came up the walk, halting where the arc
of hiscircle crossed the cement. She tossed something shiny onto the ground and, curious, he
approached.

It was akey, presumably the key to the padlock. He looked at her. She was holding theradio to
her mouth and watching him.

He crouched and took it, still watching her. When she didn't say anything, he moved it toward
the padlock.



"Now," she said, into the radio.

Hefdt thetinglein histhroat and coughed. The key wouldn't go in, but then he turned it one
hundred and eighty degrees and it dipped in, twisted, and the lock popped open. He got it out of the
hasp, pulled the restraint open, and jumped.

Hewasin the box, gasping.

He had tried to go to Adams Cowley. He had pictured Adams Cowley.
He'd ended up here.

The computerized voice said, "Put the manacle on.”

He jumped—not to Adams Cowley, not hometo the Aerie, not to the condo in Stillwater. He
jumped to the hallway, right outsi de the observation room, and opened that door. Even ashe did so,
he coughed and histhroat tingled, but he managed, for one instant, to look at the three men insde the
room, before his body flinched back to the box.

He closed his eyes, trying to eke everything he could out of the one glimpse. Hed seena
darkened room with a counter under the tinted window, a microphone, video monitors, avideo
camera, and three men.

Three startled men, staring back over their shoulders at the open door, their eyeswide open
with surprise. One of them was Thug Two, the red-haired, hook-nosed man, and another was Thug
One, the blonde held thrown against the wall. The blonde was still wearing afoam cervica collar,
souvenir of hislast encounter with Davy. Davy hoped it had hurt when held been compelled to twist
to face the door. He hadn't seen the third man before. He was older, with awhite lab jacket, dark
hair gone mostly gray, glasses, sharp long nose. One of the video monitors had shown the bathroom
tub and toilet and arim of the sink, bright and clear, even though the bathroom light was off and the
door shut.

Darkness will not hide me.

The computerized voice said, "Now! No more tricks. Put the manacle on.”
Davy coughed and fdt thetinglein histhroat.

But I'min the box!

He considered, for the barest instant, not obeying. It would counteract some of the conditioning,
if they sent him into convulsions"inthebox." It would be agrave mistake, on their part.

But he couldn't make himsalf face that—not now.

He crouched and put the padded restraint over his ankle, threaded the padlock shackle onto the
last link of the chain, and put it through the hasp on the restraint. He twisted the padlock shackle into
alignment and pretended to push it shut, using the motion of his handsto rap the body of the padlock
againg the dainless sted of the outer cuff with amuffled click.



Weirder things had happened. They might not check.

Thetingle stopped and he exhaled a breath he hadn't realized he'd been holding. He checked the
border—hewas till "in the box." So he dropped to the floor cross-legged with the unlatched padiock
hidden benegth his calf.

They left him "in the box" for forty-five minutes. Heimagined them talking to Miss Minchin and
plotting anew punishment for him, but now that they'd removed the winch, there was nothing to pull
him physicaly out of the box.

Heimagined them doing it directly, muscle againgt muscle, maybe sending Thug Two in, but they

probably remembered what had happened with Thug One. Davy looked over at the wall—the
depression from the blonde's shoulder and hip were il visible.

Let them come. He wasn't feding that managegble just yet.

Miss Minchin entered the room and he tensed. He could dip off the manacle and jump behind
her, drop her in the pit in west Texas, and be back in the box before the full convulsionskicked in.
But I'd still bein the box at the end of it.

MissMinchin said, "Stick out your foot."
He extended the one without the manacle.

"Ha, bloody ha. The other foot." Sheraised her hand to the mirror, three fingers extended. She
retracted one of them, waited a best, and retracted the other.

Reluctantly, he extended hisfoot.

Shelooked at the open padiock and sighed, then looked meaningfully at the mirror. "Do | have
to do everything!" She gestured at Davy. " Shut the padlock, vomit-boy."

"Shut it yourself." He pulled it from the hasp and tossed it across the room, followed by the
ankle restraint. He stood up.

Hedidn't think he could lose this one. If they went ahead and sent him into convulsions, inthe
sguare, it would counteract the conditioning. He was visudizing the trauma center at Adams Cowley,

ready to jump.

She looked down at the lock and manacle, then back up at him. "Don't messwith me,
vomit-boy. Youll regretit.”

He dapped her in the face, starting the swing before jumping. The impact swung her heed
around. She lashed out but he was dready back in the box, his arm dropping to hisside. The cough
and tingle were momentarily there but fading areedy.

Miss Minchin had dropped back, eyes wide, hands raised, body flinching into some sort of
martia arts stance. Davy's handprint was vivid on her cheek.



"Probably." Regret it, he meant. Davy held his breath, waiting, expecting the warning buzz. It
didn't come. What's a boy got to do?

He jumped, swept her rear foot from behind and was back in the square before she hit the
ground. Sherolled to her feet again, her hand held palm out to the mirror, asif to say, "wait."

He dapped the top of her head, hard, from behind, and she kicked back, cobrafast, but he was
back in the square and she was dancing on one foot, off balance. She turned and reached for the
doorknob but he knocked her spinning away with abody dam.

She scrambled up. Thistime, instead of going for the door, she came a him. He walked toward
her dowly, despite the cough, and, when she committed hersdlf to afront kick, jumped behind her,
reached out and grabbed her collar. Both feet went out from under her and shelanded hard, on her
back.

Thistime, back in the square, he coughed again. An odd mix of dread and relief coursed through
him. He waited—he wanted to bein full convulsions when he arrived, hopefully unableto jump. If he
could survive anywhere, it would be in the Trauma Cente.

He... jumped.

He blinked asthelighting changed and he was on hospitd tile, doubled over, vomiting, coughing,
defecating. His vison was tunneling down but he saw apair of legsin scrubs turn toward him, avoice
saying, "Whet the—"

No!
Hewas back in the box, on dl fours, the vomiting stopped, weak as an infant and soiled like

one. He saw movement out of the corner of hiseye and turned his head just as Miss Minchin kicked
himintheface

ELEVEN

"A cup of tea."

Curtistook her out into the Virginia suburbs and said, "Pick one. I'm pretty sure we're clean and
our escort saysthe same.”

Millie blinked. Escort? She swallowed. "Right.” She didn't waste any time watching for the
watchers. The cab was cruising astrip of hotels and stores. She saw a Comfort Inn with the vacancy
sgn lit beside atwenty-four-hour drugstore. "That one," she said. "Drop me at the drugstore, first.
Need somethings.”

He pulled up. "Use the bug if you need help, or when you're ready,” he said. "WEéll be around.”



"Sure" shesad. If | need anything I'll just talk to my bra.

At the drugstore she picked up atoothbrush, toothpaste, deodorant, and a package of cotton
underwear decorated with cartoon characters. Davy would like these, shethought. Well, he'd like
to take them off... It was one of hisfavoritelines. ™Y ou know, that sweater would look marvelous...
on the bedroom floor."

Shefelt an ache of desire, of longing, of anger. Damn you, Davy. Get your ass back here. |
need to get laid.

She paid cash for her purchases, then cash again at the hotdl, using afase name on the
registration card. When she was in the room, a second floor unit unfortunately closeto theice
mechine, shetried to relax.

The evening before, she'd been unable to deep because Sojee wasin the room. Now, she
wanted Sojee back. Being hunted through the museum and attacked in the streets certainly changed
the tenor of things.

Y esterday her search had been colored with feglings of hopel ess desperation, of asearch
conducted for aneedle lost in alimitless sea. Her motions and efforts had been driven by aneed to be
actudly doing something. Now, when the hopel ess scope of her search had revealed the faintest
narrowing of possibilities, it was dmaost more painful than the previous abject hopel essness.

But the desperation is still there. Shelaughed at hersalf. At least some things remain the
same.

She got into a hot bath, trying to relax as much as she could, but she couldn't come closeto
unwinding until she had climbed out and, dripping, leaned one of the room'stwo chairs againgt the
door to the hallway and the other against the connecting door to the adjacent room. They wouldn't
stop anyone capable of defeating the locks and bolts, but they'd make noise.

Then she sank back in thetiny tub and let the heat work on her neck and upper back muscles.

The second year of their marriage, Davy had taken a six-week massage course. The thought of
his hands on her neck and back brought tears to her eyes. She sank back in the water, to let the tears
wash away, but when she came back up, her nose had started to run. She could reach the toil et
paper, but it disintegrated and stuck to her wet hands, useless.

Shewas gstretching up for the thin hotel towel when she heard a heavy impact and the sound of
splintering wood followed amost immediately by someone swearing and sumbling heavily. She heard
the chair kicked violently forward, crashing against the dresser and then—

It wasn't aconsciousthing. Her heart gave atremendous thud and adrendine surged through
her, and she was Sitting naked on the living room floor in her condo in Oklahomawith asurprising
amount of water soaking the carpet.

Oh. My. God.

She scrambled through the dark room, to her bathroom, in adaze, surprised to find the old



familiar towe s and even Davy'sratty terrycloth bathrobe. She buried her facein it, clutching the robe
like adrowning woman grabbing at alife buoy.

Jumping.

The damn thing was a pain but thank God it was there when she redlly needed it. Not wanted.
She hadn't had time to want. She'd heard the circumstances of Davy'sfirst jumps, but the sheer
emotional force—well, she suspected she understood a bit more, now.

Here, atime zoneto the west and dightly farther south than D.C., bright twilight sill showed
through the blinds, but it was dim in the gpartment. She put her hand on the bathroom light and then
jerked it away, asif it were hot.

They think I'min D.C. but it doesn't mean they're not watching the condo for Davy. And it
didn't have to be whoever snatched Davy and attacked her and Sojee. If the NSA were ill
watching, they might movein thinking her one of the kidnappers or even areturning Davy.

And then they'd know she could jump.

She took a deep breath. She deeply regretted not having her wallet and her cell phone and, most
of al, her glasses, but thank God | was naked. That damn bug didn't suddenly go from D.C. to
Sillwater and report its GPS-determined position.

Her spare glasses werein the top drawer of her side table, though finding them was a matter of
groping and muttered swearing. Findly, wearing them, the room went from adark blur of shadowsto
asharply delineated network of dimly lit outlines. She took the comforter from the bed and wrapped
it around her, bath robe and dl, then sat down on the floor, propped against the wallsin the corner of
her bedroom.

Our bedroom.
Our besieged bedroom.
Shetried to close her eyes momentarily, just to calm her bresthing and the thudding of her heart,

but the dightest distant creak in the building caused her to start and stare frantically at the bal cony and
bedroom doors.

How did they know?

Either they had followed her to the hotel, despite the assurances of Curtis and escort, or Curtis
had reported back and the leak had occurred above him. The timing would work for ether scenario.
Shedidn't want to think that Curtis, himsalf, was the legk, but her current level of paranciawas such
that she couldn't discount the possibility.

I've got to get out of here.
She went to her dresser and pulled whole stacks of underwear, socks, pants, and shirts. She

found Davy's hard-sided suitcase in the hal closet and dumped the clothesin, adding shoes, toiletries,
and Davy's old | eather jacket.



| don't have my keys, | don't have any money.
She looked at the door to the apartment. And I'm not going out that way.
Shetook afirm grip on the suitcase handle and lifted it.

What do | do now? Raise my fist and say, "to the Aerie"? Might as well say, "to the
Batmobile!"

She tried to imagine the shegpskin-strewn rock floor of the cliff dwelling, its dark shadowing
corners, and knotty pine furniture with legs cut to odd lengths on the uneven floor. She willed her sdif

to be there, gritting her teeth asif the clenching of her jaw muscles would push her through space and
time

Shedidn't move.

Dammit! What does a girl have to do—throw herself off the bal cony? Sheturned angrily,
and the suitcase knocked loudly into an end table.

She twisted, looking back toward the door, her heart thudding. Did they hear—
She was standing on cold stone, in the dark interior of the Aerie.

Thisisridiculous.

She madetea

There was just enough water for that and no more, and it was a horrid waste of water when one
isin the middle of amountainous desert. Even the local oasiswas out of her reach—the rappelling
rope was back in the condo.

But teais comforting. Teais soothing.

Of course | don't seemto be able to jump unless I'm scared to death, so maybe soothing
isn't the way | should be going.

It wasn't quite true. She remembered the time, in the Nationa Gdlery, that sheld jumped to
eavesdrop on the Monk—what had Anders called him? Padgett. That time she hadn't been afraid for
her life.

She wandered aimlesdy while the kettle warmed on the propane burner.

But | wasn't thinking about jumping either. That's probably the ticket. It wasaregular
defense among her dients—intdlectudizing. They'd examine a problem with al the sharp focus of
intelligent minds, dissecting and andlyzing everything—anything to avoid an actud feeling. Well,
fedings often hurt, didn't they?



So maybe thisis a feding thing.

Shefdt pretty surethat if she jumped off the ledge outside with adegtination in
mind—somepl ace safe—that sheldd actudly jump.

Shewas dsoterrified at the thought of trying that. What if she didn't jump? Must sherisk her life
every time?

The teakettle began to whistle at the far end of the dwelling and she turned to walk back to
it—then stopped hersdf, well short.

You've got to solve this. Maybe it's not so dramatic as flinching away from death. Maybe
it's as simple as wanting to overhear someone far away or—She licked her lips and looked at the
burner. She'd have to do something quickly or the very last water would boil away.

Maybe it's as simple as wanting a cup of tea.

Shedidn't try to jump. Instead, she thought about the sound the tea kettle made—its piercing
whistle, the frantic vibrations of thousands of bubbles shaking the container, making it rattle dightly on
the burner. She thought about the fed of vapor, the sense of air heavy with moisture, the rich, dmost
tropica dampness when you stood near aboiling kettle. She thought about the smell, the promising
fragrance of adry black pekoe tea bag as you opened the paper envel ope, the wetter, heavier scent
when the boiling water floods the cup and soaks the tea.

And she wasthere, stlanding in front of the burner, twenty feet crossed in the beat of asingle

heart valve. The hairsrose on the back of her neck and she turned off the burner. There's nothing
like a good cup of tea.

She seemed to have got the hang of it.

For the condo in Stillwater it was the vanity in the master bathroom: a potpourri of smellsranging
from perfume to toothpaste to baby powder; the feel of broad Mexican tile on bare, often wet, feet;
the rasp of atoothbrush acrosslips, gum, and incisor.

For the Aerie there was the smell of stone, of old pifion wood smoke, the fedl of thick-napped
sheegpskin wool pressing up between toes, and asense of solidity that the floor in her second floor
condo did not have.

Therewasavisua eement aswell, but it really took more than just picturing aplace. She had to
use other senses, to imagine hersdlf aready at her destination, dready engaged with the environment.

And imagining makes it so.

She made three quick tripsto fill the ceramic cistern, running the water cold from the bath tap
and hoping the condo wasn't bugged for sound.

It was getting easier now that she'd done the sametrip afew times. The scents, the textures, the



colorsweren't being recalled piecemed. Now it was aflicker of sensory memoriesthat abruptly
solidified into the red thing.

Sherefilled the kettle. She hadn't made that cup of teayet and she redly felt she deserved an
entire pot.

It was only fifty-five minutes after sheld fled the D.C. hotd bathtub. She thought about Anders
and the NSA and the FBI.

There was a leak. Either there was a mole or a bug. How else did they find her there? She
couldn't believe it was arandom break-in.

It can't be Anders—he's had all the opportunity in the world to snatch me. But that was as
far as she could be sure,

He'll beworried sick.

She wrapped her arms around herself. The damn kettle was taking forever to boil and the Aerie
was cold. She built afirein thewood stove, bone-dry pine needles, resinous pine cones, split pifion
kindling, and atwisted pifion log atop al. One match and it took easily, bright yellow flames and
crackling ignitions of resin. The heat was pa pable and she crouched down before it, opening Davy's
robeto let it fal on her bare skin until the tea kettle whistled again.

She jumped back to the kettle. It wasless than five long steps away from the fireplace, but she
wanted control of thisthing and felt practice would bringit.

She st the tegpot, warmed, emptied, refilled, and now brewing, near the wood stove. There
was no milk in the place. The last time she'd been stuck here, when Davy had initidly disappeared,
sheld made do with creamer. That wasn't necessary, now, if she could get thisthing under control.
There wasn't any milk in the condo, either. Sheld given the kitchen spoilablesto aneighbor before
flyingto D.C.

Where could she buy milk? What places did she know so intimately that she could jump there?
She looked down &t the terry cloth robe she was wearing. She could think of afew places but none
where she would be comfortable in a bathrobe. Except Mom's kitchen. There's probably milk
there. But her mother had heart trouble. Seeing Millie suddenly appear would probably kill her.

Millie dressed in awarm, long-deeved dress from the hard-sided suitcase and dipped her feet
into apair of flats.

Money was no problem. She went to Davy's chest. Davy Joness Locker, sheéd called it. It was
an antique wooden steamer trunk at the foot of their bed, draped with a spare comforter. The ancient
lock had rusted open long before Davy ever bought it. She pushed the comforter aside and lifted the
lid. It was hdf-full, mostly hundred dollar bills, but therewasasmall tray of "spending
money"—bundles of twenties and tens—on top.

She didn't want to think about it. Last time they'd serioudy checked, there was over two million
dollarsin the chest but the level looked higher now. She took arubber band off of abundle of
ten-dollar billsand used it to pull her tangled, still damp hair back into a ponytail. As an afterthought,



shetook one of the tens and closed the trunk again.
She needed to get the milk before the tea over-steeped.

There was one place, on the corner of Houston and Sullivan streetsin Greenwich Village that
sheknew intimately. Five of their favorite restaurants were in that areaand Davy dways jumped to
the shadowed basement steps of St. Anthony's of Padua Catholic Church. She thought about it, the
dampness of the old limestone, the nearly constant smell of urine—dark doorways had that danger in
New Y ork—with the eclectic mix of exhaust fumes, cooking, tree blossoms, and garbage that was
also New York.

Her ears popped and shejerked in surprise as she found hersalf on the steps, forgetting
momentarily the purpose of her recollection. It was darker than she expected, quite damp, and near
freezing. The traffic on Houston was still heavy, but remote, distanced by wet fog.

Directly acrossthe street wasasmall corner store, more of astand, redlly, sdling amix of
candy, news, lottery, and drinks. She paid for and received two quart cartons of whole milk. When
sheturned around again, shelooked up through the swirling fog at the Church and the floodlit satue
of Saint Anthony.

A memory of childhood cameto her, a Catholic friend's rhyme. She thought of Davy and said it
aloud. "Saint Antony, Saint Antony, please come around. Something islost and needsto be found.”

The clerk, one of thelocd, olive-skinned, Itdian-Americans, said, "Y agottasay it on Tuesdays.
That's hisday. It might work but ya gotta bettah chance on Tuesday.”

Sheturned back to him and nodded solemnly. "I'll remember that.”

He shrugged asif embarrassed.

She went back across the street to go down the stairs, but the clerk was still watching her so she
headed down the street, instead, past the meat market before ducking into the entrance of an
gpartment building nestled between the stedl-grated fronts of a balloon shop and a drop-off laundry.

She jumped from there, back to the Aerie.

The warm tea and the fire were very good after the cold air. She polished her glasses on the hem
of her dress and thought about the events of the night.

How do | get in touch with Anders?

The bug, her surest way, wasin the hotel room, maybe taken by whoever entered. Her cell
phone was a so there and he could hardly cal her that way if she didn't haveit. On the other hand, the
bug, with its GPS locator, would betray her position and, therefore, her newfound ability. And she
was pretty sure the cell phone would be usdessin the Aerie.

But she gtill wanted Andersto know shewasdl right.

When the tea had been consumed and the resulting bladder pressure dealt with, she put on



Davy's old leather jacket and tried to decide how to contact Anders without putting her at risk.
Two risks.

Firdt, there was the issue of whoever wanted to kidnap her, probably as a meansto control
Davy. Thiswasabig risk, but oddly enough, not the one that scared her the most.

If they find out | can jump, I'm as likely to be sought by the NSA as whoever grabbed
Davy. Shewould be abackup "intelligence asset.” They might even stop looking for Davy if they
knew they could preserve this " capability.”

Whereto jump?

Again it was ameatter of intimate acquaintance with a place. She thought she could probably
return to the hotel room, but that would bother her.

The drugstore. When she'd bought the underwear, the deodorant, the toothpaste at the
drugstore next to the hotel, she'd been struck by the smells from the cosmetic department. Sheld
blinked in the bright fluorescent lighting. There'd been alarge rubber-backed rug at the doorway, for
the wiping of feet. That'swhen the smells had hit her.

And she was there. She heard someone gasp and blinked in the bright fluorescent lighting.

It was the cashier who'd gasped. "1 didn't hear the door chime," she said, holding ahand to her
chest. "So when | looked up and you were standing there—I mean, it amost looked like—" She
broke off. " Surprised me."

"Sorry," sad Millie.

Davy had talked about this phenomenon. "When people know athing isimpossible, they know
it. They can belooking directly at you when you appear out of thin air and they'll come up with a
logical explanation before you can even open your mouth.”

She glanced behind her. There were severd carsin the parking lot of the hotel that hadn't been
there before—large SUV s and one police car with abroad green stripe on its Sde framing the letters
"AlexandriaPolice" across both doors. She moved further into the store.

"What's happening next door?'

The clerk's eyes widened and she said, "An FBI agent came in and asked meiif I'd seen anything
suspicious next door, but he wouldn't say what had happened!”

"My goodness." She smiled and asked, "Where's the shampoo?’
"Aideten, dear."

"Thank you." Millie turned, trying to be casua about it. She went back and stared blankly at the
shampoo bottles, then picked her usuad brand.



She paid for it with the change from her milk purchase, then walked out the door, acrossthe
parking lot, and into the hotel 1obby.

"There sheidl" the clerk said, stabbing hisfinger toward her. The two FBI agents—they wore
the windbreskers with the large | etters across the back—swiveled their heads around.

Sheraised her eyebrows. "Has something happened?!

Anderswasn't happy with her.

Hedidn't believe her story about running abath, then deciding the little plastic bottle of hotdl
room shampoo was woefully inadequate and that she'd gone out with the cash only, forgetting her
phone, the bug, and even the hotel room key. She accounted for the time by saying sheld decided to
walk ahbit, once out, to clear her head, before buying the shampoo.

She, inturn, wasn't very happy with Anders.

"Who leaked? How did they know where | was?"

They'd apparently |eft as soon as they'd come, once she turned out to be absent. They'd looked
at the bug, apparently, and her phone, for both were suspicioudly free of fingerprints, even Millies.

Anderssaid, "They probably thought it was atrap when they saw the bug, if they understood
what it did."”

On the bright side, she had her wallet back, and her phone. She refused the bug. "They looked
at it. It may be encrypted, but they still might be ableto track it." She looked around the room. "In
fact, who saysthat's not how they found me?"

They weretaking down the hal in the hotel's tiny Laundromat. Anders had put quartersin the
washer, and turned it on, empty, for the noise. Now that the FBI had finished their forensic search,
one of Anderss men was sweeping the room for bugs.

"Not that you'll stay here, of course.”

Millie, till angry, still defiant, snapped, Y ou've got that right.”

Andersfrowned. "The question is, what to do with you now?"'

"Y ou guys aren't doing anything with me. Y ou're leaking like afaucet and | can't trust you."

Anderswinced and she added, "That's a second person plurd. | don't doubt you, Mr. Anders.
But something is not right with your organization.”

"Y ou till need protection,” he said.

He didn't deny it. She narrowed her eyes. "Indeed | do, but who from?* Shelicked her lips.



"1'm going to ground.”
Helooked at her, frowning. "Go into hiding? Alone? No support?*
"lan't that what ‘going to ground’ means?'

"Well, that'swhat it meansin intelligence circles. Among dog fanciersit can refer to dachshunds
or terriers going into aburrow, after abadger or rat—in the dark, teeth against teeth.”

"Areyou crazy? Going after them? That'syour job. | just want to find Davy. Arethere any
results, yet, about the ambulance with the angel on the door?”

Heblinked. "Yes, actually. Therésamedicd transport firm outsde Batimore that uses
ambulances of that description. The FBI is knocking on doors tonight to account for each unit's
location and use on the relevant day.” He tugged on his chin. "Would you keep the phone—I mean if
you go to ground? It'sanationa account. That way 1'd be able to reach you."

"How did you know it'sanationa account? Never mind—I don't think | want to know. I'll set
up an anonymous e-mail account at Y ahoo. Y ou do the same. Don't let anybody & se know about it."

He frowned. "What names? Anything you can think of has amost certainly been used.”

"As|'m going to ground, I'll be rat8765. Y ou can be terrier8765. That should be safe enough.
Don't expect quick replies.”

"l wouldn't send sensitive materid acrossthe nets.”

"Just generd progress, then, phrased generically. Some things are meaningless without context. If
you'veredly got to talk to me, send atime and a clean tel ephone number—something totaly
unconnected to you. My phone will be off. I've heard about those cell tower smulatorsthat can page
and |locate a phone without ringing it."

Hefrowned at her. "How would you go to ground?"

Shelooked at him and didn't say anything.

Helaughed grimly. " Okay—when would you?'

She began to get angry. "You talk asif it'sill undecided. Thelast time | was actually kidnapped
it wasthe NSA that did it! Do | haveto go to afedera judge again?' She exhaled a deep breath.
Thistime he's not the enemy.

She didn't want him to suspect that she could jump. He might aready, but she didn't want to add
any more evidence. "Give me arideto Dulles and drop me. Just you. Don't tell anybody € se. Don't

walit after you've dropped me."

He frowned, opened his mouth to speak, then closed it. For amoment he stared at the ratty
suspended ceiling before saying, "Okay. Y our way."



She blinked, surprised. Hed given in more easily than shed thought, and that scared her. He
thinks their security is compromised, too. Grudgingly, she consdered the possibility that he hadn't
been that proud of hisinvolvement, ten years before.

She jumped to the Aerie from awoman'stoilet stal outside security near the A and C shuttle
gates. With security being what it wasin the nation's airports after 911, she couldn't swear there
wasn't ahidden video camerain thetoilet, but she risked it anyway.

Thefire had burned down but the embers still glowed in the stove. She added another log and
some pine needles for encouragement, closed the tempered glass door, and went to bed.

The sheetswere cold &t firgt, and faintly musty. She dept well for the first time since Davy had
been taken.

She breakfasted in New Y ork. The same shadowy basement stairs she'd used the night before
put her on Sullivan Street and she had a huge pear-ginger muffin and coffee a Once Upon aTart.
Sheld been in D.C. long enough to shift her circadian rhythmsto the east coast, but had dept late
enough that the restaurant was less than busy.

After egting, shetook along walk up to Twentieth on Sixth Avenue and ducked into Kinko's
where she paid cash for enough internet time to set up the e-mail account rat8765. While she was
logged in, she sent atest message to terrier8765 letting Anders know the account was active.

Dog-bresath,

Account active. Will check daily, when possble.

Yourstruly,

Ratty

After sending it she browsed the news at CNN and ABC, waiting fifteen minutes before going
back to Y ahoo to seeif her message had bounced. It hadn't.

The takswere off again in Paegtine. Morefighting in India. In the midst of aterrible drought,
Afghanistan was now flooding. Successful expansion of Internationa Space Stetion. Riotingin
Zimbabwe, Argentina, and Idamabad. Five more car bombsin Baghdad and two in Faluja

When she went back, not only had her message not bounced, there was areply from
terrier8765.

Dear Ratty,
News of medical transport and bad boys. And other.

Sincerdy,



Dog-bresath.
ps. 703-345-2818 after seven eastern.

Milliejumped to D.C. before making the call, managing, after some thought and imagination,
Sojee's dleyway off of H Street, where Sojee had fainted in the rain. She huddled there, hidden
behind a garbage can, and hit the send button on her cell phone.

The dleyway had a streetlight opposite its mouth, but dightly down the street. A great swath of
the other side of the aley was awash with light, but Milli€'s Side was degp in shadow. While the phone
connected, she pulled abundle of recycled cardboard over and sat on it, leaning back against the
brick building. The was aring on the line and Anders answered.

"I'mimpress=d.”

A smdll rat, or alarge mouse—Millie wasn't sure—ran dong thefar sde of the dley. Millie
pulled her feet in closer and watched it distrustfully. "What has impressed you?'

"A team of our guyswent into Dulles after you but you lost them. They were watching al the
ground trangport within minutes of you being dropped but you dipped past them.”

She dtiffened. "We had adeal!" Therat looked toward her, balanced on its hind feet and sniffing
thear.

"l didn't send them! Apparently I'm not completely 'in theloop' on thisthing. They LoJacked my
vehicle" He paused. "They nearly fired me off the case because | let you go to ground.”

"Now that'sthe NSA | know and love. Why didn't they fireyou?' If that rat comes one foot
closer, | swear I'll throw the phone at it.

"Because | stood my ground, | suspect. | pointed out that we were clearly still compromised and
that 1 wouldn't give you up to anybody until we'd cleaned house—s0, if they wanted to lose contact
with you, they could go right ahead and fireme."

Therat turned back to the far wall and continued to an open trash can. "Good for you. What
makesthem think | didn't fly out?'

"Y ou aren't on any of the passenger manifests and you aren't on any of the security cameras.
How did you get out of there?

Therat poised itsdf and then jumped verticdly, dl the way up to the top of the can. The sudden
movement made her jerk. | jumped, just like the rat. She had no idearats could jump so high.

She had prepared an answer for Anders's question. "Parking garage. | paid awoman three
hundred dollarsto drive me out. | said my abusive dcoholic boyfriend was after me and he was
watching the taxi and bus stands. | hid on the floor in the back seat." She bit her lip. She hated lying.

Therat was out of Sght but she could hear it rustling through the trash.



Helaughed. "Very nice. Not the sort of thing one would report. Y ou have someplace safe to
stay? Y ou're not using your plastic, | hope?'

"Give me some credit—I mean credit for sense. What was the other news?'

"At bed check, Ms. Johnson was unconscious, blood pressure very low and heartbesat very fast.
They transferred her to D.C. Generd but she never turned up. Shortly after the ambulance | ft,
another city ambulance showed up, responding to the call.”

She forgot about therat. "The first ambulance was a fake and somebody drugged her!”

"Looksthat way. Well know soon enough. Before they transferred her, St. Elizabeth's drew
blood."

"Wheat on earth could they want Sojeefor?”

Anderswas dow in answering.

"Tdl me" Milliesad.

"They could want intelligence on how much we know. Considering how effective Ms. Johnson
wasin defeating their attempted kidnapping, they may think she's an operative, someone in the know.
Or, if they assume she's your friend, they may want her asalever, to influence you."

Poor Sojee. "I don't suppose the first ambulance had an angel on the door?”

"Not that anyone saw. You cdl for aD.C. ambulance and an ambulance with the right colors
shows up—ypeople see what they expect to see.”

Millie thought about the drugstore clerk the night before. "Y es, don't they just.”

"However, Angd of Mercy Medica Transport in Ellicot City, Maryland, is missing another
ambulance. They're the company | mentioned last night, with the angel on the door.”

"Another? Did they lose one last month?!

"Asamatter of fact, they did. Last month's vehicle turned up in aparking garage a Logan
airport. Four days after that night.”

"Boston? They took Davy to Boston?"

"| serioudy doubt it. These people aren't stupid. We're checking on it, though, and
cross-checking the movements of Mr. Padgett and friends at Bochstettler and Associates.”

"Y ou said you had news of them. Padgett?’

"Not Padgett. The FBI agent he shot is stable and expected to recover. The Bureau is not
happy.



"It turns out your friend from the National Gallery, the woman that Agent Martingale recognized,
has been associated with BA in the past. Miss Hyacinth Pope flew from Logan to BWI two days
after the snatch.”

"Whereisshe now?'

"We don't know."

"Y ou guysdidn't follow her from the Museum?"'

"Y es, but we only had one vehicle tailing Padgett's van and he dropped Ms. Pope before
moving in on you and Ms. Johnson. Thetail followed orders and stuck with Padgett. That's how we
discovered they were up to something more active than surveillance.”

"Do you think she was the one who |eft the ambulance a Logan?"

"It'spossible. Or it could've been thelast leg of alonger trip—we haven't finished tracing
possible flight connections. Her originating city might be where they redly took Davy."

"What are you and the FBI doing about Sojee?"

"Everything in our power."

Millie touched her tongue to her upper lip, then said impulsively, “It'sjust that | have my doubts
that ahomeess menta patient would command their full attention.”

Therat appeared again, at the rim of the garbage can, and hopped afoot horizontaly to the next
can.

Anderscleared histhroat before saying, " Perhaps not usually, but remember our interest in this.
Whoever took Ms. Johnson aso took, as you so cogently put it, anational intelligence asst. In
addition, the Bureau takes a very dim view of their agents being shot. Mr. Padgett definitely got the
FBI's attention.”

Millie shuddered. She was struggling with the unpleasant sensation of being grateful that an FBI
agent had been shot. Three more rats were moving along the base of thefar wall. Ugh. Time to go.

"Any other news?'

Anderssaid, "No."

"Find them! Both of them."

"Wereworking onit."

Therats swiveled around, looking at her. One crept out into the middle of the dley.

"Gottago."



She jumped, not bothering to disconnect the call. "Rats! Y uck!" Her voice echoed off the
Aeriesrock wals and she shuddered again. The phone beeped and displayed "Signal Lost" and then
the" Searching for Service" message. She powered it down.

Rats.

Going to ground would never havethat meaning to her.

TWELVE

A cup of tea, redux.

Davy's head felt severd timestoo big. It throbbed. He took a deep breath of air and his ssomach
heaved. He sank—al| the old familiar odors—and he wasin danger of vomiting in reaction.

Hetried to push himsdlf into asitting position but something was avkward—wasn't working
right. Hisright eye did not want to open, but hisleft eye showed him that he wasin the box and that
hiswristswere now joined by handcuffs. One of hisold chains was padlocked to the links between
the wrist cuffs. The other ran to the ankle restraint now back on hisleft leg.

He used both handsto roll to asitting position. His head throbbed heavily in response. He
touched his closed eye briefly. His cheek and brow were swollen and there was a crust of blood
where the skin had split under his eyebrow.

Hisribs hurt, too. He lifted his shirt and found a dark purple and blue bruise on hisleft sde. She
kicked you more than once.

He checked the tape border and found he wasn't in the box. He nearly fell thefirst time he stood
but managed to stagger to the bathroom door in akind of controlled perpetua forward stumble. Lean

forward to the point of faling, step, repest, repest, repeat.

Hefound that with only one ankle manacled, he could stand in the shower aslong as he kept the
confined foot up on the bathtub edge.

Hedidn't try to undress until he was under the streaming water, then he ripped the Velcro sde
seams gpart and rinsed the worst of it away. Washing in handcuffs was a problem especialy when he
lifted hisarmsto wash his hair and face. His ribs screamed and he managed to wash his head only by
hunching it down to the hands rather than raising them.

With the blood washed away, his eydids came unstuck on hisright eye and he was able to open
it, though narrowly. He washed carefully, working over every inch of hisbody. He left the clothesfor
later. Even though hisusua sense of pollution was still making him want to scrub and scrub and scrub,
his head and ribs would not support the activity.

Hetoweed dry carefully, especialy around his head, but despite the light touch, the towel came



away bloodied. When he looked in the mirror his face was lopsided, the right brow and cheek puffed
out. The split in his brow had reopened under washing but only seeping blood. He took awad of
toilet paper and held it there as he shuffled to the bed and lay down.

He thought about the screw in the mattress but knew that the handcuffs would makeiit very
difficult to retrieve. And what good would it do me, anyway?

Well, | could cut my throat.

It seemed that every time hefdl adeep, they'd put him in the box. Despite the discomfort of his
ribs, he started to pull the bed over but the computerized speaker said, "No. Hold it. We have a
reason for doing this."

Davy paused and stared impassively at the mirror.

The voice went on. "We're trying to make sure you don't have intracranid bleeding.”

"A little late to be taking so much care, isn't it?" For asecond Davy fdlt guilty, because hed
dtarted the current conflict, but he stopped himself quickly. Don't go there. They started it when
they snatched me. When they killed Brian. When they stuck this thing in my chest.

"Perhaps,” said the voice. "Since vomiting is often a post-concussion symptom, were
concerned.”

"Did | vomit again, after she kicked me?’

"Ah. So you remember her kicking you?'

"Oh, yes. And she kicked me again after | was unconscious.”
Thevoicewasdlent.

Davy lifted his shirt and showed the bruise.

"Well, yes, shedid," the voice admitted. "But not in the head.”

"You'relucky | can Hill teleport. Y ou should consider that the next time you turn her loose. All
this effort would be wasted, wouldn't it?'

The voice was slent for amoment. When it came back, the computerized scrambler had been
turned off. "Yes, it would be very aggravating. Get some rest. We won't bother you before morning.”
The voice was a mature baritone. "Perhapsit's time we had alittle chat.”

They brought him fresh Ve croed scrubs, an icepack, ibuprofen, and the key to the handcuffs.
After he had dressed, the hook-nosed, red-haired man camein and supervised two women as they



mopped the floor and changed the bedding and towels. They talked to each other in what Davy
thought was Portuguese and as they departed with dl the dirty laundry, including the soiled clothing
from the bathtub, he said the only phrase he knew, "Muito obrigado.”

They looked a him owlishly, ducked their heads, and said, "De nada," before scurrying out.
The redhead backed out the door in their wake, still watching Davy until the door completely shuit.

Aswell you might.

The floor was barely dry when abutler in black tails, gray waistcoat, and pinstriped trousers
pushed asilver teaservice into the room. Two maids, in knee-length gray dresseswith white eyelet
collarsand cuffs, carried in atable and a starched white tablecl oth. They |eft and two footmen came
in, each carrying aheavy forma dining chair. The table was set up at the limit of the chain, one chair
insdethat circle, the opposite chair beyond.

Asthe footmen |eft, they held the door for aman Davy had never seen before.

"How do you do?' The man's voice was the unscrambled one from the loudspeaker, the voice
that had suggested a"chat." He was wearing a suit that was so clearly not off-the-rack that Davy
couldn't begin to estimateits price. His shirt was so white that it hurt Davy's eyes. Hewasin hislate
fortiesor early fifties, clearly very fit. Hisdark brown hair was smply cut, histemples receding
somewhat. He cocked his head as he waited for Davy's answer, and his nose and chin and large,
dightly lined forehead made Davy think of avulture. For dl of that, he was a handsome man.

In answer, Davy touched the swollen side of hisface. "I've been better,” he said.

"| expect s0. Do sit."

The butler held Davy's chair from theleft, so it wouldn't tangle with the chain. Davy sat and
thanked him before facing back to hishogt. "And you are?"

"Lawrence Simons, Mr. Rice. Thisisone of my houses.” Simons sat before the butler could get
around to that side of the table, so the butler turned to the tea service instead, placing cups, plates,
cloth napkins, and silverware on the table.

"And isMiss Minchin aso one of yours?'

Helooked puzzled for asecond. "Ah, you mean Hyacinth." He chuckled. "Hyacinth was not

amused when one of her colleagues explained MissMinchin'srolein A Little Princess. Ms. Pope
does work for me. For certain jobs she'sinvaduable." He gestured at Davy'sface. "Not all things,

though.”
Davy narrowed hiseyes. "She'samurderer.”
Simonsraised hiseyebrows and said mildly, "Wdl, yes. Why did you think | employ her?'
Thebutler didn't missabest. "Lemon or milk, Mr. Rice?’

Davy st ill, chilled. "Milk, please" he said after abest. "Two lumps.”



"Threeor four if you count your face and ribs," said Simons, laughing briefly.

The butler handed Simons histeawithout asking his preference, athin dice of lemon floating in
the cup. He put the three-tier dessert tree within reach of both and said, "Will there be anything else,
Sr?'

Simons shook his head. "No thank you, Abney."
Davy hdld his cup between his hands, savoring the warmth.
The door closed behind the butler and Davy said, "What do you want, Mr. Smons?"

"Ah. Whereto begin?' He looked meditative and touched histongue to hislips, aquick darting
motion. Hetilted his head again. "The scones, | think." He took a pastry from the bottom tray. "May |
recommend the clotted cream?”

Davy's head il hurt abysmally but held dso emptied his ssomach recently. Little Mr. Bulimia.
Hetried an unadorned scone, chewing dowly and carefully. "I wasn't referring to the tea, Mr.
Smons”

"Of course you weren't. Just my little joke. Asto what | want, well, | want your services—your
unique and undivided services."

Davy observed, "Normally these sorts of arrangements are handled with an offer of sdary... not
urgery.”

"Y ou'd be surprised, Mr. Rice. Quite surprised. In my sphere these things are often handled by
ways other than salary. Addiction, for instance. Fear of exposure. A favor for afavor. Sexua
graification." He held up one hand and flipped it over, padm up. "Gunpoint.”

Davy put his cup down. "Clearly we move in different circles”” Hewasn't hungry or thirsty
anymore. "Surely money is easier, even chegper in thelong run? Why didn't you try me with money?"

"Severd reasons, but the biggest oneisthat | didn't think it would work." Simons crossed his
legs. "I know how much you're dready paid by the NSA, and with that very comfortable
compensation you have set very specific limits asto what you'll do for them. Y ou don't have enough...
need. Y es, enough need for money to work. Y our scruples are too fine, your needstoo small. After
all, what's to keep you, with your gbilities, from taking anything you want?' He smiled pleasantly. "We
needed something more compelling.”

Davy did not reply to this. He had better manners than Miss Minchin but he was much scarier.

"Thisisnot to say that I'm unwilling to compensate you for cooperation. We don't have to use
just the stick. Theré'sroom for carrots, too." He gestured around. "Y our quarters, to start with. | see
lots of room for improvement. We have a private beach, too. | don't see why you couldn't have

access, provided certain measures were taken."

"What sort of measures?' Davy said.



"Well, I've been quite busy and my involvement in this project has been at aremove. But now
that I'm on Site, | don't see why you need more than two-tenths of a second to react to awarning. I've
timed severd of your reactions—you don't need much time at al. And, without so much time on your
hands, you're lesslikdy to get into... mischief."

"Y ou mean my encounter with Miss Minchin—thet is, Hyacinth?"
"Y es, Hyacinth. No, that's not the mischief | had in mind." Simons shook hishead. "' appreciate
that encounter. 1t gives me a much better idea of your capabilities. But scaring the boysin the

booth—" he turned and gestured at the one-way mirror—"that's mischievous." He faced Davy again.
" And companionship. We could arrange for some sort of conjuga visit from your wife."

What about my wife? Davy thought about denying Millie's existence but if they knew how
much the NSA was paying him, they knew about Millie, too. "I think not. Y ou'd havetried to use her
asacontrol, dready, if you had her. And I'm not doing anything that would put her in your power."

Simonseyes crinkled. "Ddightful. | deal with so many stupid people—you wouldn't believeit.

So refreshing. Well, the visits don't have to be from your wife—someone of the same physical type,
or perhaps not the same type, since you've been together, what, ten, eleven years? Y ou might want a

change

"I'll pass”

"Wéll, there's Hyacinth. She has a bit of acrush on you.”

"You are too kind. Redly. No, thank you."

Simons chuckled. "All right. Perhaps her sexud attentions can be saved for the stick sde of the
equation. However, accessto video, books, television, anything within reason—I'd be willing to
provide these thingsfor alittle cooperation.”

"And what would that involve, this cooperation?

"Just someteds, initially. Nothing invasive. Wed like to know something of what you can do. |
know, for instance, that distance is not an issue—Yyou've been know to jump people dl over theworld
for the NSA. And that you can trangport anything you can pick up.”

Davy didn't correct him. He could take dmost anything he could physically move, hedidn't
necessarily haveto lift it from the ground. "I can hardly travel when this—" he tapped his

chest—"keeps me here.”

"That device keeps you where we choose. But we can choose other places—even an entire
range of places."

We? Curious choice of pronoun. Perhaps he isn't the top of this food chain.
Simonsraised hisvoice. "Would you comein, Dr. Conley?"

After amoment agray-haired man wearing alab jacket, glasses, and flannel dacks came



through the door. He was the older man from the observation room, the man Davy had seen only for
anindant.

Dr. Conley nodded to them both and said, "Good afternoon, sir. Mr. Rice."

Ah. He had been the man in scrubs who'd come in with Miss Minch—Hyacinth, when they'd
reprogrammed the implant. The glasses were the same, the voice was the same.

"Dr. Conley would like to do some evauations of your ability. Some—what did you cal them,
Dr. Conley?'

"Benchmarks, gr."

"Y es. Benchmarks. They don't involve anything more exatic that letting him take some
measurements and watching you exercise your taent. In return, I'll improve your living conditions.”

Davy blinked suddenly, hiseyesburning. Gratitude? I'm feeling gratitude? He ddliberately
recdled Brian'sface in therain, the horribly neat round hole over Brian's unseeing right eye. This man
aimed Hyacinth the way Hyacinth aimed the gun.

He poured more tea from the pot, concentrating on keeping his hands steady and hisface till.
He added the sugar and poured the milk and clamped his teeth together behind adight smile.

I won't kill for you. | won't put othersin your grasp. And, at the first opportunity | get, |
will destroy you and your entire organization.

He dtirred the tealin the cup. "All right. | suppose we can giveit atry.”

Two hourslater Davy fdlt like SaraCrewein A Little Princess when, after being reduced to
months of servitude by the perfidious Miss Minchin, she awakes one morning to find that someone
has turned her cold, bare, drafty loft into aluxurious palace.

And look what trouble that caused.

He sat off to one side, dtill wearing the ankle restraint, while aseries of liveried servants removed
his hospital bed (and the hidden screw) and replaced it with aking-sized four poster. In quick
succession they aso brought alarge Turkish rug, astanding wardrobe, abureau, aleather recliner,
and an eegant writing desk with chair. Mogt of the furniture was satin-finished oak with heavy brass
pulls and was maneuvered with the difficulty of very heavy furniture.

The headboard of the four poster and the drapes from the canopy hid the sheet of plywood
screwed to the wall. An entertainment center and awall-mounted flat-screen TV covered most traces
of the broken and dented Sheetrock where Davy had flung the blond man into thewall. And the rug
and the bed covered most of the taped lines on the floor. The table from the tea service had been
cleared and set withits pair of chairs againgt the wal by the bathroom door.

The resulting transformation was completed by the hanging of four framed prints: two large



landscapes, awatercolor by Window Homer, and aflat print of Wesselmann's The Great American
Nude.

He'd seen the Homer before, in abook. It was one of his Key West paintings, three black men
hauling the anchor up on a schooner, sailsready to hoist. HEd a so seen the molded plastic origina of
the Nude at the National Gdlery. It was an odd work, very few colors depicting avery tan blonde
with extreme patches of white skin around her breasts and hips, two-tone nipples and adight cluster
of pubic hair. There wasthe barest hint of abelly button and the head was asmple ovd outlined in
yellow, abrief lineto define the chin, and two red lips around an area of undefined white teeth.

The nipples, the mouth, and the groin were the most detailed parts of the work. Even thetan line
screamed, "usually covered.” Y et there was no persondlity, no redl individuality, no sense of person.

Great American? Typicd American male view. Hewondered if Wessalmann had intended
thisareflection on objectification or if the piece merely displayed the artist's own views. He hoped it
was intentional but thought the piece dated to the mid-sixties when sexism was more part and parcel
of theworld'sfabric.

When the staff had finished, Dr. Conley came back in, rolling the computer station they'd
previoudy used to reprogram Davy'simplant. He left it outside the radius of Davy's ankle-constrained
range and handed the plastic paddle on its telephone cord to Davy.

"1f you would be so kind asto hold this over your—that'sright. Y ou remember." He plugged the
unit in and began whistling quietly to himsdif.

Davy wanted very much to see the monitor'sface, but it was not only turned away from him, it
hed privacy flaps extending forward along its Sides and top, screening its contents from anyone not
directly beforeit. What's the parameter range? Could | set the delay to so high a value that 1'd
have time to jump away and get the damn thing surgically removed? And | wonder where they
keep the computer when it's not right here? Andfindly, where do they keep that portable
transmitter that Hyacinth Pope (aka Ms. Minchin) used when they were welding? With that in
his possession, he should be able to go anywhere.

Dr. Conley completed his adjustments, shut down the computer, and accepted the wand back
from Davy. He said, "Excuse me, please. I'll be back in amoment.” Herolled the computer to the
door where it was taken by somebody unseen. Dr. Conley returned and sat down at the table. Davy
joined him, kicking the chain across the floor pointedly.

"Since you've shortened my 'leash’ you'll be able to unlock this, won't you?”'
Conley looked at hiswatch. "Another fifteen minutes should do it.”

Davy frowned. HEd expected ayes or ano—not thisdelay. "Does the device take timeto
accept your programming?'

Conley explained, "Mr. Smonswill be arbornein fifteen minutes. Heisavery cautious man.
When heison gte, you will wear the restraint. And—" He paused, pursing hislips. "We want the
implant programmer off site, too."



Shit! Davy sat back and tried not to let his disgppointment show. "What's my new interval on the
pukometer?'

Conley tilted his head down and looked at him for amoment, sillent, over theframes of his
glasses. He pursed hislipsand said, "I think thiswill work if I'm asdirect as Mr. Smons. Thereare
things| can't tel you but | won't lieto you. If | can't answer aquestion, I'll just say so—I won't make
something up. I'm ascientist and as such, I'm uncomfortable with lies.”

Science without virtue... He thought about asking Conley how he felt about vivisection.

Conley pushed his glasses back up and continued. "First of al, you should know that I've
completely removed the delay interva. Y ou leave the range of the field and the governor will go full
on, no warning, immediate convulsons. Y ou've shown usthat you can do much with little. In fact,
that'swhy Mr. Smons has decided to remove himself. Even with no interval, he's decided you are too
dangerousto bein striking range.”

Now that istoo bad. Davy smiled, pointedly. "Aren't you worried? For yoursdlf, that is.”
Conley licked hislips. "Frankly, yes. But | accept therisk.”

"Because of the pay? | forgot—Mr. Smonsdedlsin al sorts of motivations, doesn't he? What is
hishold on you?'

"You are correct that it isnot my sdary,” Conley said. "Among other things my motivationisthis
chance at new science. Because of the phenomenon—your ability has no precedent and its
implicationsfor physcsare saggering.”

Now why doesn't that reassure me said the guinea pig? "Isthat your religion, then? Physics?"
Davy felt arductant tug of curiosity. Hed read everything he could of speculations asto how
tel eportation would work. Thered been a surprising amount of work done on it for something that
most people were sure was impossible. The recent physics of the past decade involving quantum
teleportation did not seem to apply. Hewasfairly surethat his being wasn't destroyed and recreated
every time he jJumped. If that were the case, then why would manacles restrain him? " And what do
you make of this phenomenon?'

Conley opened his mouth for amoment but nothing came out. He shut it and licked hislips. |
don't know. That's the short answer. | suspect agreat ded, though. What have you decided?!

"Berthold rays," said Davy, with a seriousface.

Conley raised hiseyebrows. "A smple, 'l don't know' would suffice.”

Davy went on. "Poincaré non-Euclidean pocket universes. Zero-point vacuum holes. Quantum
tunneling. Enthapic reversa. Gravitationa distortion by strange matter stars. Violations of causdlity.
Imaginary rest mass. Scarlet women. Ragtime. Jungle ingtinct. Mass hysteria.”

Conley looked over hisglassesa Davy again. "Just so. Do you aways babble like this?

Davy sad impassvely, "Theidle brainisthe devil's playground.”



"How do you teleport? Not the physics of it—the act of volition—what do you do that causes
the displacement”?’

I'm certainly not telling you. Helied. "l struggle very hard to stay where | am... and fail."
Conley looked back over hisglasses. "Is this cooperation?’

Davy relented dightly. "I don't relly know how | doit." He pointed acrossthe room. "If you
were to go across the room to the light switch, you wouldn't think about it—you don't think about al
the individua movements necessary. In fact, if you actualy tried to micromanage dl the actud
muscles, you'd probably fall right over. You just do it, correct? Y ou don't think about it. It's
something likethat."

Conley stood up. "Wait amoment, please." Heleft the room and came back amost immediately
with the key to the padlock which he put on the table before Davy.

Davy picked it up dowly. "Mr. Smons must be airborne.”
"Quite. You may wish to get dressed. Welll take awalk."
Davy unlocked the ankle restraint. " Dressed?”

Dr. Conley waked to the wardrobe and opened it. There were hanging shirts, pants, two suits.
Hewalked to the bureau and pulled open the top drawer revedling briefs, socks, and pgjamas.

"You'velog alittleweight, | believe, but if anything doesn't fit, tell Abney, the butler. Hell take
careof it."

"Not Ms. Pope?’

Conley shook his head. "Hyacinth is reserved—how did Mr. Simons put it? She's the stick, but
hopefully, shelll remain unused. She's accompanying Mr. Simons on other business.” He held hishand
out. "Thekey, pleas=."

Davy put it on his palm and started to give him thelock aswell. "No. Not thelock. Keep it
open, with theredraint. You'll be needing it. But rardly, | hope." He went to the door. "Ten minutes?’

Davy nodded and Conley |eft.

He thought about jumping again—to Adams Cowley, but the last attempt wastoo freshin his
mind. He gagged reflexively and closed his eyes and breathed deeply. When the nausea had passed,
he tore off the Ve croed pgjamas and threw them into the bathroom trash can.

The bureau seemed to be stocked from aLands End catalog and yielded apair of jeans, new,
yet washed several timesto softness, crew socks, gray briefs, and awhite polo. He added a navy
oversized crew swesater and was trying to choose between the leather deck shoes and a pair of white
court tennies when Conley stuck his head back in, hislab jacket gone and a fleece sweater over his
am.



"Where arewewaking?'
"The beach. And on the way back we might try an experiment.”

Davy picked the tennis shoes. They'd gotten the sizeright, even accounting for histriple-E width
and highingtep. Well, they had the shoes | was wearing when | was snatched.

Moving without chainsfelt odd and, again, he had trouble at the threshold of the door, but Dr.
Conley waked on without pause, and Davy caught up in afew strides.

Thistime they turned away from the elevator and found, at the end of the hallway, abroad stair
with carpeted steps and an eaborate oak railing leading down two flights to the next floor.

"First | need to show you something.” Conley led the way to aroom that must have been right
below Davy's quarters. He opened the door and gestured Davy to precede him into the room.

At one point, Davy supposed, it had been an elegant bedroom, but the furniture was gone and
the once-prigtine oak floor was scuffed and gouged. What dominated the room was a column, four
feet on asde, of gray, rough-finished concrete, going from floor to ceiling.

Conley spoke. "So, the transmitter and a battery backup are encased in the middle of that,
though there are wave guides that project above. It's on house power and it's radio controlled from
off site. Y ou manage to interrupt the power supply and aday or two later, when the battery runs
down, your implant isgoing to activate. Y ou interfere with radio transmission or reception by messing
with the wave guide and the implant will activate. The concreteis reinforced with atriple grid of
one-inch rebar and you couldn't get it open without explosives. And that would probably wreck the
transmitter and—"

"My implant would activate." Davy felt his ssomach clench. Histentative plan had beento find
the trangmitter, take it, and escape. "I'm surprised the floor supports the sucker.”

Conley pointed down and drew an imaginary line acrossthe floor. "There's aload-bearing wall
that cuts across, right beneath it. That'swhy they chose your particular room." He studied Davy's
face. "'I'm not trying to rub your nosein it or anything. | just think it'simportant for you to understand
the Situation, so that you don't do anything..."

"Supid?" suggested Davy.
Conley'slipstwitched. "lll-advised.” He led the way back out of the room.

They went down another floor and then they were walking down the hal and turning, again, past
the kitchen, past the laundry room, to the courtyard.

The sky was cloudy and the glare was worse than no clouds as the brightness came from all
parts of the sky. He blinked as they stepped off the porch but the crisp, sdlt air felt wonderful in his
nose. It couldn't have been more than sixty degrees Fahrenheit.

The chain was till there. Someone had coiled it nestly upon the top of the concrete weight, but
the padlock and restraint were gone. Davy had no doubt they would appear again if his captors



thought it necessary.

Conley pulled hisfleece on without stopping, pushed open the iron gate at the end of the
courtyard, and walked out. Davy followed. Beyond the shelter of the walls, the wind was brisk.

"Did they just push the output up?' he asked.
Conley glanced a him sdeways. "Y ou refer to the radio signa ?*
IIYSII

"Weve changed things a bit. We won't be using that device you saw Ms. Pope use.
Unrestrained, you could snatch it and go. But, no, we haven't just increased the gain." Helicked his
lips."That Sgnd isardatively smpledigita key transmitted redundantly on three different frequencies
to minimize the chance of accidentd signa loss. To prevent you from being ableto take atransmitter
and run, we've split up the key between two different synchronized transmitters.”

Davy saw the garage he'd glimpsed earlier and agrave drive that led around the houseto his
left. Conley turned to the right down agravel path that led away from the garage, driveway, and
house to araised boardwak snaking into tall sand dunes.

Conley said, "So, to our east, we have atransmitter, and to our west." He stopped and stepped
off the boardwalk, crouched, and drew two intersecting circles, like aVenn diagram, in the sand.
Conley rested hisfinger in the common lens shaped intersection. "We're here, where the two signals
overlap in sufficient strength and the key is—" he meshed the fingers of both hands together
"—complete. If you wereto go toward either transmitter, you'd enter azone with only apartia key."
He dropped one hand, leaving the other out with gaps between the fingers. "And the implant would

trigger.”

Well, scratch that notion. Davy fdt areluctant admiration for the arrangement. These people
are not stupid. "How do you know were not about to walk into aV-zone?'

Conley frowned. "V-zone?'

Davy opened his mouth and mimed gticking hisfinger down histhroet.

The corners of Dr. Conley's mouth jerked up briefly. "Ah. The Veeee-zone. We had someone
out here with ameter, checking. If we stay on the boardwalk, we're fine, and I'll show you the limits
and bounds, once we're on the beach.”

"Will | ill get aboundary warning, when | gpproach the edge?”

Conley pursed hislips. "We think so."

The boardwalk rose on pilings now, lifting over to the tops of a dune, then stretched over an
expanse of salt marsh and open estuary. Their feet thumped hollowly on the planks.

"That is, we're not sure what the device will do since you will be moving toward aregion of
stronger field strength in one key, even asthe other drops. We think, however, that you'll have the



same incrementa increase in nauseaand perhaps the tingle in the throat. We hope s0."

Davy couldn't help saying, "How very reassuring.”

Conley added, "Perhapsit would be safest if you didn't test it.”

They reached another dune on the other side of the marsh. Davy could see the sea, now, and the
wind was dead offshore, in their teeth. His hair, longer than it had been in years, whipped about in the
breeze. He looked |eft and right. There were other houses in the distance but none closer than haf a
mile

"How did you know?' Davy asked Conley. "About the nausea and the throat?"

Conley scratched his chest and looked at Davy. "Did you think we'd risk untested technology on
you?"

"Ah—so there were trids. FDA-approved, no doubt.”

Conley turned his head away without answering and Davy, l€ft to hisimagination, shuddered. He
fet sure thetrias had been more aimed at effectivenessthan at safety. And if Simons and his people
had been interested in figuring the upper limits of punishment, he supposed at |east one person to have
died.

They passed the last dune and descended aflight of shallow stairsto the beach proper. Thetide
seemed out and the surf was heavy. Large dark rocks rose from the wet sands and deflected
pounding waves high into the air. The water's edge was &t least another hundred and fifty feet but the
wind carried spray to Davy's face. The beach was deserted as far as Davy could see.

"Seethoseflags, there?' Conley pointed at apair of stickswith fluttering fluorescent orange bits
of plagtic fastened to their tops. They were stuck in the sand, near the dune, to their left, perhaps sixty
feet away. "Line them up and they define the eastern border." He pointed at another pair to their right,
roughly the same distance. "The west. Y ou can go right down to the water's edge without a problem.
Don't goin, though. Thewater is sureto degrade thesignd.”

Davy shivered, thistime from thewind and spray. "1 should think hypothermiawould be of
greater concern.”

"It's not dways so cold or windy. Lots of people swim during the height of the summer."
| don't plan to be here then. "Can we go back now?'

"Certainly. Infact, why don't we teleport?

Davy looked at him. "Isthat the experiment you had in mind?*

"Yes. Thought it might yidld someingghts.”

Davy nodded. "Okay. Watch out for abrightly lit tunndl. If you seeit, stay away fromthelight.”



"Oh, very funny," said Conley, but helooked abit unsure.

"We can walk back, you know." Davy gave him the choice.

"No, | want to experience this. What do I—"

Davy jumped behind him, lifted him dightly, and jumped back to the "box" in the room.

"—do." Davy released him and Conley staggered, dropping to one knee and caiching himself
with an outstretched arm on the foot of the bed.

Davy sat in the desk chair and spun it around to watch Conley stand back up, an abstracted
look upon hisface. "Did you see any light?' Davy asked.

Conley looked up, anirritated look on hisface. "I wanted to use astopwatch."
"Surely you'vetimed my jumpswith thevideo.”
"Not over that distance. Besides, awatch being tel eported might show some discrepancies.”

"Timedilation?' Davy shook hishead. "l wear awatch normally. No maiter how often or how
far | jump, it keepsthe sametime asthe U.S. Naval Observatory, more or less."

"Ah," said Conley. He looked at the mirror on the wall and raised hisvoice. "Were done with
the beach for now." He turned back to Davy. "Well, must go make some notes. Thisroom and the
bathroom are currently safe for you, but anywhere el se in the house and the governor will kick in.
Abney will be bringing your supper up.”

He started to leave, but turned back at the door. " One last thing—about the governor.” The look
on hisface was an odd one—amost compassionate. Y ou should know that it has anti-tamper
features. It's booby-trapped. Y ou try to removeit—to cut it out—it'll kill you.”

THIRTEEN

" Come away from the edge!"

At one end of the Aerig, framed, as most things were in the dwelling, by overloaded
bookshelves, stood an entertainment center with aten-year-old Sony TV, astandard VCR, aDVD
player, and a pecidty player for 8mm videotapes. Davy and Millie watched the occasiond rented
movie there, but its main purpose was as arepository of Davy's jump Sites.

Early in hisjumping career, held discovered that, unless he used asite on aregular basis, he
couldn't recall enough detail to return there without some sort of memory aid. The result was severa
racks of thirty-minute 8mm videotapes with labels such as NYC: Central Park West by Museum of
Natural History, Western Australia: Kalgoorlie-Boulder Train Sation, San Francisco:



Metreon, and Moscow: Tabula Rasa Night Club, 28 Bereshkovskaya Naereshnaya.

She was busy working her way through the places she had been, especidly thosein New
England—those that might help her in the search for Davy. There was never more than afew minutes
at the start of each tape—Davy didn't want to search through an entire tape when he wanted to recdll
ajump site and thirty minutes was the smalest commonly available tape size.

Theimage on the tape showed a classic Greek reviva building in white stone with four Doric
columns. Large golden letters adorned the frieze: QUINCY MARKET. The plaza before the building
consisted of aternating ten-foot sections of flagstones and old brick. Bright blue market umbrellas
sretched down one side of the building and people walked around in shorts. On the audio Davy's
voice said, "Faneuil Hall Marketplace. The overriding impression is baking bread and other restaurant
andlswith awhiff of traffic exhaud.”

Thiswas enough to recall her last visit, an evening walk, idly browsing the stores. Davy had
eaten a cookie from Kivert and Forbes and she'd bought a beeswax taper a Y ankee Candle. It was
last September and they'd been comfortably cool there when it was suffocating back in Stillwater.

She stopped the tape and jumped, appearing behind the column in the teeth of acold wind that
whipped around the corner of the building. The market umbrellas were gone for the season. She
shivered and hurried inside the col onnade where she bought a calzone from North End Bakery.

Thiswas the pattern. Watch atape. Once she recalled a place well enough, she took the jump,
then sat in that place—sampled it—until it was firmly fixed. This often involved food, perhapsa
regional speciaty: Italian in Boston, a street vendor hot dog in New Y ork, apretzel in Philadelphia, a
polish sausage in PFittsburgh.

I'm going to get fat. But in truth, she merely tasted afew bites before it would cloy inthe
mouth. There was nothing wrong with the food but, ever snce Davy went missing, she had had no

appetite.

After acquiring severa Stes, she jumped to the Manhattan Kinko's, where she checked her
e-mail. Anders had sent amessage requesting acall. "And don't use your cdll.” Heleft anumber. She
jumped to Union Station in D.C. and used a pay phone.

"The second ambulance was found abandoned in Tiverton, Rhode Idand, asmal town across
the Sakonnet River from Portsmouth. It sat for two daysin the parking lot of the loca hospitdl. Those
who remember seeing it, thought it was there for atransfer, in or out. Finally a State Trooper put the
FBI's bulletin and the ambulance's V ehicle | dentification Number together and phoned it in."

"Northeast, again," Millie observed.

"Y es. The FBI went over it. There were no unexpected prints and severa smudges made by
fingers wearing rubber gloves, but, Snce latex gloves are routinely worn by emergency response
personnel, thisisn't conclusive. No one saw who had left the ambulance. They're widening inquiries,
to seeif the ambulance was spotted anywhere e se in the sate, but nothing, so far.”

Milliereplied thoughtfully. "But it was northeast, again, like the ambulance found a Logan, and
It's not unreasonable to assumethat it indicated at least agenera direction.”



Anders agreed. "But that's not the main reason | cdled.”
"No?'

"1'm being watched—uwithin the agency. And someone way above meis clamping down on the
search for Davy. They've reassigned resources and discouraged continued monitoring of Bochstettler
and Associates.”

"Areyou being monitored now? Are they listening?'

"No. Thisisaprepaid cel phone | acquired with cash and fake stats months ago when | was
working adifferent case. It was a contingency phone that never got used. They've got your phone,
though. Y ou put the number on dl those flyers so they'll have the ESN from your service provider.
That'swhy | told you not to useit.”

"Don't knock the flyers. They got me Ms. Johnson. They sucked in Padgett and Hyacinth Pope.”

"I'll grant you Ms. Johnson. We can't be sure that Padgett and Pope weren't pulled in by other
means. Whoever knew Davy was meeting Brian Cox probably knew we'd moved my survelllance of
you from Oklahomato D.C."

"Morelesksfrom the NSA." Shedid not makeit aquestion.

Andersdidn't hesitate. "It might not even be leaks. Theway thisis going down, it might even be
another part of the agency.”

"The NSA kidnapped Davy?'

Anderswas slent for abit. "If not them, then someone with so much pull, they can influencethe

Millie returned to Boston—this time the unmarked circle of cobblestonesto the east of the Old
State House. She didn't need a videotape. It was her imagination that recalled the spot—not so much
its actual appearance—avivid visualization of the event it marked: the Boston Massacre. Sheld read a
biography of Crigpus Attucks asa child and visiting the spot with Davy had fixed it forever in her
mind.

She appeared in the midst of atour. Severa tourists gasped and one sumbled. She said,
"Excuse me," and walked on.

She heard avoice behind her say, "Where did she come fr—" before it faded into the traffic
noise.

Shetook a cab to the Boston South Station and caught aMBTA commuter train to Providence.
Shedidn't think it was necessary to travel to Tiverton. She thought, like Anders, that it wasjust a
place to dump the ambulance. But she didn't have ajump sitein Rhode Idand. Davy did, but shed
never been there so his tape was usdless.



Thetrain she took stopped seven times before pulling into Providence, but only took an hour
and three minutes, tota . She could've flown much quicker or rented a car, but these things required
identifying hersdlf, and she didn't want to be plugged into the system. The very thought of it made her
fed asif eectronic fingers were running through her hair and tugging a her clothing.

She shuddered.

In Providence she took a cab to the harborfront and drank coffee while walking briefly through
the old buildings of the east Sde. She found an dleyway with aunique view of the waterfront and
choseit asadte. Shetried it afew times, jumping back and forth to the Aerie, then dispirited, found a
bench overlooking the water.

It was perhaps fifty degrees but the sun was out and there was very little breeze. She settled in
Davy'sold leather jacket and scowled at the seagullsthat settled expectantly before her.

What am | doing? Would any of thisrunning around redly help?
Well, it keeps me from going crazy.

She dropped the coffee cup in atrash barrel and walked west along the waterfront, toward the
Radisson. A man turned the corner and ran toward her and she flinched beforeredizing it wasjust a

Jogger.

For amoment sheld thought—Well, | don't know what | thought. Maybe that they'd
recognized me, even if thisisn't where they supposed me to be. If she kept working the areas
where Davy was likely to be found, someone, the NSA or BAd Boys or FBI, would recognize her.

Have to do something about that.

She went back to the Aerie and pawed through the tapes until she found ajump sitein London.
It wasfour P.M. there, but she found a hairdresser in Kensington High Street who was available and
would do what she wanted and for U.S. currency.

She l€ft, two hours later, her shoulder-length, straight brown hair gone, replaced by ash blond
hair cut mannishly short. The stylist, ayoung woman with blue hair and severd piercings, asked for
Millie's phone number but wastold, gently, "Tourist. Going back to the States today."

She then made it true by jumping to Albuquerque and visiting an optician on Eubank and
Comanche. She knew the place because of time spent with cousnswho'd lived in the adjoining
subdivision—not because it was one of Davy's haunts—but she recaled it well enough to jump. She
took the precaution of jumping first to the Aerie, to equdize her ears, before jumping to Albuquerque,
amileabove sealevd.

It waswell shed come west to the mountain time zone. She had to wait ahour for the optician
to see her without an appointment and, as the woman ingsted on dilating Millies eyes, shehadto St in
the waiting room with her eyes covered before her pupils recovered enough to try the contacts.

They had obvioudy improved the technology in recent years. Thelast time shed tried contects,
in her teens, sheld been unable to insert them without epic struggles, or endure them, once they were



in. Shed given upin disgust.

Now, afew blinks, and it was asiif they weren't there. She agreed to the doctor's suggestion,
continuous-wear disposables, designed to be worn for two weeks, day and night, then thrown away.
They were green-tinted and when shelooked in the mirror, she didn't recognize hersdlf.

When did | lose so much weight? The past weeks had taken their toll. She'd noticed the
loosening of clothing but, with her long brown hair framing and partidly concedling her face, the extent
of the change had gone unnoticed. Now, with cheekbones more pronounced and chin sharpened
dightly, aswell asthe changesto hair length, hair and eye color, she looked like someone who might
be related to Millie Harrison-Rice... but not closely.

Which is both good and bad.

Onemorelevel of change, she decided, was needed. AlaMoana shopping center in Honolulu
was her next step. She looked up at the sun, shining down through the palm trees, ill quite high
abovethehorizon. | amin a perpetual afternoon. She shook her head and yawned. Shewastired,
her interna clock was dtill set sx hoursto the east, and though it was four o'clock in Honolulu, it was
tenat nightinD.C.

She hit the boutiques, buying things she didn't ordinarily wear: dresses, forma skirt and jacket
combos, and pants suits. Shetried to avoid anything too striking. Her goal was not to be noticed. But
she wanted to not dressasshehadin D.C.

At Hino'sHairstyles & Wigs she purchased a brown wig and had it shortened dightly, until,
wearing it, she looked pretty much as she had before the attentions of the blue-haired stylist in
Kensington High Street.

Her last purchase, from LensCrafters, was apair of glassesright off the display rack, no
prescription. "1 know it sounds alittle strange but | wear these frames when I'm not wearing my
contacts." She showed them her prescription glasses from the purse. "But my clientstrust me more
when | wear glasses and I'm in long-wear contacts, now. | want apair | can use over them."

The clerk assured Millie that shed heard much stranger reasons. " There are people who want to
look intellectual but are cursed with good eyesight. Also, actors. Women with older husbands. And
then there's safety glasses”

These are safety glasses. She paid cash, jumped back to the Aerie, and dept.

She had the cab drop her after they'd passed the address.

The offices of Bochgtettler and Associates were not, as she had originally supposed, in D.C.
proper. Instead, they occupied asmall, two-story office building off Interstate 395 in Alexandria.

It was atwo-story brown brick building surrounded by ahigh wall of matching brick with a
manned gate. Like alien flowers, bouquets of video cameras adorned the corners of the roof or stared
down over the walls on thin pylons. The windows were narrow dits of mirrored glass and, combined



with the wdl, made Millie think of arrow loops set in the side of a castle keep.

She studied the building again from the roof of asix-story medical professiond building ablock
over.

Sheld taken the elevator up to five, afloor the directory showed had an interna medicineclinic,
two ora surgeons, a chiropractor, and an acupuncturist. The waiting rooms were not combined and
she had no problem following the exit signsto astairwell door. The door to the roof had one of those
eectronic latches brightly labeled "Alarm Will Sound,” but aso contained awire-reinforced glass
window, so she'd been able to jump past without opening the door.

Now she could tdll therewas an interior atrium at Bochstettler and Associates that seemed
deeper than it should be and that what the building lacked in windows on the outside, it more than
made up in the interior courtyard, those walsbeing dl glass, floor to celling. There wasasingle row
of parking around two sides of the building that held sixteen cars and three limos.

Themedicd professond building she stood atop was the talest Sructurein the vicinity so she
felt confident of her privacy. Even the smdl bull's-eye window in the roof access door was on the
other side of the devator machine shack, so if someone looked out that window, they wouldn't see
her.

She looked at the sun. The medical building was southwest of Bochstettler and Associates, so
the sun was behind her and to the right. Binoculars are called for. Behind her she heard the whining
of elevator motorsin the machine shack and the massive ventilators, thankfully on the other end of the
building, kicking in. Shelooked down at the gray peagravel covering the rooftop tar. And a chair.

At B&H Photo in New Y ork, she bought a pair of twelve-hundred-dollar binoculars—Canon
18 by 50 All Weather IS, The S stood for image stabilization. The binoculars made the distant
security guard, sitting in his glassed gate booth, look like he was just across acity Street, and the dight
whirring of the stabilization prisms held the image rock steady despite her unsteady hands. The
binocular salesman, anice Hassdic gentleman in black suit, hat, and long curling sideburns, warned
her sheld need atripod to hold it steedy if shelet the batteries run out, so she had extradouble-Asin
the pocket of Davy's old leather jacket.

Shefdt guilty for spending so much on the binoculars so she only spent six bucks on agreen
plagtic patio chair.

Three hours later, her butt aching, she wished she'd spent more on the chair.

She was careful to note that the sun was above and behind her, so the lenses of the binoculars
wouldn't give off any tdlltale reflections. She d so stayed between the roof's edge and alarge rooftop
ventilator, kegping her slhouette off the skyline.

The BAd Building, as shewas thinking of it now (BAd Building, no biscuit!), had at least one
floor underground. The atrium was one floor degper than the surrounding grass. At thisangle, Millie
could seeinto both of the aboveground floorsin the atrium and about halfway down the glass of the
subsurface level aswell. She cursed the angles. She was getting too much reflection from the windows
to see more than occasiona movement and too little reflection to see the bottom of the atrium.



There'd been some coming and going, as she watched, and now there were seventeen carsin
the parking lot and the same number of limaos as before, but one had left and another arrived. The
security wastight. The gate wasn't opened until the security guard had inspected the passengers of the
car and, once, he'd made one driver open histrunk before |etting them enter.

When the new limo arrived, it stopped at the front door and a pair of security guards had come
out to flank the car whileits occupant, atallish man in anice suit, walked quickly insde before the
chauffeur could get around the car. The chauffeur was left to shut the door before he got back in and
drove the limo around to one of the parking places.

She cursed the man for not looking around as hed walked in. The only distinctive feature shed
noted was dightly receding temples—nothing extreme—and the perceptible elegance of hisauit.

The guards, still looking outward, backed toward the doorway and, only when the man was
ingde, did they turn and follow.

Thiswas a big shot.
She wondered who he was and what he knew.
"What are you doing up here?'

She hadn't heard the door over the sound of e evator motors and she didn't catch the sound of
the footsteps on the gravel roof until the voice was aready talking.

She stood quickly and turned, nearly jumping away, but sopping hersdf intime. I'll have time
to jump if I must. She stood dowly and looked around.

There were three people standing there. A tall black manin agray suit, an older guy in
maintenance overdls, and, in the lead, awell-dressed woman with short gray-streaked hair.

Millie blinked. It was Becca Martingde, the FBI counterintelligence agent.

Millie was wearing sunglasses and abaseball cap, jeans, and Davy's leather jacket. Since her
hair was now blond and very short she wasn't surprised when Becca didn't recognize her. Thiswasa
good thing.

Timeto go.

She turned her back on the agents, took a step toward the foot-high parapet, and looked down
at the evergreen shrubbery clustered thickly at the bottom of the building seventy feet below. She
froze. Fingerprints. The green plastic chair would certainly have hers, where shed carried it from the
sore.

Beccamiginterpreted her hesitation and said, "That's right. There's no place to go. Come away
from the edge!" Millie glanced back at them. They were only ten feet away now.

Shetook adliding step to the chair, hooked her arm through the armrest, and stepped back
again, away from the agents.



"DONT!" yeled the black agent, hisarm reaching out reflexively.

She jumped, meaning to clear the foot-high parapet, but the chair threw her off balance and her
hedl caught. Instead of dropping, like sheld planned, feet first, she flipped over and plunged into the
open space backwards.

It was remarkably like thefirst time, a the Aerie, when the anchor bolt broke free of itshole and
she'd plunged toward the rocks.

She flinched back to the condo, too flustered to choose a destination. The chair banged into the
carpeted floor, wrenching her arm, and she swore out loud, then shut her mouth hard. There was il
the posshility of listening devices here.

| hope | was out of sight when | jumped.
She jJumped to the Aerie before putting the chair down.
"What were they doing there?' she said doud. "Could they have followed me?’

To get there sheld taken a cab from Dulles and she supposed they could've spotted her at the
arport, but sheredly doubted it. She didn't look anything like the Millie they knew.

But they do know about Bochstettler and Associates. She nodded. That made sense—they'd
goneto theroof for exactly the same reason Millie had. To watch the BAd building.

W, that wasn't so scary, then. They were just following the case and they'd chosen the same
surveillance spot. She'd been half afraid they were psychic.

And that means they weren't called off. She wondered if the FBI waslessvulnerableto
pressure from above. Or if it'sinside the NSA and therefore not over the FBI. She had achilling
thought. Or they have been called off, but I'm now the object of their investigation. Shebit her lip
for asecond, then shook her head. No, that went a bit too far toward paranoia.

But now they'd be wondering what on earth happened to the strange blond woman after she
went off the edge of the building. She pictured them rushing to the edge, expecting to see and/or hear
her impact the ground below, and then the surprise at seeing and hearing nothing. With any luck, they
would think Millies body hidden by the shrubbery and would waste more time poking through the
busheslooking for it.

Next time | do something like that, | must see what | can do to provide a body to be
found.

She was back in the medica professonds building within the hour, wearing along red wig and a
knee length swester tunic in green and black. The red wig went very well with her green contacts and
shefdt confident that she no longer resembled either the old Millie or the figure who'd dropped off the
building.



On the sixth floor there was a pediatric neurologist whose suite of offices was on the side of the
building facing Bochstettler and Associates. The waiting room held severa children in powered
whedchairsand afew morein leg braces and crutches. Millie amost flinched away from so much
pain, but stopped hersdlf. There wasn't redlly any noticeable pain in the room—the pain wasin her
reaction.

Severd of the kids were playing aboard game, abeit with the aid of attending parents or home
hedlth aides to move markers, spin the pointer, and turn over cards. Two of the kids with crutches
were giggling in the corner.

Just kids, she admonished hersdf. If they couldn't walk or even move from the neck down, they
were dill kids.

There was areception window but the woman seated there had her back turned, talking on the
phone while she flipped through a stack of medica records. Millie walked to the corner of thewaiting
room hidden from the receptionist, and picked up a magazine.

A girl, strapped into astanding wheel chair operated by a puff/sp switch backed away from the
board game which she had been watching, and rolled over to Millie. She brought the chair to ahdt
with thefront whedsinchesfrom Milliesfoot.

She had black bangs cut straight across the middle of her forehead and enormous blue eyes
which, combined with the silver framework of her chair, made Milliethink of aMargaret Keane
big-eyed waif painting in achromeframe.

"Hdlo," Milliesad.

A woman, seated on the other side of the waiting room and reading a book, looked up. "Come
away, Maggie," shesaid mildly.

Millie hed out her hand and shook it Sideto Side. " She's not bothering me." To thelittle girl she
sad, "My namés Millicent. And your nameis Maggie?"

"Like the Rod Stewart song. Though I'm more of apain in the neck than that woman was. And |
don't pick up younger men." Maggie was able to move her head but her arms hung down, strapped to
cushioned pads on theframe. "l don't pick up anything.”

Millie had thought the girl seven or eight, but now consdered revising that upward. "Why do you
think you're apain in the neck?'

"Well. What do you think?'

Millietilted her head to one Sde and narrowed her eyes before finaly saying, "Maybe you think
your parents have to do too much to help you. Maybe you lose your temper sometimes and won't
cooperate. Maybe you fed ungrateful, sometimes, despite dl the stuff you have to have done for you.
Maybe you fedl no one can possibly understand what you're going through.”

Maggie, who'd been amiling, frowned at this. "Y ou're apsych, aren't you?'



"A family therapigt,” Millielaughed. "And you are apain in the neck."
Maggie nodded, solemnly. "Told you."

"May | ask how old you are?’

She consdered thisfor amoment, findly saying, ™Y ou may."

Millie waited for a second, then smiled. "Okay. How old are you?"
"Ten... in two months. How old are you?'

"Thirty-three... in onemonth." And ticking. "Why thewhee chair?'
"So | don't lay around like athrow rug."

Millie snorted, haf involuntary laugh, haf sob. "Did | say painin the neck? 1 must've meant
another portion of the anatomy.”

"All right. Swimming pool. Deep dive. Shdlow end. | was seven.”

Now Milliewanted to cry, but dl she said was, "Ouch."

"Could beworse. | can breathe by myself. Look at Christopher Reeve.”

The door to the hallway opened. A man stuck his head in and looked around the waiting room.
Millietried not to freeze—it was the large black FBI agent who'd been on the roof with Becca
Martingale. He saw him look toward her corner, then pass on. He spent more time studying Angie's
mother than anybody €lsein the room, but then she was sitting by herself and she had brown hair, like
Milliesred hair color. He pulled his head back into the hall and let the door shut.

Millieexhded.

Angie eyed her. "Wasthat man looking for you?"

"What makes you think that?

"Well... you smiled but you held your breath dl thetime hewas here.”

Perceptive. "Ah. Wdll, I'm not sure who he was looking for." Which really istrue, if
disngenuous. "l wish | had akid likeyou."

Maggie looked startled. "What? Broken?"
Millie shook her head. " Smart. Beautiful. Funny.”

Maggie wrinkled her nose.



A nurse came to the door and said, "Maggie Peterson.”
Maggie blinked her eyes. "Gottago." She turned the whed chair with the sp/puff controller.

"Nice meeting you, Maggie." She watched her roll to her mother, then both of them follow the
nurse back into the clinic. She pulled out some tissue from her purse and blew her nose. She sghed
deeply and asked hersdlf if she was sure she wanted children. The answer was aresounding
afirmative even if they're broken.

She lifted her magazine and pretended to read again, checking the room. Another woman eyed
her before going back to hel ping with the board game. Just curious, Millie judged. A man, seated by
the children with leg braces and crutches, eyed her more circumspectly with most of his attention to
her stockinged legs, where they crossed at the knee. A different kind of curious. But not one she
had to worry about.

Millieignored both of them and instead checked the office hours posted on asmall plastic Sign
on the reception desk. Today the clinic would close & five. If they took gppointmentsal the way up
to closing, she could hope the last of the staff and patients would be out the door by six-six-thirty at
the latest.

She was tempted to wait until Maggie came back out. She'd be leaving, anyway. Instead she
memorized the corner she sat in, then walked back out into the public halway in the manner, she
hoped, of someone seeking arestroom.

She was back at seven, appearing in the corner where she'd talked with Maggie. She was
dressed in what she thought of as ninjachic: black tennies, black jeans, black turtleneck, black gloves,
and masked, alaninja, with ablack tee-shirt, her eyes peaking out through the neck hole, the
tee-shirt's deevestied behind her head.

Shefdt absolutdly ridiculous.
"And so, Sheila, is Joe responding to your requests for more emotional connections?”

"No, and | must tell you that I'm having trouble trusting a therapist who wears a mask.
Why are you wearing it?"

Why indeed? Wdll, the answer was video cameras. She wasn't expecting any herein the
neurologist's office but from what shed seen of Bochstettler and Associates, there were more
cameras around than tie-dyed tee-shirts at a Grateful Dead concert.

She went looking for awindow and was surprised to see that most of the examination rooms,
even though they were on the outer wal, didn't have windows. Shefinally located afloor to celling
glasswall in agaff break room and found herself with pretty much the same view of the BAd building
as she'd had on theroof above.

Shelifted the binoculars.



The scene was the same but the video cameras stood out now. They weren't redlly any more
visble. She wasjust more sengtive to them, now.

There weretwo at each upper corner of the building. There were four pylons set eight feet ingde
the fence corners with two cameras each. On two of theinner corners of the atrium, at the roof line,
two more camerastilted down into the courtyard.

But thereredly didn't seem to be anything surveying the rooftop.
That | can see.

Couldn't be helped. If she wanted to get into the building, sheld haveto risk it. It wasn't asif they
could stop Millie, even should they spot her.

Don't get cocky. Davy had a lot more experience with this than you and they caught him.

It was thisthought that led her to check for other observers on adifferent roof. The one directly
above her. The FBI had a reason for being on that roof.

She went up the gairs quietly. She found the door shut completely with no sign that thedarm
had been disabled. Itslittle LED was shining brightly. She jumped past it and peeked around the
elevator machine stack. No figures crouched or sat a her old watch post but there was something.
She walked closer and laughed to hersdif.

A weatherproof video cameramounted on a sandbag-anchored tripod pointed down at
Bochgtettler and Associates. A coaxial cable snaked from the camera housing to an antennaed box
sitting back from the edge.

They were watching. Just not in person. It took her only afew minutes of scanning with the
binocularsto find the V erizon phone van parked in an adley ahaf ablock awvay from the BAd
building.

What to do? What to do?

If shejumped onto the roof, she'd bein clear view of the FBI camera. It was dark over there,
but sheld bet the camerawas low-light capable. They wouldn't be ableto tell who it was, but they'd
be ableto tell that someone had appeared on that roof out of nowhere.

She studied her intended destination again. Then bent down and unscrewed the video cable
where it entered the antennaed box.

All they can tell isthat their camera went dead.
She jumped into deep shadow, crouched on the gravel against adormant air-conditioning unit.
She stayed there, moving only her head, trying to seeif any of Bochtettler's cameras were pointed

across the rooftop.

She figured she had at least ten minutes easy before the FBI could get back up on the roof and
see what happened to their camera. Longer if they had to hunt up someone with akey.



She duck-walked to the edge of the roof overlooking the inner courtyard. At night, with the
interior hallwayslit and shining through the open doorsinto the offices lining the top floor, she could
see through the reflective glass easily. She picked one of the offices on the opposite side, top floor,
and sudied carefully, through the binoculars.

Thiswas aharder jump. It was one thing to jump from one grave rooftop to another. The
temperature and wind and dightest whiffs of distant exhaust were the same. There was something
about the world on the other side of the tinted glass that seemed unredl. She exercised her imagination
picturing her own clinic back in Stillwater asamodel for the hushed feding of a controlled-climate
building. Her first attempt, however, put her there, in her own office, and she heard the receptionit,
on the phone, in the other room, clearly working late. She returned to the roof. Her next try
succeeded.

Shewasin alarge office that actualy wrapped around one of the interior corners. Clearly a
power office, with dmost aliving room suite of furniture at one end of the L-shaped room, alarge
conference table at the bend, and an isolated massive teak desk at the other end. She took a deep
breath through her nose and noted some of the details of the carpet and the three abstract paintings on
the wall, then looked at her watch.

Only four minutes had passed since sheld disconnected the camera. She jumped back, to the
rooftop of the medical building, and reconnected the cable loosdly. An intermittent. If anyone
diagnosed the unit, they might think it a ssmple loose connector and not active sabotage. She heard the
elevator motors whine and jumped back to the big corner office, her heart pounding.

Out of the frying pan...

She settled againgt the wall, in the darkest corner, and listened to the sounds of the building.

There'd been four carsin the parking lot and she would bet at least two, if not more, belonged to
security guards. Probably more—someone had to be monitoring al those cameras. Therewas aso
the possibility that those cameras outside the building might have some brethren within. She heard the
distant sound of avacuum cleaner.

All right. They aren't dl security.

Shelooked around the room, checking, in particular, the corners at the ceiling, searching for
cameras and motion detectors.

But, they can't have the staff cleaning and the alarms active at the same time.

Milliedid not like the contents of the desk. They were laid out with ageometric purity that was
amod derile. Or anal. There were no filesin the desk'sfile drawers. The only papers were blank
sationery. There was a networked computer, adeek black thing with alarge flat screen, and a
matching keyboard and mouse underneath on aslently diding shelf.

Sheturned it on but found it password-protected on the hardware level, not even proceeding to
boot. She considered just taking the entire thing with her.

Surely someone could get &t its contents?



The distant vacuum cleaner had stopped and started severa times but now it sounded louder.
She gave up on the desk and tried the two doors at the end of the office. Oneled to asmaller office,
possibly an assistant's, and the other was alarge coat closet, two umbrellas and dark raincoat hung
from the rod and on the shelf above was an ataché case in gold anodized duminum, a Hdliburton
case, thekind that screams " stedl mel” Her heartbest, dowly settling after the tension of her initia
arriva, shot up again. But the case wasn't locked and it was empty except for a crumpled sticky note
stuck in the corner. She unfolded it but there was only aten digit phone number in the 508 area code
followed by the letters "egc tt 9/2 2:30."

She stuffed the note deep into her jeans pocket, carefully, making sureit didn't stick to her
gloves as she withdrew her hand. She peeked carefully outside the door. The vacuuming came from a
lit office three doors down. Each of the doors had a namepl ate set beside the door. She glanced at
thewall beside her. The plate said, "N. Kelledge, CEO."

The vacuum cut off and asmall Hispanic woman in green coveralls backed out of the lighted
office carrying atrash can. Millie jerked her head back into the office and jumped away.

She returned to the Aerietired and frustrated and in need of abath. Since her unknown enemies
had kicked in the hotel room door in Virginia, shed been making do with sponge bathsin the cliff
house and, of course, the stylist in London had washed her hair when sheld cut and dyed it.

Dammit! Arethey or aren't they monitoring the condo?

Shefdt like arriving there on foot, unlocking the door, and seeing what happened. Who would
arrive? The NSA, the people who kidnapped Davy, or are they the same? She dtill believed that
Anders had nothing to do with it but she wasn't confident that it wasn't some other part of the agency.

The thought of another bath interrupted decided her against the attempt. She looked through
Davy's stetgpes until she found one labeled Ten Thousand Waves.

It was an hour earlier in Santa Fe and her ears popped painfully hard—the spawas at eight
thousand feet. She walked up to the spafrom the lower parking lot, following the footpath through the

Japanese landscaping.

Sheld brought aswimming suit since sheld expected to be using the non-reserved communal tub,
but the last hour bath was arting in ten minutes and one of the smaler private tubs was available due
to acancellation. She shampooed and washed in the woman's shower room and wore the provided
kimono to her assigned bath, an acrylic hot tub surrounded by shoji screens, except for its uphill side,
which faced on scrub pifion trees trained by nature and twenty years of judicious care, into
bonsai-like perfection. The New Mexico sky was studded with brilliant pricks of light and therewas
snow, in spots, under the trees.

She was glad not to use the bathing suit but the hot water and icy cold air made her long for
Davy. Thelast time sheld been here with him they'd used the I chiban room—which had included an
indoor mattress. She ached at the thought. When she climbed out of the tub she was grateful for the
cold air for more than one reason.

She checked out and jumped back to the Aerie the minute the receptionist’s back was turned.



Underwear. She had clothing enough in the Aerie because of her shopping, but her underwear
supplies were depleted. There were clean panties and brasin Stillwater.

She jumped to the living room of the condo and looked around, nervoudly. It was quiet, as
usud, but there was astrangeticklein her throat. She sniffed deeply through her nose. Again, shefdt
something odd in her throat. She thought that the weekly cleaning lady, Lonnie, must've changed the
furniture polish shewasusing. Milliedidnt likeit.

The room was quite dark, only lit by the diffused glow of astreetlight shining through the drapes,
but she could tell something was different at the front door. She took a step toward it and the room
lurched, tilted oddly. She dropped to her knees, her robe opening where she'd been holding it shut.

The door had been taped shut, long strips of duct tape running around the sides and top and
triple wide at the gap between door and floor. She twisted around and saw plastic sheeting over the
fireplace.

That's odd, she thought, dmost dreamily. Her lungsfelt heavy. Convulsively, she stabbed her
nailsinto her barethigh, raking, knowing thefeding of cam was an artifact. It wasthe lack of
sensation, the lack of response from her nervesthat finally awoke in her a sense of urgency.

Inhal ation anesthetic.
Sheflinched away.

She fet the gritty limestone texture of the bare rock of the Aeriefloor on her knees, then her
cheek, and then nothing.

FOURTEEN

Mugu Man

For two days Davy let the servants wait upon him, jumping down to the beach twice aday, and
losing himself inthe DV D collection. Hetried not to think. Not of Brian Cox, not of escape, not of his
captors, not of Millie. For aperiod in the morning and in the afternoon, he performed for Dr. Conley,
jumping to and from specific locations in the courtyard as Conley measured, recorded, and

Speculated.

Hewas not surprised to learn that there was no increase in loca radioactivity when he jumped.
Nor any other dectromagnetic fluctuations. However, an Infrared Imaging Camera, when he jumped
from the shade of awall to asunlit portion of the courtyard, showed adight increase in temperature at
his departure site and adight drop at his destination. It was the barest tenth of a degree change.

"The difference in temperature between the two locationsis over Sx degrees. There must be
some sort of |eakage when you jump.”



Davy nodded. "Perhaps." His own experience told him he wasn't disappearing one place and
appearing another, but that a gate opened ever so briefly. Held captured it, once, on video tape, and
wondered if Conley had. He didn't ask, though. He didn't want to give Conley any idess.

The next day, when he appeared in the courtyard at Conley's request, he found astrange
apparatus consigting of alarge, trangparent four-foot cube made of one-inch-thick sheets of plastic
and held together by aframework of pipe clamps. Davy went closer and smelled acetic acid. He saw
that the joints had been heavily sedled with atrand ucent substance and the smell confirmed silicone
caulk.

The chamber's only other feature was a pair of plastic pipe nipples threaded through the top.
Onewent to alarge pressure gauge with arange of 800 to 1200 millibars and the other went to a
rubber hose that went off to asmall air compressor.

Conley waswaiting.

Davy stared at the chamber with disfavor. Do you know anything about diving physiology?'
Davy asked.

"A little" He pointed at the gauge. "The reading is absolute. | don't expect to work in differences
of morethan 20 millibars, so | don't think we have to worry too much about popping your lungs or
your eardrums.”

Davy stepped closer. The gauge read 1002 millibars but Davy had no idea how close that was
to normd pressure a sealeve. "Isit pressurized right now?"

"Not abit." Conley pointed to avave manifold mounted on the compressor. "It's open to the
outsde.”

Davy crouched down and jumped into the box. It was warmer inside, catching the sun, but the
pressure, as Conley had said, was the same. He jumped back out.

"All right. What's your plan?’
"Well, why don't | sart by pumping some air into the box, about twenty millibars. Then you

jumpinto it and welll see what happensto the pressure. If your volume just appears out of nowhere,
we should see adight increase in pressure asthe air in the chamber is compressed into asmaller

"How much istwenty millibarsin pounds per squareinch?’

A true physicigt, Conley pulled out acaculator. "Uhm, point-two-nine-oh-oh. A little more than
aquarter of oneps."

Davy sad, "l canlivewith that.”
He watched the gauge carefully as Conley switched valves and added alittle air into the

chamber. The gauge climbed much faster than Conley expected and he had to bleed some off to get
down to the designated 1022 millibars. He shut the valve and said, " There. Barely haf aninch of



mercury. Just an afternoon high pressure zone."

Davy worked hisjaw l€ft to right to ready his eustachian tubes, then crouched again. He opened
his mouth wide and jumped into the chamber but didn't redlly notice any pressure differencein his
ears, though hefdt air move through his hair for an instant. Davy glanced at Conley through the plastic
and saw that the physicist'sjaw had dropped.

"What?" he asked Conley, regppearing beside him.

"The second you appeared the pressure dropped back to atmospheric. It didn't increase.”

"Umm." Davy didn't comment.

Conley frowned at him. "Y ou suspected this, didn't you?"

"Not redly. My ears pop al thetimewhen | change dtitudes.” But I'm usually not changing to
and from sealed chambers.

"Let'sreverseit. Get in. Then I'll increase the pressure and well see what happens when you
jump out.”

"No more than twenty-millibars, right?’

Conley held up hisright hand, palm out. "Swear."

Davy jumped back into the cube.

Davy's ears popped as the compressor ran. By craning his neck around, he could just seethe
gauge through the top of the chamber. Conley got the pressureright, 1022, first time, without having
to bleed it back down.

Conley shut the manifold and backed away, his eyes on the gauge.

Davy jumped. His ears popped again. He looked at the gauge on the chamber. It read 1002. As
he'd suspected.

"| think your gauge must be broken,”" he said to Conley.

"Tunnding. So that'sit. It must've been warm and cold air that carried the temperature
difference. When you jump, air flows through the hole."

Davy didn't say anything.
"Go put on some shorts."
"What?'

"Shorts. No socks. No shoes. Please.”



Davy returned before Conley had completed his arrangements. Conley carried two plagtic
dishpans out of the back door of the house and behind him came one of the footmen, carrying a
bucket.

Davy stood on the grass, which was cold, but not as cold as the sdewalk. Conley put the two
dishpans down and directed the man carrying the bucket to fill one of them. The water steamed
dightly inthe cold air and Davy wasrelieved. At least they weren't using cold water.

Conley dismissed the footman and turned to Davy. "All right. Let's see what el se passes through
thehole." He stuck aruler into the full dishpan. The water filled three quarters of its volume and the
ruler showed five and a hdf inches at the water-line. "Stand in that, please.”

"I'm going to catch my desth, traipsing about in shortswith wet feet.”

Conley smiled grimly. "Catching your desth may be area problem, but it won't be from acold.”

Davy stepped into the warm water. It rose dightly over hisankle.

"Good," said Conley. "Please teleport into the other dishpan.”

Davy obliged. He looked down. There was agood inch of water in the previoudy empty
dishpan hewas standing in.

Conley, back at the other pan, was measuring the depth again. "Well, that'sinteresting, isn't it?1s
it flowing through the hole or just clinging to you, a sort of surface effect, when you jump?' He
motioned Davy to step out of the tub and measured the water depth. " Three quarters of an inch. Back
inplease”

"Thefull one?'

"No, thisone," he pointed at the mostly empty pan. When Davy had done this, he motioned
Davy to jump back into thefilled tub. "Teeport back, will you?'

Davy did so.
"Conley stooped and measured the water in the mostly empty tub. "Aninch and ahaf. The
water isnot clinging to you. It's flowing downhill, from deeper water to shdlow, through the hole—the

gate." He stared at Davy, not as a person stares at a person, but as a person stares at an annoying
mystery. "You'refolding space” he said, accusingly. "Well need agravity gradiometer.”

They put Davy in the back of acargo van.
"Y ou're scaring me, you know," he said to Conley.

"It'sjust like the beach. We've got two split keys, onein acar ahead of us, one behind. You'll be
fine"



Davy tapped the door of the van. "Metd. Faraday cage. Electromagnetic interference?”

"Ah." Conley pointed a aloop of wire hanging inthe middle of the van celling. "I've run an
antenna. It conducts the sgnal quite well. We had atest run this morning over the sameroute. | sat
ingde with the meter and there wasn't the dightest dip in signa strength.”

"Y ou could havetraffic problems,” said Davy.

"During the off season? Don't worry. Y ou're not secured. Y ou can jump back to your room at
the dightest hint of nausea." Conley shut the door.

Davy sat at the front of the compartment, his back againgt the bulkhead dividing the cargo
compartment from the driver's cab. They hadn't given Davy awatch but he counted off the seconds.
There were five minutes of bumpy gravel road, then they turned onto pavement. There were afew
stops, asif for astop sign, and once a stop-start-stop-start that was clearly afew cars waiting to go
through astop sgn.

Hed counted out fifteen hundred seconds before he felt the van turn tightly, then reverse. Conley
opened the rear door and Davy blinked. It wasn't as bright as he expected. The van wasinsde an
arplane hangar.

It was pretty obvious. An airplane, asingle engine utility craft was parked right in front of him.
There was aweird boom extending aft from the bottom of the tail section and the letters on the pilot's
door said, "BHP Facon Survey System.”

Conley smiled. "We only have thisfor an hour. It's not the expense, but the fact that there are
only afew of them and they're heavily scheduled.”

"What is'this? " Davy asked.

Conley led him around to an open cargo door in the side of the craft. "It's an airborne three-D
gravity gradiometer. They're using technology declassified a couple of years ago—anavigation tool
used by nuclear submarines. They useit to locate ore bodies and map hydrocarbon reservoirs.”

"How sengitiveisit?”

"Perhaps too senditive. At one meter it can detect the gravity generated by athree-year-old
child

Insde the plane aman sat at aconsole. A squat black rounded disk was mounted on the floor.
Wiresled out of gold-colored connectors and snaked down the side.

"I'm surprised you didn't just buy one," said Davy.

Conley sghed, but before he spoke the technician at the console said in athick Austraian
accent, "' So, that vehiclewill be here during the test?!

"Yan



"Very well. They've set up your screens,” he gestured toward the side of the hangar where Davy
saw the sort of standing panels used to make cubiclefarmsin big offices. They were set upinalong
row.

"Right,” Conley said. "When can we sart?'

"I've got to do acdibration run with you lot at least ahundred meters away. It'll take ten
minutes”

"Very well. Well be back in fifteen?'

The tech nodded and Conley led Davy toward the end of the screens and around one end. On
the other side, astandard doorway was set into the much larger hangar door. When they were at it,
but before he opened the door he said, " Jump back to your room, right? Someone will tell you when
to come back here." He pointed at the floor right in front of the exterior door. "Can you do that?*

Rather than answer, Davy just did it, appearing next to the four poster bed back at the mansion.

The clock on the entertainment center showed fifteen minutes elapsed before Abney, the butler,
cameintotel him his presence was requested back at the hangar. Davy jumped in front of him. He
didn't know how "trusted" Abney was but he hadn't been told to avoid histdent in front of the
servants. He had amorbid feding that they'd dl be killed after this.

Conley waswaiting for him. They walked back to the end of the screen. Conley pointed out a
series of chalked circles on the concrete behind the screen. "All wewant you to dois, first, smply
wak from thiscircleto thefar circle. Sowly. After that, teleport back to thisfirst circle, count to five,
the next circle, count to five, the next circle, count to five, etc.”

He had Davy do adry run while he watched. "Right. | haveto clear out so my mass doesn't
interfere, but the technician will give you the go-ahead, al right?

"Understood.”

"After thelast jump, count to five and go back to the house. Don't come back here cause I'll
have turned off the keys." Conley left by the door. Asit shut, Davy jumped to it and looked through
therapidly closing gap. All he saw was a stretch of concrete and then low green brush beyond. In the
distance, he saw abarn silo. It didn't tell him much. Hereturned to the first circle. After amoment, the
Audtrdian accent cdled out, "Ready when you arel”

Davy did the dow wak to the far circle, then the series of jumps with the five-second pauses.
He waited the additiona time before jumping back to the house.

And what did that prove?

There were heavy winds and thunder that night. The rain had stopped by dawn, but the waves
thundered il onto the beach the next morning and Davy spent agood hour watching them pound the
sand. It wasthergpeutic. He didn't know which he identified with more—the surf, raging against the



immovable stone outcroppings, or the rocks, taking enormous punishment without being ableto strike
back.

Without thinking about it, he redlized the beach faced south. It was the sun's movement across
the sky and hismemory of its position other times held been there. That fits Martha's Vineyard.

Conley hadn't bothered him after the test in the hangar. Nor had he shown up that morning.
Davy was torn—curious about the results, yet happy to be eft alone.

They kept awatch on him, when he was on the beach. Not to prevent him from fleeing or
wandering out of bounds—obvioudy the governor did that—~but to keep him from communicating
with anyone.

Before they gave him clearance to go to the beach, they would send someone out to sit on atall

rock outside the safe zone with aview up and down the shore. If the beach was empty of people,
they switched on the key transmitters and told him Davy was clear to jump.

The beach was private, without public access, but there were people in some of the neighboring
houses, caretakers and stubborn winter residents surf casting in hip waders, but hed only seethemin
the distance. If they looked like they were coming down the beach toward Davy, hiswatcher would
speak on hisradio and blow awhigtleto let Davy know they were turning off the keysin the next two
seconds.

Davy didiked the whistle most as much as he did the earlier waves of warning nausea. In fact,
a thewhigtles shrill call, hed fed nauseated but without thetelltale tingle in histhroat.

Only when he was back in the box did the sensation leave off.

Thismorning they blew the whistle before lunch when there wasn't anybody visible on the beach,
near or far.

He stood in the box, breathing deeply. The door opened.

It was Hyacinth "Miss Minchin" Pope.

He amost didn't recognize her. She was dressed in ablack tailored suit that conformed tightly to
her figure. The skirt was short, mid-thigh, and the stockings were patterned lace ending in high-hedled
puUMps.

And her hair was down, faling past her shouldersin shining waves.

| guess her brains don't fall out. Hefdt that familiar tug of desire mixed with fear, but he
managed to keep hisface impassive.

"Miss Pope."

"Mr. Rice." She sauntered into the room, the hedls making her hipsroll even more than usud,
and perched on the arm of the recliner. "Y ou've come up in theworld, | see”



Davy couldn't help himsdf. "It'smy reward for throwing you around. | wonder if | could work
up to my own bungaow?'

Shelaughed at him and crossed her legs. The skirt inched up and Davy saw the tabs of agarter
belt suspender hooked to the top of the stocking. She leaned forward, causing the skirt to inch even
higher.

Davy swallowed. "What may | do for you, Miss Pope?"

"I've cometo fetch you for lunch. In the dining room. Do you want to change firs?' She eyed his
Dockers, tennis shoes, and swester.

"Isthisaforma event?"'

She shook her head. "No, just thought | could... help." Shelicked her upper lip, aquick motion
from one corner of her mouth to the other.

"I'll wash up," Davy said. Hetook off the windbresker and hung it in the closet, then went into
the bathroom, washed his hands and face, and combed his hair.

For asecond he stared blankly at hisreflection in the mirror. What does she want? He
wondered if shewas back in charge and Dr. Conley was no longer involved.

When he came out of the bathroom, shewasin the lounger, sideways, looking like alingerie ad.
Her back was againgt one chair arm, |eft leg over the other, right leg straight up inthe air. Shewas
smoothing her stocking and her skirt had ridden so high Davy could make out black lace panties.

He swallowed hard and jumped past her to the door. Holding it open politely, he said, "Shal
we?' Thankfully the back of the lounger blocked the more salacious parts.

She swiveled and stood, demurely smoothing her skirt as she passed him.

Hedidn't walk beside her but proceeded by jumps, first to the head of the stairs, again waiting
politely until sheld reached him, then jumping to the landing below, then the second floor hal, next
landing, ground floor hdl. He even held the chair for her.

I'm not with you.

Shewaslooking a him warily by thetime he sat himsdlf.

They were the only diners. Lunch was served by two footmen supervised by Abney the butler.
Abney presented awine bottle to Davy and he forestalled the ceremony by saying, "Perhaps Miss
Popewould lend her expertise.”

Abney didn't blink but changed to the other side of the table, presenting the label to Miss Pope
instead. She nodded, tasted, and eventually approved awhite Spétlese to go with their clam chowder
and pasta with |obster, tomatoes, and herbes de maquis.

When Hyacinth asked, Abney explained that the Magquis was a thick underbrush that covered



parts of Cordicaand the herbsthat grew there gave theidand its nickname, "the scented ide.”

Theround loaf of hard-crusted bread was hot from the oven and wonderfully suited to soaking
up the sauce. Davy concentrated on eating. Finally, he asked, "What has become of Dr. Conley?"

Hyacinth patted her lipswith the linen napkin. "The good doctor has gone off to consult with
colleagues. Apparently hislittle experiment with the very expengve gravity thingie produced results.
Lotsof ‘'em. Heisin anaysismodefor thetime being.”

She held up her wineglass and one of the footmen stepped forward and poured. She didn't even
look at him. "Which leavestimefor us."

Davy didn' like the sound of that. He raised his eyebrows.

Shetook aplastic prescription pill container from her suit pocket and pushed it across the table.
"Takeone"

"What isit?"
"Doxycycdline. Were going to take allittle trip.”

Helooked at thelabdl. It read, "Doxycycline, 100mg. Take Once Daily, for the prevention of
Mdaria"

"Thetropics. Just the two of us?”

She shook her head. "Not exactly.”

Too bad. Not that he had any romantic intentions. If he were traveling with just one, they would
have to use the complete signa transmitter and he might be able to grab it. Insteed, they were
probably going to do that roving split key thing, half in front, half in back. If it werejust Hyacinth and
himsdlf, he could consder possibilities.

"Where arewe going?'

"Nigeria”

They made the jump in the middle of the next afternoon.

"It'll be dark there, now," said Hyacinth, checking her watch. She'd changed into khaki pants,
hiking boots, and a photojournalist's vest over acotton polo. She carried a shoulder bag and her hair
was back up initsusud tight bun.

Davy'd stuck with jeans, tennies, and awhite cotton button-down with the deevesrolled to the
elbows. They both reeked of DEET. There was always maariato consider in Africaand Nigeria
definitely had the chloroquine-resistant P. fal ciparum, which waswhy shed given him the
doxycydline.



"You're surethekeysarein place?' He hadn't meant to ask—it was amost convulsve—but the
fear of jJumping into an areawithout a safe zone was uncontrollable.

The bastards had done their job well.

"| told you. They cdled. They've bracketed the terminal building. Y ou said you could doit." She
put an edge of derison in her voice.

Mr. Simons, Hyacinth informed him, had sent the team out two days previoudly.

"All right, then," Davy said.

For Davy it wasroutine, but he felt Hyacinth stagger as he set her down in thetermind. He
steadied her automaticaly as she reacted to the environmental changes: light to dark, winter central
heating to an air conditioning system not keeping up with the humidity, and thetotal changein smells.

The dark nook off of baggage claim, normally empty, was occupied by three Hausawomen and
achild, watching aviolent thunderstorm through the glass doors of the termina. Davy had gppeared
just behind them and set Hyacinth down before the women noticed.

After her initid start, Hyacinth sood quietly. Then abright flash of lightning striking outside the
termind followed immediately by awindow rattling thunderclap caused them al to jump, Davy
included.

The women gasped, amost screamed, when they noticed Davy and Hyacinth standing directly
behind them and they scurried away, dragging the surprised child, and casting frightened |ooks over
their shoulders.

Hyacinth gave a haf-laugh then asked, "Whereis ground transportation?"

Davy thought about directing her to thelong line of smal pickups, somewith shells on the back,
that crowded fifteen or twenty locals aboard for fifty Nairaeach. Instead he pointed at a set of doors
across the broad hall and they started around the edge of the room, avoiding the crowds waiting for
luggage or passengers. HE'd been here severa times and was prepared when alarge, heavy local man
dressed in jungle camouflage battle dress stopped in front of them and demanded their papers.

Hyacinth was reaching into her bag, probably for abribe, Davy thought. "Dont," he said
conversationdly. "He'snot ared officid. It'san extortion scam.”

"Areyou sure?'
"He doesn't haverank insgnia. I'm sure."
The man, who heard all this, raised hisvoice. "Y our papers! Now!"

Davy shook his head. " Perhaps you could show us your identification,” heraised hisvoice
amost to ashout, "Mr. Barawo."

People turned at the word.



The man looked around and swore, then snatched at the strap of Hyacinth's bag but missed
when she took a step back out of reach. He made the mistake of following.

She kicked him in the shin, then broke his nose with the hedl of her hand. He staggered back,
dripping red.

Therewas adtir from the other end of baggage claim and the redl thing arrived: uniformed and
armed Nationa Police.

Davy gestured at the man holding hisbloody nose. "Barawo. Hetried to steal her bag.”
"Ah," said the sergeant in charge. He gestured. "Take him."
A bystander, another local dressed in a cheap suit, said, "No. She attacked him!™

Confederate. Davy shook his head, then looked at the man with the bleeding nose still blinking
tearsfrom his eyes. He must've weighed twice what Hyacinth did. Then pointedly back a Hyacinth.

One of the NPF said, " Abokin barawo, barawo ne."

The man in the suit gulped, then backed away. "Perhaps | was mistaken.”
Davy asked the policeman, "What isthat you said, about athief?"

The sergeant in charge trandated, "Thefriend of athief isathief also.”

"Usema." Thanks. Davy turned to Hyacinth. "A gift here would kegp usfrom havingto goto
thelocal NPF precinct to make a statement.”

She nodded and took her hand out of the bag, something folded within. She held it out to the
man in charge, asif she were going to shake his hand. "We are late for an appointment, Captain. We
redly gppreciate your hep in thismatter. Would it be dl right if we went on?"

The sergeant didn't correct her about his rank but glanced surreptitioudy at the wad of Naira
notes she'd handed him. They were each of the five-hundred denomination, about $3.80 U.S. each,
but the wad was half an inch thick, folded. He stuck the money in his pocket, then stepped back and
sduted. "Quitedl right, Madame. Wewill ded with this mugu men."

"Na gode," said Davy.

They went through the doors. Therewas atan GMC SUV ditting at the curb with two guards
huddled againgt it, the shapes of their assault rifles showing through their ponchos astherain streamed
off the pladtic.

The rear door opened as Hyacinth stepped out, and she and Davy dashed through the
downpour, then scrambled into the rearmost bench seat. A gray-haired occidenta in khakis, seated in
the front passenger seet, watched them asthey climbed in. The two armed guards followed them,
taking the center bench seat and resting their gun stocks on the floor. "Go," the white man said and the
driver gunned the engine and the SUV moved out with ajerk that rocked Davy in his seat and swung



the door shu.

Davy twisted and looked back through therain. A few of the NPF were coming out onto the
sidewak, perhapsto try a separate shakedown of their own or just to see where they were going but
they flinched back from therain.

Hyacinth said, "Whet did he cdll that guy? Mugu?"
Davy leaned forward and asked one of the guards.
"Mugu?" the guard replied. "Bad. Evil."

Davy shivered. The AC was on and he was wet from therain, but it wasn't the cold. Y es, the
man in the terminal had been evil, but it wasasmall evil, lowercase. He stole and bullied and extorted
"let me go" money from insecure people.

Helooked at Hyacinth: her hair was back in the tight bun he'd only seen her without once. She
was evil. Her boss was even worse.

They passed the airport sign. Murtala Muhammad had been a pretty good leader, for adictator.
Hed cut way back on corruption and seemed to be steering the country into some form of prosperity
when abunch of sergeants and low-ranking officerskilled himin 1976. Still, they named the airport
after him.

Davy hated coming to Nigeria.

Hed been here severa times before the death of Sani Abacha, the last dictator. Onceit had
been for the NSA and other timesfor himsdlf, removing afew Amnesty Internationa personnel
throwninjail by the late regime. Nigeriawas the sixth largest producer of il in theworld, yet it had
the most appalling poverty and violence. Abachas family got over three billion U.S. out before he
died of his"heart attack™ and, while some of the money had been recovered from the Swiss banks,
the bulk was dill missing.

The SUV didn't head into Lagos. Davy was glad. He'd heard that the roadbl ocks were nowhere
near as bad now, but in the old days you never knew if you'd be stopped by the police, thearmy, or a
local gang intent on robbery and murder. Instead, the vehicle rounded the airport on the perimeter
road and turned into the guarded gate at the commercia air operations termina, where the charter
and oil company air serviceswere.

He wondered where the keys were. He hadn't seen any cars preceding or following them, so
they couldn't be very close. They must be broadcasting afairly strong signd. Or they hid both keys
inthiscar and just aren't telling me.

One of the hangar doors was open, aten-foot gap, and the SUV pulled straight in, the headlights
throwing sweeping shadows across the walls as the pounding of the rain on the SUV's roof stopped
with an abruptness that was amost shocking.

He saw three hdlicopters and asingle-engine arplane. A series of smal offices had been
partitioned againgt the rear of the hangar. The driver cut the headlights and it got even darker as



someone shut the hangar door and they al got out.

The rain was even louder on the hangar roof—more areg, less insulation—an oppressve wall of
noise. Nobody tried to talk but someone switched on the overhead lights. They were weak
fluorescent fixtures and the result, even after they flickered completely on, was inadequate, asif there
was afilm over theeye.

At thefront of the hangar the local who'd pushed the hangar door shut waved, picked up a
spindly, misshapen umbrellawith afew broken ribs, and ducked out into the storm through asmall
door st in the greater hangar door.

The man from the front seat looked at the guards and said, "Gentlemen,” and pointed at the
doorway. One of the men said, "We are here to guard, not to stand in the rain. We will stay inside.”

The man in khaki said something in Hausa.

The guards looked surprised, then laughed.

"And you will be paid,” added the man.

The two guards pulled up the hoods on their ponchos and moved out into the storm.

"What did you say?' Hyacinth asked.

"A Hausa proverb: It'sanew thing for athief to knock at the door before entering. Thisway."
He pointed to one of the smdll offices, the corner one. He unlocked it with akey, reached in and
flipped aswitch.

The lightsingde were brighter than the poor onesin the hangar and it was air-conditioned. Even
before he fdt the air, he saw the moisture-laden air of the hangar condense asit mixed with theair in
the office, aswirl of fog. It felt good, though, when the three of them wereinside.

Hyacinth introduced him. "Thisis Davy. Thisis Frank."

Frank's accent was an odd combination of Brit and American. His skin looked like worn leather
and thewrinkles a the corners of his eyes spread out like the Niger River delta. He shook hands with

Davy.

Back at the mansion Hyacinth had said, "He's just apilot. He doesn't know anything about us, or
you. You tdl him anything and I'll haveto kill him and get another pilot.”

Frank worked for International Aid. HEd been |oaned to them at the request of Mr. Smons, a
favor bought from the board of trustees by avery large donation.

"l didn't redlize the westher was s0 bad,” Hyacinth said.

Frank said, "Not abig dedl. These are just the usual afternoon thunderstorms lasting a bit late.
The MET forecast isclear after midnight.”



"|sthat when you want to go?"
"Oh-one-hundred.”
Hyacinth looked at her watch. "What'slocd time?!

Helooked at her, clearly puzzled. "It's seventeen twenty-eight. Didn't you change your watch on
theflight?'

Hyacinth began setting the locd timeinto her wristwatch. "No."
Frank asked, "How long were you at the termina ?*
She narrowed her eyes. "Why?"

He held up his hands, placating. " Sorry. None of my business, but, what with the wesather, every
internationd flight in the last five hourswas diverted into Abuja."

"Ah," said Hyacinth. "Wl we didn't come by that, um, mode of transport. Well be back at
oh-oh-thirty, for theflight, dl right?"

"Y ou want the car and the guards? We didn't book them for atrip into town but they'll be glad
of thework."

"Where do you get them?' Hyacinth asked. "Isthere an agency?'

Helaughed. "Y ou might say that. They're Nationa Police. Approximately haf the forcein Lagos
ison hire as bodyguards while the other half runs vehicle checkpoints to scam 'let me go’ money out

of people with improper papers.”

Hyacinth made asilent "Oh" with her mouth. "Don't worry about the car or the guards. Well
make our own way."

"1 wouldn't go into town without them,” Frank said.

Davy didn't blame him for being worried. It was fourteen milesinto Lagos proper, not that the
city hadn't spread out to the airport—there were more people in the areathan in Los Angeles.

Hyacinth shook her head. "Wewon't."

She l€eft the office and walked aong the row of the doors, toward the aircraft. Frank was staring
at them from the doorway, but sheignored his comment, "There's no exit back that way."

Hyacinth turned, and when she turned to pass behind the larger of the three helicopters she
glanced back a Davy. "Okay?'

"Let me get my bearings." Davy took adeep breath of tropica flowers, aviation fud, and distant
amedl of rotting trash. "Okay."



He picked her up from behind and she deliberately rubbed her butt against his hips. He jumped
back to the square—the room in the mans on—and pushed her away, blinking in the better lighting.

She stumbled forward to regain her balance then turned, looking down at his crotch. "Do you
have something in your pocket?'

Hejumped past her, to the door, and opened it. "We should both get somerest if we're going
back in three hours.”

She raised her eyebrows and sauntered toward him. "We could lie down for awhile, sure.”
He considered jumping her downgtairs to the dining room and immediately returning to the room
alone, but there was no lock on the door. He sighed. "Leave me be." After severa besats he added,

"Pleae”

Shelifted ahand and put it on his chest, just over the scar, and smoothed Davy's shirt with her
fingertips

"Or I'll jJump you back to Lagos and leave you to wait in the airport termind..”

Thisgot to her. "Y ou can't. The keys aren't on.”

He shook hishead. "Y ou'relying. Y ou haven't communicated with your team. Y ou didn't hear
the weather report until 1 did. Y ou couldn't have planned it in advance. There were too many dynamic

factors."

"You'reright. | better seeto that." Shetook acell phone from her bag and pushed a button.

Sheléft.

Davy thought about jumping back to Nigeria, before she had a chance to communicate with her
team, but what good would it do? As soon as she reached them, they'd shut down the keys and held
be forced back here.

Wait.

FIFTEEN
"Don't be stupid, Mr. Padgett."

Millie's cheek, whereit had rested on the stone, was numb, and there was apool of sdiva
dticking to her chin.

Gross. Shewiped it with her deeve and checked her watch. Sheld been down for ten minutes,



but she doubted she would've woken up at dl, if she were gill in the condo. The numbnessin her
cheek was wearing off and with it came astinging. She checked her face in the mirror by the bed and
found she'd scraped her cheek when she'd passed out.

Lifeis entirdly too interesting.

She threw on clean jeans and a dark tee-shirt, running shoes without socks, and Davy's dark
leather jacket. Then she grabbed the binoculars and jumped to Stillwater but not the condo. She
appeared in the city park ablock from her place, next to the merry-go-round. A streetlight shining on
the playground equipment cast stark, €longated shadows across the dead grass and dirt.

She stood still for amoment, listening, panning her head dowly. A dog walked briskly by onthe
street, anointed the base of asigna light, then trotted on. She heard cars on adjoining streets and saw
their distant headlights reflecting off buildings.

She went into the stand of trees that bordered the park and moved down the chainlink fence that
separated the park from a convenience store and the back end of the subdivision that contained her
condo. She jumped to the other side of the fence and then to the roof of the gas Sation. An
extralarge facade on the front of the building waslit by the bright lights and illuminated sgns over the
pumps and, as aresult, cast a deep shadow across the gravel and tar roof. Millie put the binocularsto
her eyes and studied the two sides of the condo visibleto her.

She could make out the entrance to the parking garage, but not the main walk-in entrance. A
minivan arrived as she watched but she recognized it as one of the familiesfrom thefirst floor.

She thought about the gasin the condo. What could they have used? There were the gaseous
anesthetics but she didn't know much about them. Except many of them depress respiration.
Rather dangerous thing to administer without careful attention. Hopefully there were people
close a hand and some sort of motion sensors.

How did they tape the inside of the door and get out of the apartment? The gpartment was
moderately airtight. Sheetrock walls and celling with taped joints, plywood floor covered in carpet or
tile. Davy had used expanded foam at the wet wall where the pipes entered the dwelling in an effort to
keep the neighbors cockroach problem from becoming theirs. So, that left the door to the hall, the
windows, the fireplace, and the ba cony's diding door. The windows were tight, double-paned, with
rubber sedls.

She nodded to herself. The patio door. The diding door had agood sed—they made sure all
the windows were shut, sealed the front door and fireplace, and |eft by the balcony.

Shejumped back into the trees and went wide around the block. There was atree two streets
away from her patio that she'd ways been curious about. Sheld seen agirl and asmaller boy playing
init after the leavesfel. While the leaves were dtill up, it was screened, but now, the leaves were just
budding. She found the appropriate yard and, after several attempts, jumped into the tree, from lower
branch to upper branch, and findly climbing over thelow railing onto the small wooden platform.

Squatting down, her back braced against the trunk, she thought she could avoid silhouetting
hersdf againgt the city lights, at least as seen from the condo. She focused the field glasses on the
gpartment and frowned. The curtains were drawn and there didn't seem to be any lights behind them.



She sighed and wondered if they'd even known their trap was sprung.
If I had left that trap | would be monitoring the place with low-light video.
Maybe they didn't need to come check it.

Therewas aflicker of darkness—not light, but asif the white curtains had shifted dightly. Millie
thought shed imagined it but then she saw it again, the swirl of the curtain pushed aside, then afigure
moved between the curtain and the glass door. The reflection on the door changed dightly as the door
did quickly open and shut. There wasn't much light on the balcony but Millie could tell the figure wore
afull face respirator, like the ones used by firefighters, complete with a backpack-dung air tank.

For one second she thought the person might be alocd fire fighter, perhgps from the city
HazMat team. Right. Where are the lights? The trucks? The crowd of onlookers being held back
by police?

The figure pushed his mask up onto the top of his head, the supply hose jutting forward and
down like the trunk of an eephant trumpeting. Asthe figure peered over therail, looking down, and
swiveled its head |eft and right, the light from the corner street lamp shined on hisface.

Millie blinked, surprised. What is he doing here? It was the Monk, Padgett, who'd shot an FBI
agent while escaping from the ste of Millie's attempted kidnapping. Well, it'snot D.C. The FBI are
probably not combing this vicinity as vigorousdly.

Her mouth felt odd and she redlized she had pulled her lips back from her teeth which were
grinding together. She couldn't help thinking of the day Padgett had harried her through the National
Gdley.

She expected him to climb down, to drop onto the grass below, but instead, Padgett reached
up, to climb toward the bal cony above—the third floor. He was struggling abit and she thought it was
the SCBA pack.

Perhaps he will fall, she thought with adight degree of hope. She pursed her lips and sudied
the dwelling above. There wasn't anyone el se on that bal cony and the door was shut completely.
Perhaps he could be made to fall.

It took Padgett severd triesto swing hisleg up to the edge of the third floor balcony. He pulled
himself up and had just achieved astanding position, feet on thelip of the bacony, hands on the
railing, when Millie gppeared on the balcony and yelled in hisface.

Padgett recoiled, anatura enough reaction when oneis suddenly confronted with afigure and
noise appearing before your face out of nothing, but he probably wouldn't have fdlen if not for the
weight of the SCBA pack. Hetwisted as helost his grip on therailing, and Millie, suddenly conscious
of the consequences of Padgett landing on his back, the air tank beneath his spine, felt her ssomach
lurch.

Fortunately Padgett twisted in midair, managing to face outward and remain upright, but the
sound of hisimpact with the ground was bad enough.



She turned and glanced into the condo through the diding glass door. There was aglow againgt
thewall, likethelight fromaTV or computer screen, but there didn't seem to be anyone el se within.
If he had a partner, they would've helped him up, wouldn't they?

She jumped to the ground, her way, Davy's way—not Padgett's way. It was dark below, for
the distant Streetlight that had lit the bal cony above was blocked at ground leve by atal evergreen
hedge.

Though Padgett had avoided landing on the air tank, itsweight had dammed him to the ground.
His mouth gaped as he strained to breathe, but he wasn't getting any air. She felt enormous guilt wash
over her and hoped he'd just had the wind knocked out of him. She pictured broken ribs puncturing a
lung or acrushed trachea blocking hisairway.

She hovered, wondering how to get him breathing, when his eyes focused on her. Still
gape-mouthed, hisright hand clawed across his ssomach to where agun hung in aclip-on cross-draw
holster. The memory of the FBI agent he'd shot came as she stepped forward and kicked at the
reaching hand. She missed, but the toe of her sneaker caught him in the somach and the gun, half out
of the holster, fell to the ground as he doubled over.

Besides knocking the gun out of his hands, the kick in the ssomach had apparently jump-started
his diaphragm. Padgett's fish-like gaping had gone to alabored, asthmatic wheezing that did seem to
be moving air in and out of hislungs. Millie darted forward and scooped up the gun, ablocky
automatic, then stepped well back out of range. She looked at it and shuddered. She didn't even
know where the safety was or whether it was cocked or chambered.

| can always hit him over the head with it. She looked back at Padgett. Her eyes were
adjusting and she made out a pair of handcuffsin aloop on his belt. Hoping again that there weren't
broken ribs, she walked around him and pushed him flat onto his face, leaning down onto the airtank.
Hetried to struggle back over and she pressed the muzzle of the gun into the back of his head.

"Don't be stupid, Mr. Padgett." She wasn't going to tell him that her finger was nowhere near the
trigger.

Hefroze at the gun's touch and she fished the handcuffs from below hiship. These, &t least, she
knew how to work. She'd done an internship during college a the county jail—psychiatric evauations
on incoming prisoners. They hadn't been respongible for handling cuffs but the guards had shown them
whét to do in an emergency and had let them play with the cuffs. Once she had both of hiswrists
secured behind Padgett's back she double-locked them with the key sheld found in his pocket.

She il didn't fed in control, though. The man probably knew a dozen waysto turn the tables
on her, handcuffs and all, so she snaked his belt out of his pants and hog-tied his ankles.

That's better.
She was surprised that they hadn't been disturbed by aneighbor coming to see what the noises
had been about—either her scream or the sound of Padgett hitting the ground. The nearest condo's

windows were lit, but through the closed window she could hear atelevison blaring. Ah.

Still, they could be interrupted at any minute.



Shetook the air tank off of him. She had to unthread the shoulder straps completely because of
the handcuffs but was able to unbuckle the waist belt. She jumped it to the Aerie and put the tank and
facemask on the bed. After afew seconds thought, she put the gun on top of the propane
refrigerator.

What do | want to do with him? She thought about dropping Padgett in D.C. and calling the
FBI but she wasn't sure that would help get Davy back. There were certain thingsthat the FBI
couldn't do when interrogating a prisoner. Of course, legally, nobody could do those sorts of things,
but Millie, at this point, waswilling to bresk the law—she just wasn't sure she could hurt anybody.

Widll, she wasn't sure she wanted to struggle with the injured Mr. Padgett, even if he was bound
hand and foot. She thought about the inhaant in the apartment. Right.

She gave up on the respirator pretty quick. Padgett's face was larger and a different shape than
hers and no matter how hard she clinched the mask straps, it till leaked.

"Okay," she said doud. "Better not to have to carry the weight, anyway."
Shejumped back to Padgett and found him wiggling acrossthe lawn.

Can't be that injured. Shetook hold of the belt around his ankles and tugged.
Heydled.

Oops. Perhaps heis.

"Ankle?"

He swiveled around and bared histeeth at her. "Bit of trouble with my knee." Almogt asan
afterthought, he added, "Bitch!"

She looked around to seeif anyone was responding to hisyell. No one yet. "Redly, Mr.
Padgett. Language!" She stooped and grabbed him by his upper arms. He wastoo big for her to pick
up, but she thought if she held on hard enough... Shetook severa deep breeaths, then jumped into the
condo.

He ydled again when he found himself on the floor of the living room and she wasnt sureif it
was surprise or sheld wrenched his knee again. She wasn't going to open her mouth to ask, either.

Padgett shut his mouth dmost immediately and she could tell hewas holding his breath. Even
without bregthing, the harsh reek of the anesthetic reached her nostrils. She doubted that Padgett
could hold his breath very long after yelling as he had. She released him to dump onto hisside.

Milliefdt the need to breathe hersdlf, nothing desperate, yet, but she'd known her destination.
She reached across Padgett and tapped his upper ssomach with the hedl of her hand in the same place
sheld previoudy kicked him. Theair left him in aspasmodic gasp and he began wheezing again, then
coughing.

She jumped back to the Aerie and took a deep breath, but the anesthetic that swirled around



her was gill strong enough to make her dizzy. She took severd steps away from where shed
appeared before bresthing again.

So, how much oxygen isin the condo? Had Padgett displaced all the air or was the anesthetic
mixed in? She wanted him unconscious but she didn't want him dead.

She looked at her watch. When sheld entered the condo unaware of the gas, it had taken less
than aminute to render her unconscious. I'll give it three minutes.

She jumped to the swimming hole. That'swhat she cdled it, anyway. It was adeep pit afew
milesfrom the Aerie with aspring-fed pool initsbottom, asmdl idand in the center. In the beginning
of August, when the sun beats down on El Solitario like ahammer upon aforge, Davy would jump
her there to swim. The water was cold and clear even in the hottest afternoons.

Davy had mixed fedlings about swimming there. Hisfirst usefor the pit had been to deposit
arcraft hijackers. One of them had been wearing abomb and blew himsdlf to chunks, which Davy
had |aborioudy removed. Later, Davy had imprisoned Brian Cox and Rashid Matar, the man who'd
killed hismother, on theidand. It was dso here that he'd finally stood up to hisfather.

But, then again, that was ten years past, and since that time thered aso been many lovely
summer afternoons, swvimming naked and doing thingsthat had very little to do with swvimming and
everything to do with being naked.

It was cold in the pit and dark, the high rock walls cutting out the moonlight. Y ou could hear the
wind blowing above, whigtling though the rocks among the rim, but down herethe air was ill. There
were hard, glinting stars directly above, and the western lip of the mouth of the pit caught adiver of
moonlight, but down on the bottom it was like the poem by Henley: Out of the night that covers me
Black as the pit from pole to pole.

Shetook several deep lungfuls of air, then held her breath before returning to Padgett at the
condo. Hewas limp, his mouth dack, drool dripping down his cheek. She put him on theidand inthe
pit and, using aflashlight, emptied his pockets, and patted him down. She found athinner automatic
pistol in asecond holster insde hiswaistband at the pit of his back. She stared at it like it might bite
her, then searched him al over again, before unlocking the handcuffs.

Inthelight of the flashlight, lying dack-jawed on the cold sand, he looked pathetic.

She covered him with an old deegping bag. Oh, well. | can always give himto the FBI if this
doesn't work.

Back inthe Aerie she popped her lips percussively as she examined her booty. "P-ilfering
P-adgett's P-ockets Pr-oduces P-ossible P-ath to... to—" Well, clues and shit.

His pockets contained a very sharp serrated single-bladed knife; a set of keys, which included
an Enterprise Rent-A-Car key, a Schlage key of the kind commonly ingtalled in the residential doors
a her condominiums, and the handcuff key she had already used; Sx hundred and seventeen dollarsin
cash held together by amoney clip; assorted loose change totaling sixty-three cents; and athin lesther



wallet containing a Gresat Britain photo driver's license bearing Mr. Padgett's face but not his name, an
American Express Card, abank card, and a health insurance card. All the cards bore the name of
one Robert Maurice Burke.

Well, Mr. Padgett, | supposeif I'd just shot an FBI agent, I'd avoid using my own name,
too.

There was ds0 a cdll phone that had three telephone numbers stored in the recent call activity
and nothing in the programmed memory.

Two of the numberswerein the 405 area code that included Stillwater, but she didn't recognize
the exchanges. The 405 aso included Oklahoma City, too, though. The first phone number had a 508
areacode.

Where did | seethat recently?

She scrambled back to where sheld dropped her dirty clothes on returning from Ten Thousand
Waves. Theydlow gticky shed taken from the briefcase in Bochstettler and Associates wasin the
front pocket of the jeans. The area code was aso 508. In fact, the area code and the exchange of
both numbers were the same.

It was now after midnight on the east coast. She yawned and thought about Padgett, lying on the
cold sand. Once the anesthetic wore off, which had probably already happened, he'd be pretty
uncomfortable. If hiskneetruly wasinjured, it would be difficult for him to deep.

Good.
She blinked, surprised at hersdlf. | had not thought myself such a wicked person.

But she must be for she fell adegp within minutes of putting her head on the pillow and not a
thought was spared for the discomforts of Mr. Padgett.

She briefly checked on her prisoner in the early morning, peering at him through binoculars from
above, on the upper rim of the pit. Sometime in the night held stirred himsdlf enough to climb into the
deeping bag and zip it shut. The sandy idand was poorly lit by reflected light, but shefinaly
determined that, though his eyes were closed, the deeping bag rose and fell with his breath.

She sghed with relief and put the binoculars back inthe Aerie.

Her next stop was an internet café on the upper west side of Manhattan, where, by doing an
area code/exchange search, she found out that the phone numbersin question were for Edgartown,
Massachusetts. A query a a mapping website showed her that Edgartown was one of the townships
on theidand of Martha's Vineyard. Oh, yeah. Davy and | bicycled there once. We had fried clams
at that clam shack, uh, The Bite. That wasin Menemsha, on the other end of the Idand.

She zoomed way out on the map until both Cape Cod, Nantucket, and alarge chunk of
mainland M assachusetts and Rhode Idand werevishble. The two ambulances were abandoned in



New England. One at Logan in Boston. One in Rhode Island. Each was only afew hoursfrom the
Vineyard, though there was the ferry to consider. But they could've used a private boat or a private
arcraft. Or stuffed himin a car trunk.

On the chance that either of the numberswas acommercia listing, she searched on the entire ten
digit number. The one from Padgett's cell phone came up nil but the number sheldd found on the yellow
sticky belonged to the Edgartown Golf Club. Shelooked at the sticky again. "egc tt 9/2 2:30."
EGC-Edgartown Golf Club. Her father had golfed. TT-Tee Time? September 2, 2:30 P.M.

Shefelt astab of disgppointment. A golf date eight months previous. Why should it mean
anything.

When all you have is straw, you clutch at straws.
Shecaled from D.C., using her cell.

She got avoicemail system telling her that the course was closed for the season and would not
open until thefirgt of June and, as the course was a members-only facility, guests must be
accompanied by amember. Then it gave her the option to talk with the facilities manager by pressing
one.

"Tom here”
"Hello, my nameisNancy Burquist. I'm abookkeeper assisting Mr. Kelledge's tax accountant.”

"And who might Mr. Kelledge be?' Tom's voice was pure Y ankee Vineyard. She hadn't heard
the accent in years but it came right back to her.

"Mr. Kelledge isthe executive director of Bochstettler and Associatesin Washington D.C. I'm
trying to straighten out some of his expense reports.” She sighed loudly. "He's being audited by the
IRS"

The voice sounded mystified and mildly irritated. "And what would that have to do with the
Edgartown Golf Club, Miss?'

"He played golf there, apparently. I've arecord for atee timelast September the second for
two-thirty in the afternoon. Don't know if you keep records that far back, but | need to know who he
was playing with so my boss can justify the greensfee and cart renta to the auditing agent.”

"Wdll, I might be ableto find that. It won't be under Mr. Keledge's name since I'm sure he's not
amember. Can you give me afew minutes? I'll haveto get last year's binders out of the cabinet.”

"Take aslong asyou need. You'reredly doing meafavor.”

Tom was back in two minutes. "Y ou're lucky. We've dready thrown out thefirst half of last
year. Y ou said September second?’

"Yes Two-thirty.”



She heard him flipping pages. "Here we are. Two-thirty—afoursome. Simons, Oh, my. Mr.
Simons. Mr. Lawrence Smons."

"l don't recognize the name."

"Uh." Tom's voice changed, became more breethy, jovid. "Ah, | was mistaken. That was
three-thirty. The two-thirty dot isfor Jones. Hmm. Don't know which one, we have severd in the
dub.

She frowned. "Could you fax me that page?'

Thejovidity drained from Tom'svoice. "I'm afraid not. | should've remembered thet it's against
club policy to reved thisinformation. A violation of member privacy. Y oull just haveto ask your Mr.
Kelog which Mr. Jones."

"Keledge"

"Whatever. Were very busy here. Good-bye." He hung up without waiting for aresponse.

She went back to the Aerie and searched the tape archive for ajump site in Edgartown but the
closest she could find was that spot in front of The Bitein thetiny village of Menemsha, on the other
end of theidand, amost asfar asyou could get from Edgartown and ill be on theidand. She went
back to Manhattan and bought more computer time. A smple internet search reveaed hundreds of
Lawrence Simons but adding the search term Martha's Vineyard or Edgartown came up blank.

Sill, it'sanidand. How far could it be?
MapQuest told her—15.21 miles.

She bought coffee and a bacon-and-egg sandwich at adeli around the corner from the internet
café before jJumping back to West Texas. Padgett was awake. He was seated at the water's edge,
wrapped in the deeping bag, and one bare leg stuck out from under the bag and lay in the water, wet
to above the knee.

Millie shuddered. It must be like ice. Shefetched the binoculars from the Aerie. The knee was
definitely swollen, even without the distortion of the water. She returned the binoculars and fetched a
bottle of ibuprofen.

She jumped down to theidand, agood ten feet behind him, and put the coffee and bag down
slently. Shejumped to the rim again and, judging the distance, she tossed the plastic bottle of
ibuprofen down. It hit the water two feet in front of him, splashing spray across his shirt and face.

Padgett jumped and swore as his leg splashed water into his lap. He looked up, but Millie had
jumped to the far sde of the rim and was now watching through a gap between two rocks.

Padgett picked the bottle out of the water and was peering at the label. He dumped several onto
his palm and sniffed it. He put one of the pills on arock and used another rock to crush it into



powder, then used a wetted fingertip to taste the powder.

Millie tossed arock, thistime, to thud onto the ground behind him, near the Styrofoam cup and
the foil-wrapped sandwich.

Padgett jerked his head around, his hand going to afist-azed rock beside him. Milliewasn't
sure, for amoment, that he'd spotted the food, but then he began scooting gingerly across the ground
on hisgood leg and hisarms, and she was satisfied.

On MarthasVineyard, The Bite was closed for the season, and the wind eddied down Basin
Road and cut through the sweater and button-down-shirt she wore like they weren't there. It redly
was above freezing, she assured herself, but the air was damp and harsh. She went back for Davy's
leather jacket, gloves, and a hat.

Back on Martha's Vineyard she took the Route Four busto West Tisbury. She had to wait
amost an hour, there, to catch the Number Six down-idand to Edgartown.

Here, the wind was worse than in Menemsha, fresh off Nantucket Sound and buffeting her as
shewalked. Looking across the mouth of the harbor toward the Chappaquiddick side, she could see
good-si ze waves pounding onto the beach there. Where she stood, on Water Street, the wind
whipped between buildings and carried stinging dropletsthat tasted of sdlt.

She consulted her map and headed inland. It took her twenty minutes to reach the clubhouse of
the Edgartown Golf Club. It would've taken her lesstime, but once, head bent to avoid the vicious
wind, she'd missed her turn and had to backtrack. As she expected, it was closed and locked, but a
man was doing something with atractor in the distance. She knocked loudly and when there was no
answer, she looked in the large picture window overlooking the putting green and jumped within.

| could come back at night, she thought, then shook her head. At night shed haveto usea
flashlight or turn on the lights and she'd be even more noticegble.

Shefound the member recordsin the back officein agray filing cabinet. Smons, Lawrence was
amember in good standing having bought his two hundred and fifty thousand dollar membership over
twelve years before. The address his monthly statements went to wasin New Y ork City, but his
qudifying address—members had to have aresidence on the Vineyard—was listed as being
Driftwood Hall, Great Pond Lane. Thelisting was for Edgartown but that street was not on the small
map Millie carried. Therewas no local phone number listed but she wrote down the address and
phone number of his placein New Y ork, a 212 area code—Manhattan—and put everything back
asshed found it.

Shetook acareful look out the window. The man on the tractor was headed thisway. She
thought about the nasty wind swirling down Water Street among the restaurants and the gray and
white whaing mansions, and she jumped.

"That's down by South Beach,” said the expatriate British woman who waited on her a David
Ryan's Restaurant. The fancy dining room upstairs was still closed, but the pub on thefirst floor was
warm and out of thewind and this woman gave her Earl Grey in a pot properly warmed. "It'swest of



that big resort hotel, the Winnetu. Ther€'s quite afew expensive homes down there. | mean, even
expensve by Vineyard prices.

"How comeit's not on my map?"

The walitress bent over the paper and tapped aline leading toward the shoreline. "That'sit. The
one marked 'private drive,' though there are saverd different homes off of it. But the fire department
ing sted they dap aname on it so they can know whereto go."

Millie wrapped her hands around the tegpot. "How far isit?’

"From here? Three, four miles. Y ou don't want to go down there without an invite—it's gated
and they run private security. Them what livesthere likestheir privacy. More hot water?"

In Manhattan, the winds and temperatures were less severe, and Millie, warmed by the teaand
comfortably full of abruschetta steak sandwich, findly stopped shivering. She briefly stopped inan
internet café and sent an e-mail to rat8765:

Who is Lawrence Smons?
Shewalked across Central Park to get to the East Side.

Mr. Smon's billing address was on East 83rd between Madison and the hulking mass of the
Metropolitan Museum of Art. The house was afour-story townhouse faced with gray stone, wrought
iron window bars, and security cameras. She swallowed hard and kept walking. The house was three
times as wide as the adjoining brownstones and included two street-level garage doors.

She half expected the doors to rise up and squads of white armored stormtroopersto come
pouring out.

She turned south on Madison without looking back. She wasn't worried about the cameras.
With the museum just down the street they must get thousands of people walking by. And she hoped,
with her short blond haircut, that she looked nothing like the Millie Harrison-Rice they'd hounded
through that other museum.

She reached 81t and looked west, back toward the museum. Sheld never look at any art
museum again in the same way after that timein the National Gallery. And, surprisingly, the
associations weren't dl bad. Her imagination (and the masters work) had provided her with ahost of
alies. Sheld learned something about her inner reserves.

And what would my allies do about one Lawrence Smons?

She checked on Mr. Padgett, midday.

Hewastrying to make afire by the bow drill method in the old fire pit till marked by blackened



stones. It does give him something to do. Still shewasworried about him. It was probably her very
recent experience with the nasty, cold winds on the Vineyard that put her in sympathy with him.

She jumped to the Aerie and took four pifion logs from the woodpile and, using string, bundled
them together with some old newspaper and along-tipped butane fireplace lighter. Back at the pit,
she picked a spot well to Padgett's rear, jumped down, held the bundle out at arm's length, and
released it as she jumped away.

Watching from the rim, she saw Padgett jerk around as the logs clattered to the ground, a
sartled look on hisface.

The next time she checked, he was crouched close to the burning fire.

Her next delivery was a portabletoilet and aroll of toilet paper. After that, a set of crutches
purchased from athrift shop. Last, a bucket of fried chicken and asix-pack of bottled water.

In each case, she waited until he was settled and put the items quietly down some distance
behind him and |eft before he noticed.

Examining hisface through the binoculars, she thought, Haunted. He looks haunted.

Good.

SIXTEEN
" Good eating."

It was the most terrifying plane ride Davy had ever taken.

He'd wondered how they were going to do it. He didn't think they'd put a plane ahead and
behind him with the keys. Instead, Hyacinth gestured him into the Cessna Grand Caravan and, when
hewasin his seat, she cuffed him by the ankles to the base of the seat before him and covered the
chainswith a swegater from her shoulder bag.

He brokeinto a cold swest. Hed flown into al sorts of remote areasin dl kinds of smal aircraft
but the knowledge that, in the event of a crash, he could teleport away, made the flights more like
amusement park rides—theillusion of danger, not its actua manifestation.

She spoke into aradio after pocketing the key to the cuffs. "Romeo isfixed in pace. Bring ‘em

A few minuteslater two more SUV s pulled up on the concrete gpron. Two guys, each with
shoulder bags, got out and walked across to the plane. Frank, the pilot, doing hiswalk around, asked
them to put their bagsin the cargo compartment and then take the two seats most forward. "Behind
the pilots seats.”



The plane was configured for mixed duty, the rear cargo section was separated from the front by
abarrier of nylon webbing and the front had the two pilots seats and Six passenger sedts.

Frank shut the cargo door and walked around to the passenger door. He crouched and pulled
up the lower haf of the door, with the steps. Before he shut the top, he said, ™Y ou may take the
co-pilot's seet, if you like, Miss Pope.”

She accepted, threading forward between the seats. Frank walked around the plane and entered
from the pilot's door.

They were airborne fifteen minuteslater and out over the dark stretch of Lagos Lagoon, outlined
in lights. Lagos Idand blazed, and then they were past the shordline and out over the Bight of Benin.
They climbed southeast, bound for the Niger Delta. The half-moon, low on the western horizon, cast
along bright finger on the sea below.

Davy had never been to the Delta. His previoustripsto Nigeria had been to Lagos and the
Federal capita, Abuja. Below five thousand feet the turbulence was severe, but they reached alevel
of relaive cdm above. The AC findly caught up with the humidity and Davy's breathing dowed as he
became convinced death was not immediately impending.

Fifty-five minutes later they crossed back over land and began the descent. The turbulence
began again shortly thereafter and Davy started swesting.

Aheed, the Ddtawas on fire. He knew what it was, but it till looked hellish. They landed along
agretch of asphdt road lit entirely by one of the gasflares. It towered into the sky, several hundred
yards away, amassve pillar of flame reaching fully two hundred and fifty feet into thear. Davy could
fed theradiated hest through the window. Frank turned on hislanding lights though he didn't redly
need them. As soon as al three wheels were bumping across the road, he reversed the pitch on the
prop and the shoulder strap bit into Davy's chest.

They were expected. A trio of Toyota Land Cruisers were parked in the grass, short of the
mangroves. Frank taxied past them, then reversed pitch again and backed the plane off the road.

Davy looked curioudly behind him. He could see water at the base of the mangroves and
wondered if Frank would back it right into the swamp. He tried to remember the position of the
landing whedls. He knew it was atricycle configuration but he couldn't remember how far back the
rear two whedlslay.

It wasn't asif they'd drown. The water couldn't be that deep and the mangroves would keep the
plane from sinking in. And, provided he could get these cuffs off, he didn't need the plane to get back
home.

The turbine died and Frank ran through the shutdown quickly, before dropping out of the pilot's
door and walking over to the Land Cruisers.

Hyacinth pivoted in her seet and said, "Y ou'll have two armed guards with each of you. Settings
asdiscussed." She had to raise her voice dmost to ashout to be heard over theroar of theflare.

The two key holders threaded back past Davy, fished their bags past the cargo netting, and



opened the airdtair. Asthefirst one went down the stair, Davy heard a squel ching noise and amuffled
curse,

"Watch it. Were right on the edge of the marsh.”

By stepping off the bottom of the stair toward the front of the aircraft, the second man avoided
the mud. The two men went around the front of the aircraft and joined Frank at the Land Cruisers.
Frank directed them each to one of the vehicles and they climbed in. Both Land Cruisers started up
and moved in opposite directions down the road. Their passage raised dust at the edge of the road.

It hasn't been raining, here.

Davy, dready swesating from the heat of the gasflare, felt asurge of adrendine. What if one of
them drove out of range? Hewas still cuffed to the plane.

Sowly, Hyacinth moved down the aide. She sat across hislap and leaned her chest toward his
face. "Hot in here, in't it?"

"Y ou're pushing it, Miss Pope," he said through gritted teeth.

"And it pushes back," she said with atwist of her hips. But she relented and stood, rubbing
againg him, then knelt to unlock the cuffs. Davy jumped to the shadow cast by the flare at the rear of
theremaining Land Cruiser, out of sight of the cluster of men near the passenger door. He saw
Hyacinth swivel her head around sharply, looking for him. He moved out of the shadow and leaned
againg the vehicle.

She saw him then and climbed down the Airgtair. He was hoping she would step into the marsh,
but she'd been watching, gpparently, and jumped lightly forward from the stair and avoided the mud.
Davy saw now that the rear wheels of the plane were agood six feet away from the marsh'sedge. In
fact, they were forward of the airplane's midpoint and he figured the engine and fuel tanks must move
the center of mass toward the front of the craft.

Hyacinth gestured to Davy and they arrived at the front of the Land Cruiser together.

Frank wastalking to an African in creased khakisin one of theloca languages. Davy didn't
recognize any of the words so he thought it might be Y oruba, Ijaw, or 1bo.

"Right," said Frank. "Thisis Reverend Uori of the ECWA mission on the Dado River. Heisthe
contact."

Reverend Ilori was amiddle-aged man. His closdly cut cropped hair was shot with gray. He
nodded politely and said, "May the blessings of our Savior be with you."

Davy smiled and with just atwinge of hypocrisy said, "And may Jesus Christ forever watch over
and guide us al." Hed met members of the Ecumenica Churches of West Africabefore, near Abuja
They were mosily good people, trying to help, but more concerned with salvation in heaven than
improvements here on earth.

Frank watched thisinteraction, alook of mild amusement on hisface. "The exchangeisfor



dawn, at the misson itsef, but if we want to bein place, we had better go.”

Reverend llori sat in the front seat with the unarmed driver and Davy sat in the back with Frank
and Hyacinth. Hyacinth kept the bag on her 1ap.

"We can put that in the back, Miss Pope," Frank offered.

Shetightened her hold oniit. "I don't think so0."

"Ah. The ransom. Don't blameyou."

Davy, who knew otherwise, remained quiet.

The road curved around the flare, then headed east, toward the coast. They entered a section of
grassy brush and alarge, rabbit-sized anima scuttled off the road, eyes shining in the headlights.

Reverend Ilori said something over his shoulder and smacked hislipstogether.

Frank trandated. "Cane rat. Good eating. Surprising to see—they've been hunted hard around
here”

Hyacinth, seated between them, shuddered. ™Y uck."

Davy offered, "It'snot atruerat. It's taxonomically closer to the porcupine.”

Reverend llori turned again. "Porcupine! Also good egting." He smacked hislipsagain.

The asphat road turned to dirt and the ride became much rougher asthe Land Cruiser bounced

over ruts and dropped into potholes. Fortunately thistrack ended at awharf, sticking out into a
narrow channd threading between the mangroves.

A solitary boy rose from the dock, dight, dressed only in shorts, hand held up to shield hiseyes.
He looked deepy. Reverend llori, stepping out of the car, called to him. When the boy approached,
the Reverend handed him something.

Hyacinth said, "What's that about?'

Frank took apair of binoculars from the driver. "He was guarding the boat. Wouldn't have done
us much good if someone had stolen it while the good Reverend was away."

The driver turned off the headlights but made no moveto get out of the vehicle. The night
seemed to closein but after amoment, Davy began to detect the distant glow of gasflaresal around
the horizon. The moon had set while they were driving but after abit he could make out the brighter
gars, too, through alow haze that owed more to the gasflares than local wesather.

Reverend Ilori waswalking out onto the dock. "We must go. It will take most of an hour to
reach the misson." He climbed down into the unseen boat and turned on aflashlight.

It was asquare-bowed a uminum john boat, perhaps fourteen feet long. It was serioudy
underpowered with atwo-horsepower outboard. There was asingle pole, aslong as the boat, tied to



one gunwale, if the motor failed. The Reverend directed Frank to take the flashlight and sit in the bow.
Davy and Hyacinth took the center thwart with the bag between them. llori cast off hissingle line and
sarted the engine.

Things splashed into the water as they approached, and once llori pointed out two bright red
spats reflecting the flashlight from back under the mangroves. "Crocodile." He smacked hislips.
"Good egting.”

Thelir route twisted back and forth, following the channel which varied in width asmuch asit did
in direction. At timesit seemed they werein abroad lake and other timesit narrowed until they could
reach out and touch the mangroves on both sides of the boat. Asthey crossed one wide section he
felt the boat tremble, pulled dightly sdeways by acurrent.

"River?' he asked.
"The Dodo," said Reverend llori.

Fully fifty minutes had passed by Davy's watch when they pulled up to an area of higher ground,
cleared, with three white buildings constructed on piles, acrawl space visble below. There wasno
dock. llori pointed the bow at the mud bank and gunned it briefly before hitting the kill button and
tipping the motor up. Frank shifted back toward Davy, dlowing the bow to rise higher, and then the
boat shuddered to astop. Frank, first out, squelched through mud, but he seized the bow and pulled
the boat farther up the bank, alowing the rest of them to step out on dry ground.

"Good, we are early,” said llori. "Though we were probably watched as we came. They would
not come if there were more of us. Or guns.”

"What do we do now?" asked Hyacinth.
"Wait."

The dawn broke with the suddennesstypica of equatorial regions and Davy could see thet there
was water on three sides of the Misson's bit of land. Severd different channes wove off through the
mangroves. There was agrove of palm trees clumped together on the land behind the mission, ending,
abruptly, in the ever-present mangroves. The buildings were slent.

"Whereiseveryone?' Davy asked. "I mean, those who live here?’

Reverend gestured to the south. "Last night | took them to the village. These mugu men, they
are without God. They killed severd pdm ail farmersjust last week who would not pay the
leave-me-done. | do not want them to kill any of my flock.”

There was the distant sound of amotor, much more powerful than the clergyman’'s small
outboard, and then another. Two Jet Skis came out of acanal and pedled to the left and the right.
Each one had two men on it. They dowed their engines and settled into the water, idling some fifty
feet away from the mud bank. They were armed with SIG 540 assaullt rifles, probably stolen or
bought from the army, and they were dressed in ragged shorts, athletic shoes without socks, and
brown tee-shirts that may have been adifferent color once. They scanned the small group standing on
the mud bank, then pushed in to the shore.



Hyacinth eased her hand into her bag, which till hung over one shoulder.

The two passengers splashed off the Jet Skis and up the mud bank. They bypassed the small
group and ran to the chapd, flattening themsalves by the doors, then ducking in, assault style. After a
moment, they came back out, then repeated the ingpection with the other two buildings. When they
were done, one of them shouted, "Clear!"

One of the Jet Ski pilotslifted a plastic-wrapped radio to hislips. The two men who'd checked
the building walked toward the small group. They stopped ten feet away, their assault rifles pointed at
the ground between them.

"Giveusthe bag,” sad thelarger of them, jerking his head.

Reverend llori stepped away from Hyacinth, his eyeswidening.

Hyacinth shook her head. "That is not the agreement. Bring Mr. Roule."

They lifted their guns now, pointing the muzzles directly a Hyacinth. "Give usthe bag, now!"

Hyacinth held up her free hand, the one that wasn't in the bag. Between her thumb and forefinger
she held adull black ring connected to an equally dark pin. "Do you see this?"

The big man narrowed hiseyes. "1 do not care. Give me the bag!"
Hyacinth said, "Y ou should care. It belongsto this." She brought her hand out of the bag, dowly.
Shewas holding ablack grenade with yellow markings, the lever held to the body with her fingertips.

Thepinwasnotinit.

Davy nearly jumped away, but controlled himself. Even if shelet go, therewould be a least two
seconds before it detonated—plenty of time.

Reverend llori backed briskly away from the group, praying audibly.

The two men lowered the muzzles of the assaullt rifles again. One of them said something, dmost
gpat it, and Davy saw Frank's eyes narrow.

"Aninsult?' Davy asked quietly.

Frank nodded. "Potty talk. They don't like having to listen to awoman.”
Hyacinth waved the grenade gently back and forth. "Bring Mr. Roule.”
The"mugu” men retreated to the waterline.

Frank said, "Y ou frighten me, Miss Pope.”

Wise man, thought Davy.

Hyacinth laughed, a high-noted trill that carried to the armed men. In awhisper she added, "It'sa



training grenade. It was repainted to look like the standard H-E. Would they have stolen the ransom?
After agreeing to the exchange?'

Frank shrugged. "Stealing ransoms before the drop isbig business herein Nigeria But the way
weflew in, the secrecy, we avoided it. They might have released Mr. Rouleif you'd given it to them,
or they might have claimed the people who took the money were not the same people who had the
hostage. Then there would be another demand for money.”

Another motor sounded in the distance, degper and stronger than the Jet Skis but hard to locate,
diffuse. Davy scanned the mangroves and then saw it, asmall boat—radar and VHF antenna just
gticking above the mangroves, moving right to left before turning the corner in the channd and coming
into view on the west-most cand.

It was anine-meter rigid inflatable, fiberglass hull with a surrounding flexible pressure chamber.
There were massve twin outboards at the stern, a pilot station amidshipswith arigid hard bimini
shading the hdmsaman and mounting the antennas aready seen.

There were five men aboard: the helmsman, two men armed with SIG 540s at the stern, aman
with aholstered sdearm in the bow, and, seated before him on the deck, a man with hisarmstied
behind and a sack over his head.

The helmsman reversed thrust and came to a stop at the mouth of the channel whereit opened
onto the water around the mission.

Davy used Frank's binoculars.

The man in the bow was dressed somewhat better than his compatriotsin intact camouflage
fatiguesand aNew Y ork Y ankees baseball cap. He unholstered his sidearm, ablack and blocky
automatic, and pointed it at the covered head of his captive. " Show usthe money!" he shouted across
the water.

Hyacinth looked at Davy and moved her eyes sdeways toward the boat.

Quietly, Davy said, "It may not be him. And we need to make sure he's not chained to the boat.”
He studied the bow carefully, as ajump point.

Frank stepped forward and yelled, "How do we know that's Mr. Roule? Show us hisface."
"Show usthe money!™

Frank spread his hands apart, palm up. He shouted dowly, 1. Do. Not. Believe. Y ou. Have.
Him. Thisis sometourist you've stolen. We are not paying for atourigt.”

"l will kill him!" said the Y ankeesfan.

"Show ushisface. Show usthat heisdive," Frank said reasonably. ™Y ou told Reverend Ilori he
was unharmed. Wasthét lies?'

For avery tense moment, Davy thought the man would pull thetrigger, but he finaly reached



over and pulled the hood off of the prisoner.

The captive was dirty, hisgray hair matted, two weeks of beard on his cheeks. He blinked
againg the sudden light, looking frail and scared. Frank took the binocularsfrom Davy.

"ltshim."
Hyacinth said, "Y ou're sure?'

"Yes. | was hispersonad pilot for two years. | know the son-of-a-bitch. That'swhy you guys
wanted me, remember?”’

Davy winced. So she lied when she said she'd kill the pilot if | talked to him. But whilethat
may have been alie before Frank identified Roule, she probably wouldn't hesitate to kill him now that
he'd completed hisjob.

"Okay." She handed the grenade to Davy, who carefully clamped his hand over the lever. Then
she zipped the bag al the way open and tilted it toward the boat. It seemed to befilled with bundled

American currency, but Davy knew better. The two outer bills of each bundle were color xeroxes and
the stuff between was plain newsprint.

She shouted to the boat. "Can hewak?' Davy watched closdly. He didn't need Roule to walk
but they wanted to make sure the man wasn't chained to the boat.

The Y ankees fan must've been feding generous at the sight of the ransom. He reached down
and pulled the captive up. Roule sagged but when his captor let go of hisarm, he managed to stay on
hisfeet. Davy couldn't see any chains or ropes connecting him to the boat.

The plan wasto do the swap at the shoreline. Davy said conversationdly, "Y ou're sure the keys
overlap the Cessna”

"Definitely. We were covering alarger areawhen we did the Lagos airport thing."

Davy inhaled and exhded. "Right. I'd better remove Reverend llori fird."

Hyacinth snarled. "Don't deviate from the plan.”

Davy looked at her impassvely. "Not appreciably.”

She zipped the money bag closed, then walked down to the shoreline and set it down where the
mud was dried and crusted. She backed away and the two men on shore ran lightly toward it. By the

time they reached it, Hyacinth was back with the group.

Reverend llori had returned to the group after Hyacinth's little hand grenade incident was over.
Davy edged dightly behind him as Hyacinth reached into her journdist's vest for her gun.

The men reached the money bag and both knelt besideit. One tugged on the zipper, but it
seemed stuck. He pulled harder.



The flash-bang went off with the smoke grenade, throwing them both back, stunned, singed.
Davy, expecting it, still flinched. He grabbed Ilori, jJumped to the Cessna, where it was parked near
the towering, roaring gasjet, and pushed the Reverend staggering away. Then he wasin the bow of
the big boat, body-damming Mr. Y ankees fan Sdeways, away from Roule. He dropped the grenade,
the lever flying before the round black and yellow meta ball bounced on the deck. Davy heard the
Y ankeesfan yel "Grenade!" right before Davy grabbed Roule. As Davy jumped, he saw the Y ankees
fan dive out of the boat.

When Davy let go of Roule beside the plane, the man fainted, dropping with dack kneesto the
ground. Reverend Ilori was dancing from one foot to the other, staring at them and muttering " Jesus
protect mel" again and again.

"Untie him!" Davy said, gesturing at Roule, and returned to the mission. A huge cloud of torn
paper and yellow smoke was spread through the air, settling dowly across the water and clearing.
Bardly seen through it, on the other Side of the waterway, the shattered hulk of the boat was burning.

She do lied about the grenade.

There was splashing in the water near the boat, so he hoped the crew had gotten overboard
before the grenade had exploded. Someone was firing an assault rifle and Davy saw bullet holes trace
acrossthewall of the church and smash aglass window. He dropped to the ground. He heard Frank
cal to him and looked around. Hyacinth and Frank were under the chapel, sheltering behind the
cinderblock steps under the front door.

He jumped to them, lying on the dusty dried mud at their side.

Hyacinth wastaking on asmall handheld radio. "Y es. Wewill be completely clear of the area
by the time you get here." She held her big, blocky automatic in the other hand and she'd replaced the
clip with one that stuck a good five inches out of the bottom of the grip. She stuck the gun around the
corner of the cinderblocks and pulled thetrigger.

"Jesud" said Davy, covering hisears. The gun fired continuoudly as she held the trigger down for
half-a-second. "What the hell isthat?"

Hyacinth looked like she was enjoying hersdf. She turned toward him and said, "1t'smy Glock
Eighteen. Cool, huh? Thirteen hundred rounds aminute. Too bad | could only get thirty-one-round
clips." Sheturned back toward the water.

"Who was she talking to?" Davy asked Frank.

Frank was staring at him, breathing heavily. He managed to sammer, "Army. Seventh
Amphibious Battalion. They're closing in and they're probably going to shoot anything that moves." He
gestured in the generd direction of the shooter. "L ooks like their eyes went come-down-sad.” At
Davy'slook of incomprehension he said, "They've realized they've been conned.”

"Ah." Davy grabbed Frank's belt with both hands and jumped him back to the airplane.

Reverend llori was helping Rouleto St up, fortunately facing away from where Davy and Frank
had appeared.



Frank struggled to his feet and Davy rolled away from him before aso standing. Frank was
looking at hisairplane, then at llori and Roule. " Son-of-a-bitch.”

"Takes people likethat. Or did you mean him?" Davy looked at Roule. He lowered hisvoice.
"Y ou called him that before. Why don't you like him?”

Frank shut his mouth abruptly.
"Don't want to say, eh? Okay. Hope | didn't rescue amongter.”

Frank licked hislips, then decided to speak, hisface contorted. "Well, you did. Wholevillages
Fisheries. Farms. Gone. Only he wasn't the one who got his hands dirty or took the blame. HE's only
the one who pointed hisfinger and said 'do it." In the name of oil. For obscene profit.”

Oh, shit. For one brief moment Davy considered putting Roule back at the mission, in the hopes
that the army assault team would kill him.

Davy's expression looked so bleak that Frank recoiled from him, blurting, "1 won't tell.”

Davy shook hishead. "Y ou have nothing to fear from me. | wish you would tell. Tel thewhole
world!" He sighed. "Y ou can leave when your other passengers come back. Miss Pope and | will not
be riding back with you."

"Yourethe guy, aren't you, who stopped those hijackings ten years ago? Those airplanes and
that ship in Egypt."

Davy shrugged. The conclusion was obvious. Hed been captured on video appearing on the
wing of a 727 during the Cyprus rescue. Over two hundred passengers and crew saw him jump
during the Argos ship rescue.

"What do | tdl them?' He gestured toward Roule and Reverend Ilori.

"Shock. Angels. Hallucinations. Whatever you want. | better go get Miss Pope before she pops
ablood vessd."

"Or thearmy doesthat for her."

"l wish." Davy jumped.

He reappeared under the center of the church, well behind Hyacinth. One of the shooters on the
Jet Ski had figured out where she was hiding and had rounded the idand, flanking her. Dried mud was
flying as bullets tore past the sairs and Hyacinth was pressed tight against the back of the
cinderblocks, barely in cover. Apparently sheld run out of ammo for she wasn't returning fire and she
no longer looked asif she were enjoying hersdlf. Between the shots Davy heard the distant noise of
helicopters.

Hewould bein danger of being hit if he jumped directly behind her. She pretty much filled the
only sheltered spacein her vicinity and the way she flinched as the bullets set showers of dried mud
flying she probably wasn't consdering it much like shelter.



Helooked at the Jet Ski. It was drifting, idling, and the pilot was twisted on the saddle, shooting
three-round bursts.

Davy jumped and appeared with both feet on the rear starboard edge of the Jet Ski. The Jet Ski
promptly rolled over, dumping the shooter, but Davy jumped away before he'd sunk more than knee
deep in the estuary. He appeared directly behind Hyacinth, alarge amount of water puddled around
him, turning the dried, cracked dirt to mud.

One of the crewmen from the large boat had climbed into the mangroves and was now shooting
at the steps, but his position didn't allow him to shoot directly &t their position. Davy ignored him.

He wanted to just grab Hyacinth and jump, but the way she flinched every time abullet dammed
into the mud steps or plowed into the mud gave him anidea.

"Back to the Vineyard?' he asked.

Shetwisted around and said "Y es, dammit!" Almost immediately, her face changed, anger
replacing fear. "How did you—oh just get us out of here!™ A chip of flying debris had cut her forehead
and blood ran down into her eyebrow, but she seemed unaware of it.

Hedlowed himsdlf asmdl smile as he jumped her back to the mansion. A mansion, he mused,
which is on the south shore of Martha's Vineyard.

They appeared in hisroom, in the box. Mud splattered on the Turkish rug. They were entwined,
gill lying prone, and Davy tried to roll away but Hyacinth pulled him back, twisted on top and
straddled him. She dropped the radio and her Glock on the floor.

I'll jJump away, hethought, but he didn't. Instead he felt her pelvis grinding againgt him and then
her mouth on his and his body responding. He let his hands cometo rest on the smdll of her back, just
wherethe swdll of her buttocks met her waist.

Oh, god. It'sbeen so long...

Her tongue ran across hislips and she pulled his shirt gpart, literdly, buttons flying and cloth
ripping as she tugged. Shelifted up again astride him as she tore off her photojourndist's vest. He
found himsdlf lifting thetail of her polo and running hisfingers over the skin of her back as she pressed
her chest down on him again. He encountered her bra strap but there was no clasp at the back so he
moved his hands around, under the shirt, encountering her breasts benegth stretch lace, hard nipples,
and then the front closure. Hyacinth lifted to give him access and the bra separated, dropping her full
breastsinto his hands. She groaned and sucked on hislower lip.

Davy ached for her, even though atiny voice in the back of his head was screaming that this
woman shat, killed, murdered Brian Cox in front of him, was one of those who made him a prisoner,
tortured him, kept him away from Millie. Hisbody didn't care. Shut up! It's not about love.

He pushed her up and tugged at her shirt, pulling and pushing it up. Hyacinth sat up and pulled it
over her head in one quick motion, shrugged off the unfastened bra, then shifted back along hislegs.
She straddled his knees and put one hand on his crotch as she fumbled with her other hand at the
buckle of hisbelt.



Hewatched her, frozen in agonized anticipation, drinking in the motion of her breasts, the play of
hollow and swell around her collarbones and the base of the neck—then he jerked hishead up and
raised himsdf to hiselbows, staring.

A semicircular scar, old and faded to the merest white line, graced Hyacinth's chest aninch
below her collarbone. He searched with his eyes and saw another, the thin straight line on the side of
her neck.

His hand reached out, probed her skin, and felt the lump, the flat hardness bel ow that matched
his own implant. He jerked hishand away asif burned. He felt nauseated but it wasn't accompanied
by thetingling in histhroat. It was pure, viscera revulsion.

She reacted to hisjerking away as she hadn't to his probing touch, looking up from where she
was unsnapping hisjeans, her browsraised. He recoiled, ajump that left him standing on the other
sde of theroom from her.

Shejabbed afinger in her mouth and swore around it. "Dammit, you might warn agirl! You
nearly tore my finger off."

She stood up, her breasts swaying. Objects of desire only seconds before, Davy hardly saw
them. His eyeswere drawn to the scars, barely visble from across the room yet burning, to Davy's
eyes, likelinesof fire.

"What'swrong?'

Davy tapped his own chest, where they'd put the device. He ran hisfinger over the scar tissue
there and on his neck.

She raised her hand to touch her own skin above the breast. "Y es? What about it?" She cupped
her own breasts and lifted them. "What does that have to do with this? With what we were doing?"

Helooked away, ashamed of himsdlf. "It brought me back to my senses. | don't know what |
wasthinking." He looked back. "When did they do it to you? And why?'

She crossed her arms over her breasts. "What doesit matter?”

Davy fdt like hed been drenched in ice water. His scomach was roiling and though his arousal
had vanished he could il fed her on his skin. "Because you went through this yourself, you felt what
it waslike, and you let them do it to me!”

"Ask yoursdf this my boy: What choice did | have?' Shelet her hands drop again. Her mouth,
s0 soft and yidding before, was atight line. "I spent my share of time lying in my own shit and vomit.
Not that mine works like yours. They didn't useit to keep me from running—alocked door does that
just finein my case. But they did useit to compd my... loyaty."

Davy shuddered. We're all victims here. "What did you do to pissthem off?"

Sheturned away. "Y ou don't understand. Y ou probably can't understand.”



"] understand morethan | did. They turned you into akiller, didn't they?*

She stared at him, frowning, like heéd just said the stupidest thing sheld ever heard. She picked
up her clothes and her gun and walked to the door.

Hewas upset and he found he didn't want her to leave. "What did | say?"

She laughed at him, but there was very little humor init. Her eyes glittered as shejerked her shirt
on. "You dont get it. They didn't make meinto akiller—that waswhy they hired mein thefirst
place." She opened the door and touched her upper breast. "This wasn't inflicted on me—it wasa
requirement for promotion, anecessary condition to work at thisleve. It was something | chose!”
Shelooked at Davy with narrowed eyes, then shook her head. "'l should've known better." She
dammed the door hard enough that the Window Homer print bounced off of its picture hook and fell
to the dresser top.

Davy stared at the door, his mouth open. His hands shook and his mouth was dry. He thought
about her skin, her breasts, and the way his body had responded to her touch.

Then he went into the bathroom and threw up.

SEVENTEEN

"Whereismy husband?"

After an afternoon spent watching Lawrence Simonss New Y ork address from arooftop in the
next block, Millie had a bad evening and aworse night.

In New Y ork theréd been one ddlivery of groceries and the mailman had stuffed severa
envelopesin the dot but that was al. She was using the cheagp plastic chair sheld used in D.C. and it
dtill hurt her butt.

Later sheldd bought takeout for herself and Padgett, dropped his off without being seen, and
eaten her meal crouched before the wood stove in the Aerie.

Her dreams had been awful. They varied from being caught by Padgett's employersto finding
Davy'slifdessbody, hisface frozen and frost crystdlizing his eyes.

In the morning, she finaly gave up the struggle and crawled out of bed, bleary-eyed, at five. She
meade tea and dressed warmly.

Time to talk to Padgett, she decided.
She brought him amug of teaand placed it near the head of the deeping bag. He was snoring,

gpparently having dept both soundly and well. Millie returned to the Aerie for an old, westher-beaten
director's chair and set it down some fifteen feet from the degping man. She waswearing her Millie



wig and her regular glasses without the contacts. She didn't know if she was going to give Padgett to
the FBI or not, but if she did, she didn't want him telling anybody about her changed appearance.

Shetook a deep breath and settled herself into what she called her counsalor self, the persona
she used to do therapy.

"Good morning, Mr. Padgett.”

The snoring cut off with aglottal catch and hislips smacked together. He was still adeep
gpparently, but she could tell he was surfacing.

"Timeto wake up, Mr. Padgett."

He pulled the rim of the degping bag down and peered at the gray sky, then at her. "Sod off," he
said and pulled the deeping bag back over hisface.

She blinked. It was bad enough that she hadn't dept. Why should he? She got a bucket from the
Aerie and, after thinking for amoment, jumped to the waterfront in Edgartown. The wind had died
but the air hovered at freezing. The salt water she dipped from the harbor was fresh from Nantucket
Sound and very cold—around forty-five degrees Fahrenheit.

She stood five feet back from the head of the deeping bag and swung the bucket with awill. The
icy water splashed into the opening, spreading the bag open and soaking Padgett's head, arms, and
upper torso. He struggled with the wet bag, trying to fight hisway clear of the cold, sodden cloth.

Millie returned to Edgartown and took another bucket from Nantucket Sound. She jumped
back to Texas, to the rim of the pit well above Padgett. The man had stripped off his shirt and was
huddled over the cods of thefiretrying to stir them to life. He had more firewood than she
remembered, then she saw that the chair sheld carried down to the island had been broken up.

| liked that chair.

She put the bucket down on the ground and jumped to theidand below, again, about fifteen feet
away. "Arewe awake, now?'

Peadgett snarled. The canvas seat and back of the director's chair had caught afire and he was
arranging the chair legs carefully atop the flames. He was shivering and he reached out to take one of
the crutchesinto his hands but he didn't useiit to stand. He held it like aclub. "Keep away from me,
bitch!"

Millieflinched from theintengity of hisvoice, then steedied. What can he do to me?

"Do you want meto leave you done? All you have to do is answer two Smple questions.” She
jumped to hisrear, till twenty feet away from him. "One: Where is my husband, Mr. Padgett? Two:
WhereisMs. Johnson."

Padgett nearly fell into the fire as he jerked his head around, tracking her voice.

She jumped back to her origina place acrossthe firepit. "Wdl?"



Padgett jerked back. He lowered his eyesto thefire and he ignored her.

She jumped back to the rim and retrieved the bucket of water. She appeared acrossthefire
from him and he jerked away, rolling Sdeways as she swung the bucket, but Millieignored him, and
al the water splashed into thefire pit. The firewent out in abillowing cloud of steam and ashes. She
jumped to the fireplace lighter and picked it up. Belatedly Padgett grabbed for it but shed jumped
back again, twenty feet away. Swinging the bucket back and forth, she said, "Back soon. Need more
water."

She didn't go back to Edgartown. Instead, she bought alarge cup of coffeein Manhattan. She
retrieved the cheap plagtic lawn chair from the roof on 82nd Street and returned to the idand.

Padgett had unzipped the deeping bag and had wrapped the third of it that was ill dry around
his upper body. He was visibly shaking.

Millie placed the chair on astretch of sand and gravel and crossed her legs, making a show of
removing the coffee cup'slid, sniffing deeply at the hot steam, and cupping the sdesto warm her
hands. She sipped and said, "Ouch. Still too hot." She put the cup down on the ground in front of her
feet.

"l don't suppose yourewilling to talk to me, yet?'

Hewas glaring at her. Histeeth were chattering. There was adigtinctly bluelook around hislips,
but he didn't speak.

"| see. Perhaps later, then."

She jumped up to the rim, behind the boulders, where she could look down upon him from
concealment. Padgett sat there for afew minutes|ooking around, then he used the crutches and pulled
himsdf to hisfeet. Hewas dill shivering and physicaly awkward. Hisleg was clearly till aproblem.
He started across the sand toward the coffee she'd Ieft on the floor.

She had to stedl hersdlf for the next step. Remember what he has done. The FBI agent. Davy.
His attempt to capture me.

She jumped back to the idand when he was till ten feet away from the coffee. He flinched and
staggered, shifting the crutches to keep from faling.

She bent over and picked up the cup. "Forgot my coffee,” she said. Shetook asip. "Ahhhhhh.
Just right." She amiled brightly and wiggled her fingers. "Toodled" She jumped away.

The shadow of the pit's rim crept across the water as the sun rose higher. Using the binoculars,
Millie could tdll that Padgett had stopped shivering sometime earlier but he must be quite cold, still.
Hewaited on the tip of theidand closest to the shadow's edge sested in the cheap plastic chair,
waiting for the warmth of direct sunlight.

"Where are they, Mr. Padgett?’



He was seated with his back to the water's edge where the idand narrowed, so she couldn't
appear behind him. She stood there, comfortable in abulky sweeter, twenty feet away.

Padgett's mouth tightened but he did not speak.
"Shdl | go get the bucket?' she asked in alight conversationd tone.

He shook his head, then broke off, asif he hadn't meant to do that much. "Fuck off. |'ve taken
much worse"

"Well, | believe you've certainly done worse to others. I'm not going to ‘fuck off,' though, until |
learn what | need to know."

"I hope they killed the kaffir bitch. Y ou have no ideawho or what you're fucking with, little girl."

Millies eyebrows raised and she said mildly, "And you do?'

She jumped, appearing three feet away, not directly in front of him, but a an angle off to one
sde. Her swinging right foot caught the chair arm and Padgett toppled back, teetering for amoment at
the point of balance, then over, splashing back into the water. By the time he'd thrashed hisway back
to the shore, dragging his bum knee, he was completely soaked.

Millie was back at her origind pogt, twenty feet away. "That looks refreshing!”

Padgett swore, snatched up afist-sized stone, and threw it at her.

She flinched away, back to the Aerie.

Leave him, shethought, trembling alittle. HE's like a tea bag. Let him steep a while.

She dabbed at her swesater with the dish towel. When Padgett had hit the pool's surface some of
the spray had splashed her arm. It seemed every bit as cold as the water from Nantucket Sound.

What I'mdoingisillegal.

She was dready guilty of kidnapping. What she'd been doing today in the pit was the sort of
thing Amnesty International asked people to write |etters about.

Millie shuddered.

Wheredo | draw the line?

She watched him from the rim. Padgett was shivering violently. Wet again, his only recourse was
exercise, for both his clothing and the deeping bag were soaked. Millie watched him strip naked, then
wring as much water out of the clothes and deeping bag as he could, before he spread them across
the low mesquite bushesin the center of the idand. Then he circled the perimeter of theidand briskly,
swinging the crutches savagely forward.



He can't keep that up for long. He doesn't have the calories.

She took no pleasure in watching the naked man. He was attractive enough if you discounted an
incipient potbelly and liked balding men, which Millie generdly did, but she couldn't forget who he
was and what he represented long enough to enjoy even thetiniest bit of titillation. Right now, shejust
wanted him to be as miserable as she was and the only way she knew to do that was through physica
discomfort.

I'm turning into one of them, shethought. If | ever get Davy back, he won't want me.

She considered taking Padgett's crutches away.

You are in a pissy mood, aren't you?

The plastic chair was dill in the water, haf submerged two feet from the water's edge. While
Padgett was at the far end of theidand, shefished it out and shook it. She swiped most of the
remaining moisture off with the edge of her hand, then sat facing him. Helooked cold, ill, but the
mgjor involuntary shudders had stopped and he didn't ook as blue around the mouth.

He dowed as he rounded the far end of the idand, when he caught sight of her, but he il
continued hiscircuit. As he neared her, he cut acrosstheidand to avoid her.

"Hot coffee, warm blanket, dry clothes, food. Yoursin the blink of an eye."
Heignored her.

She waited until he had passed and was turning away from her before she added, "1ce water is
aso anoption.”

Hefdtered, one crutch tip dipping dightly through the sand, but he continued on hisway.

She pictured hersdf with abullwhip, laying the lash across Padgett's bare buttocks. Might as
well put on the leather corset and the thigh-high boots while I'm at it. She jumped away,
disgusted with hersdlf, angry with Padgett, and on the edge of tears.

Shewent back to the cyber caféin Manhattan and started an e-mail to Agent Anders. Shewas
going to ask about Lawrence Simons but then remembered Anderss comment about the security of
unencrypted e-mail, so she changed it to asmple request for a phone appointment. A haf-hour later,
just returned from throwing abucket of Nantucket Sound salt water onto an unexpecting Padgett, she
read hisreply.

CALL LAST NUMBER AT 1300 PRECISE.

She used a pay phonein the Dupont Circle D.C. Metro station, watching the second hand
sweep to the top before pressing the last digit.



Anders answered on thefirgt ring. "Hello," he said neutrally, but when he recognized her voice,
he said, "They've pushed me completely aside. I'm ordered back to Oklahoma City and when |
protested, they said it wasthat or suspension. My boss didn't likeit either but he said it came from so
far up that it gave him vertigo just thinking about it."

She thought about that. "' Even though you're the only contact with me they have? It sounds more
and more like they know where Davy isor who has him and that they're happy with it!"

"l don't know. Perhaps. I'd like to think whoever did this actualy has a good reason for what
they'redoing.”

He's not contradicting me. "Isthis phoneill clean?’

"I think so0. As| told you, it's an anonymous prepaid cdll. I'min the locker room of a
neighborhood gym. I've never been here before so they sure didn't bug it on the random chance |
might drop by."

"Good. Who isLawrence Smons?'

There was a perceptible pause before he said, " Pretty common name, isn't it?

"I'd be glad to narrow it down. Do you want some addresses? Some phone numbers?’

"No!"

"So you know who heis?'

"1 know who he could be. Give me aminute, okay?"

She put a couple of more quartersin the phone while she waited, to avoid any later interruption.

When he spoke again his voice wastentative. "First of al, don't say that name again, okay?Itis
acommon name but one of the computers at Fort Meade might twig to it and flag this conversation
for human review. Understand?’

Shelicked her lips. "Yes."

"How do you know that name?”’

"Divergent pathsled meto him. One from the man | call the Monk—remember him? Another
from that firm of consultants the Monk seemsto work for."

Anders said, "Have you seen the Monk recently or did you remember something you haven't
told me?'

"Your turn, | bdieve. Firs tell me about VVoldemort."

"Who? Ah, got you. He-who-must-not-be-named. Sinister but possibly apropos. Well call him
thet."



"Ishein your organization—say, so high up you'd get vertigo thinking about it?"

She heard him take a sudden breath. "Well, he's not in the Agency. He's not in the government
a dl, but heis, hmmm, well, if the rumors are true, he'saman who whispersin ears. But only
dratospheric ears, if you get my meaning.”

Way up wherethe air isthin. Vertigo land. "Ah. Why do these earsligen?"

"What | know is based on rumors over the years, right? 1 did see something on paper once but it
was pulled and shredded amost as soon asit hit the file drawer. I'm not going into it over the phone
but the reasons he islistened to range from money to fear. But there's no doubt he has influenceand
it's been exerted, in the past, in directions not unlike those favored by the BAd boys."

"Ah. The profit-no-matter-what school."

"What makes you think heis concerned in this?

"Wdll, your reaction, for one. But I've linked him to the—to that firm. And other... reasons.” She
didn't want to tell him about the Vineyard. She had high hopesfor the Vineyard, but she didn't want
the dightest breath of her suspicion to reach the people who had Davy, lest they move or kill him.

Shefdt astab of cold panic. | shouldn't have mentioned his name at all. She didn't know to
what degree the NSA mainframes monitored random phone cdls (which this hopefully was) and she
didn't want to ask Andersfor it was exactly the sort of phrase the computers might be scanning
for—atrigger to record the entire message and flag it for ahuman to ligen toit.

Anders asked, "How did you get your clue from the Monk?*

"IsBeccadill looking for him or was her organization also discouraged?!

"I don't think they've been called down. It's hard to put pressure on that branch when one of
their own has been, well, inoculated.”

She furrowed her brow for amoment. Shot. "1 understand. Push that group too hard and welll
all be reading about an attempted cover-up in the papers?”

Anders agreed. "It's happened.”
"Well, | have aline on the Monk. Can you give me her cell number?*
Hegaveit to her. "You better cal her right away before you lose him.”

Millie thought about the shivering, naked Padgett sumping around the idand at the bottom of the
pit. "He's not going anywhere."

And hewasn't.

Padgett was curled in abal, wrapped in the damp, matted deeping bag. Sand clung to the side
of hisface where hed lain on the ground and his eyes were clenched shut. He was till shivering so



sheknew hewasdive.

She didn't talk to him but instead built afire, bringing in charcod darter and two armfuls of dry
pifion logs. The crackling whoosh of therising flames got Padgett's attention. By the time he'd dragged
himself over to the fire, she'd returned with atwenty-ounce Styrofoam cup of hot chocolate and a
brand-new deeping bag, ill seded in pladtic.

She set them down near him and jumped away. She didn't think he had the strength to swing or
throw a crutch, but she didn't want to find out. Twenty minutes|later, she brought alarge container of
Thai soup, shrimp with lemongrass, plusabox of pad thai.

Shedidn't watch him eat. It was hard enough even looking a him. Hard enough to be both
good and bad cop.

She used a computer in the Oklahoma City Public Library to locate the street where Lawrence
Simonss home on Martha's Vineyard was. Asthe waitress had told her, it was on the South Beach,
the ocean sde, amile away from the Winnetu Inn and Resort, down toward the wild area around
Great Edgartown Pond.

She was pleasantly surprised to find the weather much warmer in Edgartown than on her last
vidt. The chill north wind had become a gentle southerly breeze and, though it was ftill below sixty
degrees, the sun beat down warmly. The jacket she'd worn over her swester was superfluous so she
put it in the small suitcase she'd brought. She mixed with the small crowd of people who came off the
ferry from Falmouth and, when the Winnetu shuttle showed up, she asked the driver if therewas
room at theinn.

"Some," the man said. "Off season and all that, but theré's aradiology symposium starting
tomorrow—they've got haf the hotdl. Y ou don't have areservation?

"No," shesad. "Got time off a the last minute. Spur of the moment thing. Hopped theferry on
impuse"

"Well, I'm surethey can find you some room."

He put her bag in the back with the others and she got into the haf-full van behind assorted
radiologists and ayoung couple on their honeymoon.

At the hotel she wandered the lobby waiting for the guests with reservationsto check in fird.
Twice men asked her if she was attending the conference but she didn't think it was radiology they
had on their minds. When the last doctor wandered off behind their bellman she approached the desk
and made her inquiry.

" Seven nights? So you're not here for the conference? I'm afraid dl the smaller rooms are taken
but | can put you in one of the two-bedroom suites.” He lowered his voice and added, "I can giveit to
you for the same rate." He looked around to make sure none of the other guests were in earshot.
"Please don't mention it to these doctors, though.”

Milliesad, "Waiter, therésafly in my soup! Keep your voice down, Sr. If the other customers
hear you—"



"—they'll dl want one, too,” finished the clerk. "Y es, exactly. Which credit card do you want to
put thison?'

"I'm weaning mysdf off of plastic. I'd prefer to pay cash.”

"That's over athousand dollars, Maam!"

"Good thing you're giving me the cheap rate. How much over athousand dollars?*

He punched some numbersinto the booking computer. “One thousand, fifteen dollars, Maam."

Millie laid ten hundred-dallar bills and atwenty on the counter. "There you go."

"Yes, maam. If youd fill out the regigtration card, please.”

Sheregistered as Millicent Jones and used the address of ahome in Waltham, Mass. The house
was real so the addresswas valid, but it was empty, for sdle. She'd found it on aredtor's website.
The phone wasin the right exchange, too, but wasthe listing for the reditor.

Sheld taken some pains to memorize both, so she could fill the card out naturaly. Paying cash
was unusua enough. She didn't want to arouse more suspicion by seeming unsure of her own address
and phone number.

"Very good, Miss Jones."

The bellman led her up to her suite, on the third floor, with apatio that looked out over the
dunesto the ocean itsdf. In the larger bedroom she carefully unpacked her clothes, no laundry marks,
no unusua labels. Sheleft three paperbacksin the small living room, some toiletriesin the bathroom,
and mussed the king-sized bed, pulling back the covers on one side and actudly lying therefor a
moment with her head creasing the pillow, then pulling the covers roughly back into place.

There. Someoneis staying here.

She had collected severa scallop, afew mussdl, and two turban shells when the security guard
approached her on the beach. Asfar as she could tell, shewas till ahdf-mile avay from the houses
at the end of Great Pond lane.

"Areyou staying in this neighborhood, maam?"

Shejerked her head up asif she'd been taken unawares. Sheld actualy noticed him some time
back but had kept her head down, studying the sand and the shells with apparently unswerving
attention.

She took a step back and put her hand to her chest. "Oh, my goodness! Where'd you come
from? What's that you said?'

Hewasin abrown uniform that looked vaguely police-like and his belt supported dl the usud



law-enforcement equipment, ranging from nine millimeter automatic to nightstick to radio. "Areyou
staying in this neighborhood? Thisis a private beach and unlessyou're aresident or aguest..." Helet
that trail off.

"I'm at the Winnetu," she explained.

"Could | see someID, please?!

She spread her arms wide. She was wearing a one-piece swimming suit, a swestshirt tied
around her waist, and capri pants. She was barefoot and the only bag she had was the plagtic Ziploc
holding her shdlls,

"You can't. | left my pursein my room—it's not the sort of thing | take beachcombing.” She
fished in thewaistband of her pants. "I have my room key, see?' She showed him the Winnetu teg
without displaying the room number stamped into the key. "And | can tell you my name—Jones,
Millicent R. The R isfor Regina" Shelooked a his uniform shirt with the name of the company,
Idand Security, plainly labeled on one of the shirt flaps. "And as asecurity guard, | didn't think you
could ask for someone'sID." She pointed at his name on the other shirt flap. "lsn't that right, Bob?”

"One can aways ask. Y ou passed the Private Beach sign back there, malam.” Bob pointed.

Millie made a show of looking but she'd dready seen the Sign. Sheld just ignored it. Shelooked
back at the guard and held up her bag of shells. " Sorry. Was looking down. Didn't seeit.”

"Yes, maam. Youll haveto go back."

"l see. Do | haveto leavethe shells| picked up beyond the sign?1 think | got one of the turban
shdlsinthislast gretch.”

Bob shook hishead. "I don't think that'll be necessary.”

"1 must confess I'm surprised they keep a security guard just to watch the beach.”

Hesmiled dightly. "No, maam. I'm making my rounds. We watch this neighborhood.” He
gestured vagudly behind him, in the direction Millie had been waking. " Some of these houses St

empty through the winter so we keep an eye on them.”

And some don't? "Must get pretty cold herein thewinter. | sure wouldn't want to stay here
then."

"Windy and cold."
"Do many peoplein this neighborhood stay through the winter?"

Heignored her question. ™Y ou can't missthe hotel, maam, if you just walk back the way you
camne”

Sheblinked. Put me in my place, didn't you? "All right." She smiled politely but not warmly
and headed back down the beach the way she/d come, at the waterline, still looking for shells. At the



border between the private and public beach she looked back.

Hewas gill watching her from the same place. She waved and he raised his hand briefly, then
turned away, waking back through the dunes. She went back to the hotel and rinsed her shells off in
the kitchenette sink, then arranged them on the coffee table in the living room.

Someone might come seeiif | kept them or not.

EIGHTEEN

" Areyou saying you found another Teleport?”

Davy came down to breskfast reluctantly, timidly. It had been three in the morning on the East
Coast when they'd returned from Nigeria, and after Hyacinth had |eft hisroom, heid felt limp with
exhaudtion. Though not in the way 1'd thought | would be.

When deegp had finaly come, it brought nightmares of small plane crashes and burning villages,
towering naturd gas flares bending from on high and torching house after house. At one point in the
horrid stew of images, he'd seen Reverend llori bent over the cods of hisburning church, cooking a
large lizard on agtick. Heturned to Davy and said, "Good esting!"

When he stuck his head into the breakfast room there was no sign of Hyacinth, but the room
wasn't empty.

Conley was ditting at the table, done,

"Well, the math is bizarre and nobody believes my dataand | can't tell them the circumstances.”

Davy blinked, relieved.

Bad enough that I've turned a monster |oose, he thought, thinking of Roule. I'mglad | don't
have to eat breakfast with one. HEd gone aong with the recovery because the kidnappersredly

were bandits. HE'd seen the newspaper reports about the attack—seven guards and a secretary killed
during the abduction—and held thought he was actually doing agood deed.

Davy looked suspicioudy a Conley. His recent encounter with Hyacinth made him reexamine
the man'swords. "What do you mean, ‘can't tell them? "

Conley looked up blinking, clearly engrossed in his physics puzzles. "Am not alowed to.”

Davy jumped to the other side of thetable, standing right behind Conley. With hisright hand he
grabbed the neck of Conley's shirt from behind and shoved down as Conley tried to scrambleto his
feet. With hisleft hand he ripped Conley's shirt open, exposing the man's|eft shoulder, collarbone,
and upper chest.



The scars were there, both of them. He prodded with hisfinger and felt the hard lump under the
in.

Conley, redizing what he was doing, stopped struggling.
Davy released him and walked dowly back around the table.

Conley glared at him. "l redlly liked this shirt!" Pointedly, he popped a dangling button off itslast
strand of thread and dropped it in his shirt pocket.

Davy pursed hislips. "Y our scars are older than mine, but not as old as Hyacinth's. How long
ago did they put it in?'

Conley poured hims=lf some more coffee from the thermos carafe. ™Y ou saw Hyacinth's scars?
Wow."

Davy fdt himsdf blush scarlet. "Isit everybody here? Everybody who comesin contact with
Smons?'

Conley shuddered dightly like ahorse twitching off abiting fly. He stared at the opposite wall
and said, "Not only did | track your mass moving from station to station, but every time you jumped,
the gravitationd signature actudly overlgpped for one hundred and thirty to two hundred milliseconds.
It wasasif you werein two places a once, which isimpossible, of course.”

Davy sat down and shook his napkin out before placing it in hislap. "Must be anybody who
knows Simons. Inner circle Suff.”

Conley shook a packet of artificial sweetener into hiscup. "So it confirms my previous
hypothesis. Y ou aren't really disappearing and regppearing. Y ou're opening agateway, ahole
between the two space-time locations. Because the hole persists, I'm getting my doubled mass
reading—through the door."

Davy poured himsdlf coffee. "I think | know what you mean.”
Conley looked up from stirring his coffee, the gpoon dangling in hishand. "Redly?"

"Y eah. For ingance it seemslike were in the same room right now but from the conversation,
were actudly amillion miles apart.”

"Think about it! Don't you know what this means? If you could open such ahole and leave it
open? At thelead, it means unlimited energy. Y ou could end droughts by diverting flood waters from
one part of the planet to parched riverbeds €l sawhere. Add a hydroe ectric generator and you'd get
energy aswell. Hell, open a gate between alow atitude reservoir and an upper one and you have

perpetua energy.”

"Perpetua motion?' said Davy, askeptical look on hisface. "Where does the energy come
from?'

It was Conley'sturn to blush. "Well, where does the energy come from for your jumps?’



Davy shrugged, "Ah, that. Well, each time| jump every hot beverage on earth losesamiillicalorie
of heat."

Conley stared at his coffee for asecond before smiling. "Waell, that's athought. We should
measure the net energy in your departure and destination environments.”

"Y eeh—imagine what globa warming would be like without my efforts!”

Conley sighed. "I takeit you don't redlly know where the energy comes from?”

"| takeit you don't know which of the saff here have implantsin their chest?'

Conley stopped talking and ate his bregkfast. Davy glared at him for amoment before fetching
his own from the sideboard. When he was done, Davy said, "I'm going to the beach if it's okay with
you."

"Conley looked vaguely up at the ceiling and said, "Turn on the beach keys, please.”

A wall-mounted intercom said, "All clear.”

Davy shivered. He thought he was watched aways, but it was nasty to have it confirmed.

Conley nodded at Davy. "Ligten for the whistle—he wantsto talk to you later.”

"He?Y our master? Smons?”’

Conley looked away. "He'sflying in. They'll want you locked down when he lands.™

"Yes, Renfidd."

Conley looked puzzled and raised his eyebrows.

"Y ou guys need to read more. Go Googleit. R, E, N, F, I, E, L, D. To narrow it down add the
search term 'Stoker.' " He jJumped directly to the beach.

It's an odd duck that doesn't know who Renfield is.

The wind was strong out of the east, parallel to the beach, tearing the long ocean swellsto rags
asthey broke. Davy sat in sun-warmed sand in the lee of arock, sheltered from the stinging
wind-borne sand.

The tide was out. He stared at the smooth expanse of wet sand and thought about tramping out
amessage for passing spy satdlites, DAVY HERE, in letterstwenty feet on aside. It would be visble
but, evenif hisjailerslet him do it, what were the odds of the right Satlntel anayst reporting it to
someone who was sufficiently in the know?

He thought about what Conley had told him, about keeping the gate open. He pictured putting
hishand in afull bathtub in Stillwater and smultaneoudy putting the same hand in the cistern in the dliff
house—holding the gate open—having the water flow through from bath to tank. Would beat



hauling buckets.

Thewhistle blew and, reflexively, he jJumped back to hisroom, in the square. Conley was
aready there, the padlock in hishand. "Timeto put on the manacle, I'm afraid. They're on fina
approach.”

Davy put the manacle on around his ankle. Helet Conley examineit for snugness, snap the
padlock shut, and check that the lock was definitely engaged.

Conley didn't stop there—he followed the chain to its floor anchor and verified every link.
"Secure," he said to the mirror.

It was another half-hour before Hyacinth came in the door and double-checked the chain and
lock. Only then did she hold the door for Lawrence Smonsto enter, afilefolder in hishand. After
Simonswas segted, just outside the radius of Davy's chain, shetook up atation againgt thewall. She
didn't spesk and shedidn't look at Davy.

"Good morning, Mr. Rice. Good morning, Dr. Conley."

Davy watched Simonssface. The man smiled as he spoke but it struck Davy thet the politeness
was ashdll, spoken like some barely understood foreign language. He knows when to use the
phrases but he doesn't really understand why.

Simons continued. "I don't think well be needing you & thistime, Dr. Conley."

Conley blinked, then said, "Of course. I'll beinmy office." Heleft quickly and, Davy thought,
gratefully.

After hewas gone Smonsturned to Hyacinth and said, "'If you'd see about that other matter, my
dear."

Hyacinth nodded and | eft.
Simons put on the polite smile again and said, "Nice work therein Nigeria."
Davy nodded dightly. "Have you known Mr. Roule long?!

Simonstilted hishead asif consdering. "I've known of him for severa years. But | don't think
I've ever been in the same room with him. He's not adirect report.”

"Ah, 0 he is one of yours?'

"Heisunaware of the connection.”

"What happened to the kidnappers?'

Simons shook his head. "Bit of abotch, redlly. The army leveled the idand and pumped

thousands of roundsinto the surrounding mangroves but they didn't come up with asingle body.
Closer coordination was called for."



"To keep them from leveling themisson?"

Simonslooked at Davy like he was from another planet. " To insure the destruction of the
kidnappers."

Hyacinth came back in and nodded to Smons. "All off, ar.”
"You'resure?!

"1 unplugged the AV board. All video and audio feeds are dead until | plug it back inand |
locked that room. | have the only key on site.”

Davy remembered the day the welder had blown the circuit breaker—how Hyacinth had talked
to the mirror without response. Hefiled it away.

"Very good, Hyacinth." Smons shifted in his sedt, turning his attention fully upon Davy.
"As| understand it, you can teleport to any place you've been previoudy."

Davy shrugged. "Within reason. | have to have sufficient recdl of the place. If | haven't been
therein awhile, | need my memory jogged.”

"Jogged? How jogged?'

"By going there again, by some more traditional means." He paused for a second then added,
"Or images—photos or video."

Simonstook afolded page from hisfilefolder. "I see. How fresh isyour memory of Caracas?"
He handed the sheet to Davy.

Davy unfolded the sheet and studied it in silence. It was a color printout of the central areas of
Caracas, mgor avenues only, with severd points of interest highlighted and an overlay of the subway
sysem.

Simons shook hishead. "Y ou were there last July for the NSA. Y ou ddlivered severd
cardboard boxes."

Indeed? Davy looked up surprised. Smons knew that much. "All right. | have asite at the
Metro station at Plaza Venezudla. Also at the Parque Central."

"Not Bolivar Plaza?'

"1 wouldn't go therein an armored car.”
"Surdly in daylight?'

"Well, perhgpsin alarge group, in daylight.”

"Thearport?'



Davy shook hishead. "It's been seven years. | had no business there and since the coup
attempts and the strikes, it's not been one of my, shal we say, pleasure destinations.”

Simonswaved hishand and said, "Surely you didn't take the boxes to a public metro station?"

"Close. The agent-in-place parked amoving van in anearby dley. | jumped the boxesinto the
back of the truck. Then | closed the padlock on the door and left. They picked the truck up twenty
minutes later. They never saw me. They don't know how the boxes were delivered. They weren't
supposed to." Helooked at Simons. "Neither were you."

Simonsignored the last. "Did you know what was in the boxes?!

"Y ou don't?' Davy had known. He dso knew roughly what its purpose was, €lse he wouldn't
have moved it. But he didn't want to share that with Simons.

"1 know. Paper."
Hyacinth frowned. "Documents? They used him for FedEx?"

Simons shook his head. "Brightly colored paper. Venezudan Bolivars. The price wasfaling even
then. They sent severd million.”

"Why not dollars?’
"Traceability. They were setting up anetwork of informants on both sides.”

Well, that's what they told me. Hope it wasn't another attempt to destabilize the
government. Hedidn't think it was. "Do you work for the NSA?' Davy said.

Simonslaughed. " Of course not, silly boy. Like Roule, they have no idea of the rdationship.”
"Y ou don't work for them," Davy said dowly. "But sometimes—"
"Exactly. Sometimesthey work for me."

Davy shuddered. He couldn't help it. Viscerd—that's what it was, and Simons watched with a
fant amileon hisface.

"S0, your NSA file—and let metell you, it was very difficult getting a copy—saysyou'rethe
only known teleport. What other liesarein thefile?"

Davy raised hiseyebrows. "Oh stop it. Am | il besting my wife? Don't you have better things
to do with your time? Who came up with this gpproach—Conley?!

"Thefactsdictated it." Simons crossed hislegs and tilted his head to one Sde, continuing to
watch Davy seedily.

Davy stared back. He narrowed his eyes. "Are you saying you've found another tel eport?*



"l am.”
"l don't believeit. I've been actively looking for ten years. Who isit? Where are they from?"

Simons shook hishead. "Y ou're very good. Y ou haven't shown yourself capable of thislevel of
deception before. Y ou had us all fooled.”

"You think I'm lying?' He shrugged. "Okay, fed that way. There are redly twenty-seven other
teleports. My gang, and when they catch up with you you'll wish you'd never been born.”

Simonsfrowned. "Now see?Y ou're 0 clearly lying when you say that, that your ability to
dissemble about the other teleport surprises me. How isit done?”

"Thelying? Or the tdleporting?'

"Who wasthefirst to teleport? Wasiit you or wasit your wife? We know from thefilethat she
was held by the NSA during your firgt ‘interactions with them, yet she didn't escape. Either she
couldn't do it then, or it was very deep cover."

"My wife?' Davy laughed, but it died dmost immediately astheimplications settled in. "What on
earth makes you think she can jump?' Davy couldn't help it—he found hisvoicerising. If they thought
Millie could jump she'd be an even higher priority target for Smons. Not just asaway to control
Davy but asaspare.

"She wastrgpped in ahotd roomin Virginia. My people werein the hdl, outside the window,
and in both adjoining rooms. They were monitoring her movements acoustically through the wall.
When the point man went through the front door, the monitor heard a splash from the tub. Her clothes
were there—shewas gone.”

Davy's eyeswidened. "No way. Y our people are hosing you." Or you are hosing me.

Simons had tilted his head to the other sde. "Hmmm. We must consider the third possibility, |
suppose.”

Davy wasthere before him but he kept his mouth shut.
"That she couldn't jump before, but now she can.”
What do they hope to gain with these lies? "Wha was shedoing in Virginia."

"Looking for you." Simonstook another sheet of paper out of hisfolder and pushed it acrossto
Davy. It was aposter with Davy's picture, ashot he recognized from their stay in Tahiti. It gavethe
rough time and place of his disappearance and asked for anyone who had information to cal the
number below. However, the number had been cut out of the paper with arazor blade or X-Acto
knife.

Hisintake of breath was sudden, surprisng. The picture was from the cliff house bedside table.
Hefdt tearswdll to hiseyes and he blinked them away. Hetried to make hisvoice light, uncaring.
"Ah. Wdl, itsnot amilk carton." She made it out of the cliff house. Therdief was painful,



overwhelming, and he knew it showed in hisface. So what—Miilliewas dl right and shewaan'tin
their hands.

Why are they trying to convince me she can jump? Maybe Millie had faked something. Hed
Seen magicians do some pretty convincing fakesin the past. "To the best of my knowledge, I'm the
only jumper thereis. Y ou surethe NSA isn't gpoofing you? Maybe your people were listening to a
tape recorder?’

Simonss eyes narrowed for the barest second before his expression returned to its customary
urbanity.

Heisn't sure, Davy redlized.

Simonsturned to Hyacinth. "Please fetch Miss Johnson.”
Davy didn't recognize the name.

"Yes gr." Sheleft.

"Y ou trouble me, Mr. Rice. Y our field test in Nigeriawas quite promising. It ismy hope that
you'l continue to make yoursdlf useful, but, in the event you choose not to, | want to make absolutely
clear that the consequences will be severe.”

Davy tensed. Was he about to be punished for supposedly conceaing Milli€s ability to
teleport? Well, if they activate it, I'll aimfor his very expensive suit.

When Hyacinth came back she held the door. His old friends Thug One and Thug Two came
through the door, each holding the arm of afigure dressed in ashort-deeve, ill-fitting, dark green jump
auit. The hands were cuffed in back and they had ablack cloth sack over her head. Once the door
was shut, Thug One pulled off the hood reveaing the woman's face. She was a black woman who
blinked rapidly in the sudden light and her lower lip was bleeding. Shelooked familiar to Davy. Then
her eyes squeezed shut in a prolonged blink before reopening, and her tongue thrust wildly out of her
mouth.

"Sojee?" 1t'd been over three months but the facia twitches were unmistakable. "What did they
dotoyou?'

Sojeelooked a him blankly, then smiled. "My angd!" Her face was transformed, bloody lip and
al. Shetried to step forward but her escorts pulled her back. Bitterly, she said, "They took my coat.”

Thug Two, the redhead, was holding abloody handkerchief to his besk-like nose.

Simons frowned. "What happened?' His voice was mild but both guards|ooked nervous.
Thug Two said nasdlly, " She head-butted me, Sir. Inthe nose. | knocked her back, off of me."
Simonss voice was scathing. "Y ou know what shedid in D.C.! Did you underestimate her

because she'sawoman or black?' Simonslooked at Davy. "1 swim in asea of incompetence. It'sno
wonder we haven't caught up with your wife."



Davy was watching Sojee. Besides the split lip she looked okay. Well, she looked like Sojee.
Her facia spasmswere as severe as ever and the way she stood there, her head tilted to one side, he
suspected she was listening to voices. "What happened in D.C.7"

Sojee smiled again. "The Blue Lady and | whupped 'em when they camefor us. | would've
finished 'em "cept the FBI pulled me off."

Davy looked back at Simons.

Simons closed his eyes and pinched the bridge of hisnose.

Davy sad, "Who isthe Blue Lady, Sojee?’

Sojee frowned. "What? The Blue Lady! The one who comes from the seato protect us." She
pointed down at the poster on the table. "The lady who was handing out those. She said shewas
your wife."

"Millig?'

Sojee nodded.

"Sheis my wife. But why 'Blue Lady? Was she sad or isit something €lse?"

"Yesand yes"

Davy shook his head, hismind racing. "How long have they had you? Arethey mistreating you?"

"They lock mein a heated room with a shower and atoilet. They stick meds under the door on
trays, threetimesaday. It's horrible.”

"Enough!” said Simons. "Take her back."

Sojee looked down at Davy's shackle, then at Simons. Her mouth made asilent oh. "'l see” She
jerked her head over toward Simons. " Satan's minion, the demon king."

Simonswaved his hand and Thugs One and Two put the hood back over her head and pulled
her back out through the door. When it had closed again, Smons said, " She may think her conditions
are bad now, but | invite you to consder how much worse they could be."

Davy had a hard time not laughing in Smonssface. Sojee hadn't been complaining—she'd
been boasting. Compared to the streets, the cell was like heaven... for now.

Simons continued, "They'reidiots. Bruta idiots." Helooked into Davy's eyes. "But for dl that,
they'll do exactly what | say. And, after the head-butting incident, they'll probably enjoy it."

Davy fdt hissomach railing. "Y oull haveto spell it out.”

"Youreright," said Simons. " There should be no chance of misunderstanding. It goeslikethis:
when | said the consequences of non-cooperation would be severe, | was talking about more than



just for you persondly. Ms. Johnson will aso face those consequences and Hyacinth will deliver the
resultsto you onefinger joint at atime. Do | make mysdlf clear?”

Davy made hisface go blank. "Y ou do."

Smons stared a Davy for amoment, silent, considering. Findly hesaid, "Very wel. Let'stalk
about Caracas."

They served him lunch in hisroom, but Conley didn't come back in with the key until the
afternoon was dmost gone. As he removed the padlock, Conley said, "I've thought up some
experimentsto try, but well have to wait until they've finished with you. Day after tomorrow,
perhgps?’

"l suppose.” Davy rubbed hisankle. "So, they haven't told you?'

Conley held up hishands. "Apparently it'snot my concern, so I'm happier not knowing."

Davy gestured at the shackle. "1 take it Simons hung around for awhile?"

"Goalf, | believe. Heflew into play golf. Now he's gone, though.”

Davy shuddered. Busy day for Simons. Fly to Martha's Vineyard. Taunt prisoner. Threaten
torture to innocent victim. Eighteen holes of golf. Fly back to wherever. A minion's work is never

done. He gave hisatention to Conley. "Umm. Well, what kind of experiments?'

"Thought we might try jumping back and forth between two different places, quick asyou can,
oscillating so to spesk.”

"Morelikevecillating. Like I can't make up my mind where | want to be."

"Y es. We know there's some persistence of the phenomenon, perhaps we can actudly get the
gate to stay open.”

Davy thought about this. "How will you tell? How can you measure it?*

Conley frowned. "By what flowsthrough, | suppose. | might put awesk radio transmitter by one
location and afield strength meter at the other. If we can get the Sgnd strength to stabilize—"

Davy nodded. "Got it." Hisfdt his heart pounding and arush of adrendine coursed through him.
Got it! Hewondered if Conley had thought it through. The impulse to glance at the mirror was dmost
overwheming but he magterediit.

Conley nodded back. "Well, welll try it when you're back, unless you want to try something right

Davy shook hishead. Smonstold him they were waiting for the eectronic keysto beflown
from Nigeriato Caracas. Apparently the soonest the KLM flight could get to Venezudawas Six



o'clock but there was serious doubt as to whether they'd made the connection in Amsterdam. There
was very little chance they'd need Davy before tomorrow but he wasn't going to tell Conley that.
"They told meto hold mysdlf ready.”

Hefdt safeinthislie. They'd turned off the cameras and the microphones after dl. Or they said
they did. He didn't redly doubt it, though—it wasn't asif they'd been trying to get Davy to say
anything reveding or incriminating. Simons had been the one doing dl thetaking.

What, then, was the point? What topic of the briefing did they not want on tape? Well, they did
threaten to chop Sojee's fingers off joint by joint. He remembered other things said and donein
this room, ostensibly when the cameras and microphones were operating. No, it's something about
Caracas.

Conley was gill looking at him, hefting the weight of the padlock inhishand. "You dl right?"
Davy blinked. "Oh. Y eah. Just thinking about that stuff you said you didn't want to know about.”
"] don't ask. Don't tdll."

Davy exhded. "Y ou beniceto meor I'll gart telling you everything | know. And, of course, I'll
tdl them | told you."

Held meant it asajest, something to get the conversation off of the notion of a gate, but Conley
blanched and dropped the padlock to the floor. " Shit." He stooped to pick it up and when he stood
again hiseyeswerewary.

Davy fdt compdled to say, " Just kidding, man. Redly.”

Conley put the padlock on the dresser and said, "I'll go work on my notes. Later." He opened
the door partway and sidled through.

That wasweird.

Heturned histhoughts back to Sojee. He hadn't gotten any sense of another prisoner in the
mansion. They'd told him he had the run of the public rooms when he was dlowed out of hisroom but
he'd been warned away from any locked door. He'd also been told specifically never to enter the
room behind the mirror again on pain of confinement to the square.

He couldn't get into the attic—the door was steel and locked. He was |ooking down the steps
into the basement when Hyacinth showed up, an amused look on her face. "Miss Crazy Faceisntin
the building, Lover. She was well away from here even before lunch.” She spread her hands. "We're
not stupid.”

No. Unfortunately.
"The keys madeit to Caracas but we're giving the boys the night off. Jet lag. Well go

oh-eight-hundred—that's ninein Caracas. Set your alarm or, if you want, you can leave awakeup call
with me. I'd be glad—"



Davy jumped away, back to hisroom, without | etting her finish. He was hoping shed find it as
annoying as any other person who'd been cut off in mid-sentence. But | doubt it. Hyacinth would see
his reaction as her victory.

Let her. If Hyacinth thought shewasin the driver's seet, shed be less vigilant.

Maybe | should sleep with her. Let her have her way to put her off guard. Hefet hisbody
responding to the thought. You just want to get laid. Sop rationalizing. He called up the memory
of Brian Cox's blood splashing across hisface in the rain and the scars above and below Hyacinth's
collarbone. The ache subsided.

A shower is called for.

He started the water running before undressing. The boiler in the basement was huge, but it took
sometimefor the heated water to run through the pipesto the third floor. Onceit reached his bath,
though, the supply was unlimited. Long showers had saved his sanity. After the messy and shameful
episodes when they'd trigger the device, it took along time under the water to fed clean again.

But another thing he'd noticed: when the bathroom door was open and the shower was running
at length, it filled the bath with clouds of steam and coated the mirror in the bathroom with moisture.

It blocked the camera

Before, held used that privacy to cry, to rage, and to masturbate. Now, it wastimeto useit for
something ese.

Sowly, to start. He began with asmplejump of amere three feet, from one end of the tub to
the other. He stood relaxed, hisfeet spread. There was ashower mat but it didn't extend the entire
length of the tub and he didn't want to fall on his ass. He took atowe from the rack and spread it
over the uncovered part of the tub. Wet, it clung to the enamel and he felt more confident.

He changed his orientation with each jump, dways facing toward the opposite end of the tub.
He stepped up the pace, jumping twice a second easily, three times a second. Hisvison spun. The
two shower walls, one with the showerhead and controls and one with atowel rack, blurred together
and then the figure appeared, like aghost in the mist, facing him, there and not there.

"Shit!" He shoved his right hand out and recoiled away. The shower head banged into the back
of hishead, the water vaves stabbed into his butt. The figure in front of him aso threw anarm
forward, flinching backward, and vanished.

Oh. Despite the scrape on his posterior, he started laughing.

It'slike a Firesign Theatre record: "How can you be in two places at once when you're
really nowhere at all?" He remembered atime right after they'd begun conditioning him when he
couldn't face himsdlf in the mirror. No mirror. Can you face yourself now?

It took him amoment to get it again. He was struggling and his knees were getting weak.
Jumping had never tired him before, but thiswas draining. He was about to giveit up again but there
he was, blurred, two sets of features overlapping, like the showerhead and the towel rack blurring



together. He reached out cautioudy with hisright hand—both of them—and his fingertips touched,
solid, yet with an underlying vibration, ashaking. He dropped his hand and stared at the face.

Not a mirror. It wasn't what he was used to. He had regular enough features but apparently
there was enough asymmetry to render the features familiar yet strange.

Push it. He changed his destination, trying to hold onto hisoriginad post at the showerhead end
of the tub, while switching the other terminusto the Aerie.

His ears popped hard and the shower curtain swirled around him at asudden gust of wind. The
difference between the sweltering hot shower and the icy unheated air broke his concentration and he
found himsdlf standing completely in the Aerie. The governor kicked in and he was back in the
bathtub, on hisknees, vomiting up part of hislunch.

It had only been an instant—the device had kicked on in warning mode. The bathtub had
aready been hisintended destination and he counted it agrest victory that he hadn't flinched back to
the square to vomit in front of their eyes.

He cleaned up with the shower till running, the steam il swirling, washing the vomit down the
tub drain. He hoped they hadn't heard the retching over the noise of the water. The tub clean, he
stood with his head tilted up, his mouth open, |etting the water run into and out of hismouth, rinsing
the taste, soothing histhroat.

When he bent over to turn off the water, the room swam, and he had to steady himself against
thewall to keep from falling. He thought it wasthe heet at first, but redlized quickly that he felt
drained—exhausted. He did asketchy job of drying himsdlf and staggered, more than waked, into
the bedroom. He stared at the dresser across the room but it seemed unimaginably far. He dragged
the covers back on the bed and let himsdif fall.

He struggled to think. Did they drug me? It was nearly dinner time and held last egten five

hours before. He fdlt like he'd been awake for days and, despite an overt effort to keep hiseyes
open, he plunged into deep.

NINETEEN

"Nerve gas?"’

Padgett was deeping, fully encased in the new deegping bag, stretched out by the dying embers
of thefire. Sheleft another six-pack of water and aresedlable bag of beef jerky near hishead.

She found the night vision goggles at B& H Photo, the same place sheld bought her binoculars.
"That's over three thousand after tax."

"Y ou're paying for sengtivity and resolution,” the clerk told her. "Thisisthird-generation



technology—much more sengtive to infrared. Wildlife will show up against the cold background likea
torch.”

Thewildlife she was concerned about walked on two legs, but what showed up looked like
nothing human.

Beyond the private beach sign, she saw a series of blotchesin the scope, spread among the
dunes. When she approached one of these from the land side, having jumped past it, she found it was
amostly buried video camera housing hidden in the dune grass its little seven-inch antennae virtualy
invisible among the brown grass strands. She put one fingertip on top and found it dightly warmer than
the surrounding air. Enough to show up. Shewas profoundly grateful shed splurged for the best
gogglesin the store.

Hmph. No wonder Bob the security guard showed up to check me out.

She kept low and studied the surrounding dunes. She didn't see any more dots overlooking her
current location but that didn't mean there weren't any more cameras. And they were probably all
low-light devices, designed to pick up moving persons, day or night. She pursed her lips.

Tread softly. Take it Slowly. Don't scare them off.

She jumped away, fird to the Aerie to change clothes and leave the night vision gogglesin their
case, then back to the restaurant in the Winnetu, the Opus, where she ordered aridiculoudy large
dinner. She lingered over the med, giving anybody who might be interested a chance to study her.
When she was done she took the leftoversin alarge takeout box back to her room.

She delivered them to Padgett followed by afresh load of firewood. Five minutes later, when
Padgett was hunkered down before the rebuilt fire and eating, the new deeping bag wrapped around
him like ashawl, she came back. "I particularly liked the bread with roasted garlic spread,” she
commented. She knelt down and extended her hands to the warmth, directly opposite him acrossthe
flames.

He glanced at her but didn't say anything. He went on to the Seared Langoustine and Foie Gras.
At thefirst whiff of aromafrom the Styrofoam box he froze, then looked up &t her. "Nice. What
restaurant?’

Oh, are we talking now? She studied him. His attitude had changed dightly. It was more casud
and relaxed than just amoment before. It could be the food. No, the man had just started. Too early
for achangein blood sugar. He looked like some of her clients when the topic on hand had strayed
too close to something they didn't want to dedl with. He was deliberately casud, artificially relaxed.

"That restaurant,” she ventured. "On the south shore of that idand. Just a mile down the beach
from that house"

"l don't have the dightest ideawhat you're talking about,” Padgett said, but it came too quick
and heknew it.

She amiled broadly and Padgett threw up.



It was sudden and convulsive and titanic, seemingly everything in his digestive tract geysering into
thefire.

Milliefell backward recoiling from the roiling cloud of steam and the smell. She scrambled back
asthe convulsions continued.

She stood, and came forward, hesitantly. Epilepsy?

Padgett waslying on his side now and his head was getting dangeroudly closeto the fire. Rather
than walk around him, she jumped to the far side and pulled his shoulders back. The spasms were
continuing and, she redlized, not limited to emesis. Hed voided his colon aswell.

I've got to get him help. He's going to choke to death at thisrate.

Unlike Davy, she didn't have amgjor trauma center jump site memorized. Sheldd never been
anywhere near the one Davy used, the Adams Cowley Shock Trauma Center in Batimore.

But | must've walked past the entrance to the ER at George Washington University
Hospital a dozen times while | was putting up those stupid posters.

It took her a second to concentrate, no mean feat as Padgett thrashed at her feet, but shetried it
and found hersdlf on the sdewak of New Hampshire Avenue, fifty yards awvay from the ambulance
driveway whereit cut through the building itself. She sprinted forward, up the drive, and went toward
the door at the ambulance loading ramp. A hospital security guard stepped forward saying, "Whoa,
Maam. Y ou've got to go in the other—" But she dodged around him and twisted through the
just-opening automatic door into the antiseptic smell of the trauma center. She heard footsteps asthe
guard hurried after her and afigure in blue scrubs positioned himsdf in her path, hishands raised.

She stopped, looking around, taking in the smell and fed of the site.
"Lady—you can't comein thisdoor! It'sfor the trauma patients!"

Sheturned to face the security guard and gave him aleve look that caused him to pause, one
hand outstretched, apparently in the act of reaching for her arm.

She hdld up her finger and said, "Hold that thought, will you?' Then jumped.

Padgett had stopped vomiting but his breaths were coming in wheezes punctuated by short,
barking coughs. She grabbed him under hisarmpits and jumped.

"Whoa—ahit!"

In the few seconds she'd been gone, the security guard and the man in scrubs had walked
forward to where she'd vanished. The security guard tripped over Padgett's legs and stumbled
forward. The nurse or doctor dressed in scrubs fell backwards.

Other figuresin scrubs came forward. Millie didn't know if they'd seen her disappear and
regppear or any portion thereof but she didn't care. She just started talking.



"Five minutes ago he began vomiting and voided his bowel's, accompanied by uncontrolled
gpasms. Hejust ate some seafood but he knew what he was egting and didn't mention any allergies.
He's had a recent near-hypothermia experience but has been in adeeping bag in front of awarm fire
for the last eight hours. He was lucid and gpparently fineright up to thefirst convulson." Shelooked
around at the staring faces. "'Is anybody getting this?* Shelooked down at Padgett. "Oh, God—he's
stopped breathing!™

That did it. Out came the masks and gloves. One shouted, "Possible code yellow!™
Millie stepped back and the whirlwind descended.

The security guard stayed with her, hovering, but he had put on one of the ear [oop procedure
masksjust like the medical staff, and was pulling on latex gloves.

When she glanced at him, heflinched, so she said, "L et me guess, you'd rather | hung out in the
waiting room?" She was feeling odd—di sconnected.

The staff had lifted Padgett onto a gurney and one of them straddled Padgett's body on the table
as he snaked an endotracheal tube down histhroat, even as the othersrolled the whole shebang into a
room labeled "Resuscitation.”

"The admissions clerk needsto get some patient info,” the security guard said. It was hard to
read his expression through the mask but he was till looking at her asif she had two heads and one
of them would bite him. He gestured to a masked woman with a clipboard approaching from the door
that led into the waiting room.

Millie made asoundless, "Ah," and turned to the clerk. "Do you want to do thisin your office?
"Weve got aroom over here.”

Sheled Millie off to the Side, aroom with achair—more of a booth actually—separated from an
adjoining booth by aglasswindow. The woman took the chair on the other side of the window after
shutting Millies door. Shetook off her mask and smiled through the glass before she Sarted asking
her questions through atwo-way spesker.

Millie was patient. "Hisnameis Lewis Padgett. | don't know hisaddress. | don't know his
socid. | don't know hisinsurance provider. | don't know if he has any drug dlergiesor alergies of any
other kind—he is not and was not wearing amed-dert bracelet. No, | cannot give you permission to
treat—barely know the man, but since heisunconscious, | don't think you guys have to worry about
that."

The woman wore apained expression on her face. "We redly need more information.”

"I know anumber you can cal—I believe that they'll be ableto give you dl sorts of information
about him. They will probably assume respongibility for him, too."

"Fnanda regpongbility?”

"1 don't know about that but at the very least they'll have hissocia security number.” With



trembling lips she gave the woman Speciad Agent Becca Martingal€'s cell number and her name, but
not her title and employer.

"And your name, maam?'

Millie looked up. There were at least four video cameras in the traumareception area. Shit,
they've recorded me jumping! For abrief moment she considered finding the machines that
recorded the video feed but she knew nothing about the technology. The security office could be
anywherein the entire massve cluster of buildings or, worse, off premises. Therewasno pointin
lying. Shewished sheld at least had time to put on the wig and glasses before bringing Padgett in, but
she was the short-haired blond in contacts. So much for that disguise.

"Millicent Harrison-Rice. Mention my nameif Ms. Martingale has any doubts about the identity
of your patient.”

"And your address?'
"I'm not the patient and I'm not assuming financia respongbility,” she said.

"Madam, | need thisinformation. Mr. Padgett may be contagious. Y ou could be exposed, not
only in danger of contracting his disease yourself, but aso of spreading it. Y ou are required by law to
giveusthisinformation!”

Well, who doesn't know our Stillwater address? After al, it was where sheldd found Padgett
and certainly the NSA had been there. Surely the FBI could figure it out—it was a matter of public
record.

She gavethe clerk the Stillwater address and phone and her work phone at the clinic though she
doubted she'd ever be able to work there again after this night'swork.

"But you're staying herein DC, | takeit, someplace? A hote? A friend.”
"Oh, no." | commute. "Just got here. No local address.”
"I'll give Ms. Martingdeacdl, why don't |," said the clerk when she'd taken down theinfo.

Millie expected her to go back to the admissions office adjacent to the waiting room but she
smply reached below Milli€sline of sight, picked up a phone handset, and diaed.

| should go. But Millie stayed. She wanted to know how Padgett was. No matter that he was
her enemy, that he was one of those who'd taken Davy. Shefelt responsible for Padgett's current
condition. She a so wanted to know what was wrong with the man. Shefound it odd that hed gone
into convulsions the moment held actually revealed something to her. And then there was the
possibility Padgett was carrying some kind of contagious disease. She wanted that cleared up.
Typhoid Mary would have nothing on me as a disease vector. Millie pictured hersdf jumping from
city to city, coughing and sneezing and leaving loci of infection strung behind her.

Better to know.



She could afford to wait—they didn't have much chance of stopping her when she did decide to
leave, but thisthought, initidly comforting, suddenly sent acold chill through the very core of her
being. That's almost certainly what Davy thought right before they took him.

The admissions clerk's side of the phone conversation came clearly through the grill. "Ms. Becca
Martingde? My nameis Sarah Lewinski. I'm with patient intake at George Washington University
Hospital. We just admitted a L ewis Padgett and we were told you could hel p us complete our intake
information. Y ou do know Mr. Padgett?"

"Well, aMs. Millicent Harrison-Rice told us you might know more about him than shedid.”
"Yes, Ms. Harrison-Riceisright here. She brought Mr. Padgett in."

"Sorry, they just arrived. | don't know what Mr. Padgett's condition is. Can you help me with
any of Mr. Padgett'sinformation—his socia or employer or insurance provider?'

Specid Agent Martingale had gpparently finished asking questions and was now talking at
length, for the admissions clerk had her mouth shut and her eyes open. Then she said, "Y es, maam.
I'll tell security immediately.” She hung up the phone and said in amildly accusatory toneto Millie,
"You didn't say Ms. Martingde was an FBI agent.”

Without waiting for aresponse she stepped out of the booth and called the security guard over.
Millie couldn't hear what she said to him but when she was done talking, the guard unhooked his belt
radio and began speaking into it as he headed back for the treatment room where they'd taken
Padgett.

Millie started to step back out of her sSde of the interview booth to get an update on Padgett
when asiren, previoudy distantly audible, suddenly swelled to anearly earsplitting level asthe vehicle
entered the ambulance driveway. Fortunately the driver turned off the Sren dmost immediately but
Millie could see blue lights bouncing off thewals. Her first thought was that an ambulance was
ddivering atrauma patient but that scenario was dispdled when four soldiersin hooded gas masks
and full chemical warfare protective gear came through the door.

A doctor came running from the trestment rooms to meet them. Taking rapidly, he gestured first
back toward the treatment rooms and then pointed directly at Millie.

What the hell?

Two of the soldiers followed the doctor back to treatment and the other two turned to Millie.
She stepped back involuntarily as they approached.

The onein the lead waved an instrument the size of alarge hardback with an off-center
projecting nozzle and an LCD readout. He stepped into the other side of the isolation booth, the room
the admissons clerk had used, and waved it around, watching the screen. After sudying it for a
moment he lifted the gas mask and shoulder draping hood up, revealing mild looking eyes and bifoca
glasses. He used the spesker. "Good evening, maam. How are you?"

"Wdl, until you guys showed up in your gas masks, | wasfine. Then | dmost had a heart attack.
Who are you and why are you here?"



"Ah. Wdl, my nameis Sergeant Ferguson of the C/BRRT—the Chemica/Biologicd Rapid
Response Team. We're here because the trauma center reported a possible occurrence of nerve

"Nervegas? Likesain?'

"Or tabun or soman or VX. Or the most common is organophosphate pesticide, so it doesn't
have to be something sinigter. I'm going to put my mask back on and usethis," he held up the
instrument, "to check you and your clothing for any traces of nerve agent.”

"Have you detected any out there yet?' She gestured at the room beyond the glass.
He smiled. "Not atrace, thank God."
She gestured. "By al means, check away.”

He redonned his mask, did a quick check on the sedl, and came over to her side of the booth,
pushing the instrument through the door first. When it was gpparently negative, he cameonin. She
stood as directed and he checked her from head to foot. He had her hold up her shoes one by one so
he could check the soles and then exhale as he held the instrument before her mouth. This close, she
could hear asmall fan sucking ar in through the nozzle.

From apocket he pulled a charcod gray foam packet with pressed seams and aVelcro closure,
and st it on the counter. His voice, muffled by the mask, said, "Y ou seem dll clear, maam, but I'm
surethey'll want you to stay in here until they'vetotally ruled it out or any biologica agent.”

He exited, consulted briefly with his associate, and went back into the other side of the booth.
His mask back off, he smiled and said, "On the very long chance you've been exposed, I've left an
antidote kit on the counter there. If you start salivating and your nose startsrunning, if you fed a
pressurein your chest, if you have trouble focusing on close objects, or if you fed nausested, sing out.
If werre not immediately available, there are two autoinjectorsin there—one has 2 mg of aropine,
and the other has x hundred milligrams of 2-PAM, praidoxime chloride. Remove the protective cap
and pressthem into your thigh about four inches above your knee. Don't worry about your
clothes—the autoinjector will push the needleright through, al right? Atropinefirst, 2-PAM second.”

"Y ou're scaring me, here"
"To be perfectly honest, | don't think you have athing to worry about.”
"Thenwhy are you here?'

He grinned. "To make sure you don't have anything to worry about." He gestured back toward
the trauma center. "'l seewhy they cdled it in—your friend had severa of the symptoms of acute
nerve agent exposure. He was crashing—respiratory and cardiac failure—but he responded pretty
well to atropine, but since atropine is good for ahost of different problemsit's not adefinite indicator
for nerve gas. It'sjust that we're less than half-a-mile from the White House here. That'swhy my little
unit is on detached duty herein D.C. instead of back with the rest of the team up in Maryland. Better
we should overreact alittle—weve al seen the consequences of under-reacting.



"I'm going to check with my boss, Captain Trihn—he'sin with the trauma team—and well know
more. Specidist Marco there," he pointed to the other soldier outside, "will stay here. Let him know if
you start experiencing any of thereactions| listed.”

She nodded and he put his mask back on, then walked back up the hall toward the trauma
theaters. Thefact that he walked camly, rather than trotted, reassured her more than anything hed
sad.

A few minuteslater Specid Agent Becca Martingale entered the emergency room with ateam of
sx agents—all neetly labeled F-B-I, in white | etters across dark navy windbreakers. The medica staff
apparently expected them, though her chemica warfare attendant, Specidist Marco, did a serious
double take when he saw the shotguns three of them were carrying.

Thisis getting crazy. | should jJump out of here. But she hesitated—there were things she
wanted to know, both from the medica staff and from the FBI.

Beccagave Millieanod as she passed, but clearly her first priority was securing Padgeit. Millie
amost wished she could be there when the different agendas of the medical staff, the FBI, and the
C/BRRT dl collided.

She stared at the packet Sergeant Ferguson had left with her. MARK | NERVE AGENT
ANTIDOTE KIT. She shuddered. It didn't seem possible—not only had she been exposed to
everything that Padgett had—they'd even eaten the same food—hed been totally isolated. He did
have his clothes. The old suicide capsule in a hollow button? She'd been watching him the whole
time. The only thing he'd put in his mouth was the food she'd brought him—food she'd also eaten.

Thewalls of theisolation booth were closing in on her and she felt her heart besting faster. Oh,
my god, I've got it, or it's got me. Her hand closed convulsively on the kit—then she forced herself
to releaseit. Her hand was shaking.

Idiot.

She of dl people should recognize the psychosometic expression of physica symptoms. She
wasn't sdivating. Her mouth, if anything, was dry asabone. Though if | obsess about it long
enough, I'msure | could express most of the symptoms the sergeant listed for me.

Her tension was relieved when the sergeant, himself, came back from the trauma theater. Hed
stowed his gas mask in its belt case and his chemical oversuit was zipped open to the waist.

He opened her side of the isolation booth and picked up the antidote kit. "All clear, at least as
far aswe're concerned.”

"Not nerve gas?'

"No traces on our equipment. They found an implant—some kind of vagus nerve stimulator—it's
going haywire, apparently. There was ascar and they palpated ahard lump," he tapped his upper
chest, just below his collarbone, "so they took a chest x-ray. The device and awire going up his neck
showed up on the film. They're pretty sure that's the problem.”



Millie blinked. Sheld seen the scar on Padgett, but considering the man's history, sheld thought it
awar wound, from his days with Executive Outcomes. "Why would he have something like that?"

"The trauma surgeon said it's a treatment for some kinds of epilepsy and theres dso some
experimentswith it in treating depression. But he says theré's nothing in the literature about one doing
this. If it'sthe FDA-approved implant, from Cyberonics, it should've failed completdly rather than give
the over-voltages that caused these symptoms.”

"What do you think?'

He shrugged. "Don't know. My bosslikesit. Captain Trinhisan MD—atoxicologist. He says
vagal stimulation would account for the symptoms the patient did express and the symptoms he
didn't." He tucked the antidote kit back in one of his pouches. "' So, we're standing down—the Secret
Servicewas very relieved.” Herolled his neck around. "We were ninety percent sure when we got
here, actudly, but we went through the whole nine yards, though, because of the hallucinations.”

""Hallucinations? Padgett was seeing things?'

"No. The patient has never been conscious. Some of the staff seemed to be seeing things,
though, so we thought there was some kind of nerve agent involved and enough on himto
contaminate the first responders. They said you disappeared, then reappeared with the patient.” He
smiled. "Might beworking too hard. Either that or admin needsto inventory the drug cabinets.”

Millie smiled weekly. "So | can leave thisbooth?"

"Asfar as I'm concerned. The captain and the attending seem pretty sureit's not biologicd,
ether. But the FBI might want to talk with you. Wonder why they're here?

"Didnt they tel you?"
"Maybe they told the captain. I'm just aworking man."

" Padgett—the patient—was involved in the attempted kidnapping of two women herein D.C.,,
last week. The FBI were watching and when they moved in, he shot an agent to escape.”

"Get outta herel”

"No, redly.”

"l didn't read anything about that. How did you hear about it?"

"| was one of those women," she said. "What are they going to do for Padgett?'

"Pull theimplant, | believe. They were prepping him and waiting for a neurosurgeon to come
over from the next building.”

“Andif he's epileptic?"

"Doesn't matter. Thething will kill him if it keepsfiring likeit is. Better seizuresthan dead. He



survives, he can get anew implant that worksright.”
Maybe it isworking right. Millie shuddered. "Wéll, thanks for proving it wasn't nerve ges."

Sergeant Ferguson nodded and, as he turned away, he said, "I wouldn't have it any other way. |
get nightmaresasitis”

Specid Agent Becca Martingale joined Millie shortly after the Rapid Response Team pulled out.
She looked Millie up and down and frowned. " So, changing the image?

"Thehair, you mean?"

Beccanodded. "Y eah, and you got rid of the glasses—contacts?"

Millie nodded. "They're till after me. That'show | got Padgett. They set atrgp for meand it
didn't quite work."

Now that the FBI had arrived, the security guard was back by the door and watching her warily.
Milliewondered if held told Becca about Milli€'s odd arrival. Beccasaw Millie glance at the guard
and said, "Y ou want coffee? | want coffee.”

Milliewaited until they were walking down the hall outside ER before asking her first question.
"What about Sojee Johnson?"

Beccasighed. "Sojee? Ah, | get it. Still no sign of Ms. Sojourner Truth Johnson. It would be
very niceif we got something out of Padgett."

"Hewouldn't talk for me. Will you be ableto talk to him? Last time | saw him, he wasn't even
breething on hisown."

"He was conscious a minute ago—confused. They think helll be okay. Y ou know about the
implant?’

She nodded. "The Chem Warfare guy told me."

"Well, they were getting ready to cut when they kicked me out. They decided not to wait for the
neurosurgeon. Instead, the attending is gonna make asmall incision and smply cut the leads between
the implant capsule and where the el ectrodes wrap around the vagus nerve. Where did Padgett set

thistrap you speak of 7'

Millie swalowed. "Remember that we didn't tell you what Davy—my husband—did for the
NSA?'

"Indeed. Anders said it was burn-before-reading secret, though from some of the context, | got
that he was some sort of covert opsinsertion specidig.”

Millieshrugged. "Thet'll dototel.”



"What's that have to do with my question?”

Millieinhded and held her breath while she studied Beccasface, motionless. Shefdt likea
deer, frozenin acar's headlights. Findly, in one explosive exhaation, she said, "Do you remember the
last time you saw me?"!

Beccatilted her head. " Sure, it was on Fourteenth Street after they tried to snatch you. | ran up
the alley when Padgett shot Bobby—uh, agent Marino.”

Millie shook her head. "No. Y ou last saw me on the roof of that Medica Building over in
Alexandria. The one near Bochgtettler and Associates.” Shefdlt in her jacket pocket and found the
sunglasses sheld been wearing that day. "'l don't have the basebal cap with me," she said, putting the
shades on, "or the green plastic chair, but surely you remember.”

Beccas eyes widened. "That was sometrick. | nearly had a heart attack when you went over
the edge. Want to tell me how you did that?'

| would love to. Milliefdt like crying, suddenly. "Can't."

Becca stopped dead and looked at Millie with asour expression on her face. "Did you ever hear
the story about the blind men and the € ephant?’

Millie nodded, not trusting hersaf to spesk.

"How do you people expect me to do my fucking job! Y ou won' tell me anything and then you
stop trying and then | get pressure to shelve the entire investigation. Don't you want to find your
husband and Ms. Johnson?”

"Areyou taking about the NSA when you say ‘you people? " Milliefelt her face go tight.

"Yesh"

"Well, | don't work for them, dl right? Please don't lump mein with them. | know they've
dropped the investigation—or at least they took Anders off of it. | won't go anywhere near them. |
went to ground because whoever is behind this has somebody insde the NSA—they nearly got me
again that same night, after | holed up inamotd out in Alexandria The NSA delivered meto that
hotel—they were the only possible lesk.”

Beccas normaly cam demeanor was back in place and she began walking again. ™Y ou couldve
been followed."

"Cows could fly."
" S0, who are you working for."
"Me, mysdf, and I. I'mlooking for my husband, dammit!”

Beccalooked skeptical. "Someone trained you, dear. That rooftop stunt was not the work of an
amateur. We searched those stupid shrubs for an hour looking for your body."



Millie blinked, then her jaw dropped. "Y ou think I'm an operative!"
"How dsedo you explainit?'

"Nerve gas?'

Beccawas not amused.

"I've amaster's degree in Psychologica Counseling and I'm a Licensed Marriage and Family
Therapigt in the state of Oklahoma, which requires|ots of ongoing professiona development
coursawork. | also did atwo-year stint of supervised counsaling before becoming licensed. | took a
Community Ed classin African dance last summer and I've read extensively in the novelsof JohnLe
Carré. That isthe extent of my training.”

They turned the corner to the cafeteria. A meta grill blocked the entrance. According to the
posted hours, it had just closed.

"Shit!" Beccasad. "Explain the rooftop thing, then."

Millielicked her lipsand told the truth. "I jumped.” She saw the sour expression return to
Beccasface and said, "Wait." She looked up and down the corridor. It was empty. "Okay. I'm going
to show you how | did the rooftop thing." She jumped to the other side of the halway, about eight
feet behind Becca. She watched the agent frantically swive her head left and right, then up and down.
Millie cleared her throat and Becca spun around, one hand diving into her windbreaker, then freezing
aganasshesaw Millie

Becca's mouth worked for amoment before she managed to say, "Hypnosis?'

Now that's an idea. She sighed. "No. Not hypnosis.” | am so tired of lying. "Y ou ill want
coffeg?'

It was after sunset, but only just, in San Francisco. Millie jumped Beccato the Y erba Buena
Garden outside of the Metreon, then caught her as the woman's knees gave way, guiding her to the
grass. By thetime Millie returned from the Starbucks on thefirst floor of the Metreon, Beccahad
mostly recovered, though she wasn't stlanding yet.

She accepted the coffee without comment.

"Do you recognize where you are?

Becca pointed a the massve fifty-foot-high waterfall fountain of the Martin Luther King
memorial at one end of the grassy plot, then north at Saint Patrick's Church. "I've been here before.
Even this Starbucks." She stood, moving gingerly. "How do you do this?'

Millie shrugged. "I don't redly know. It sufficesthat | can.”

Beccas eyes narrowed suddenly. "Isthiswhat Davy doesfor the NSA?"



"Right."
"But not you?'
Millie shook her head. "No."

Becca dapped her hand to her forehead. "Oh, my God. The foiled hijackings—ten years ago!
Those arliners and the cruise ship. That was Davy? Or wasit you?'

Milliesfirg ingtinct wasto deny everything but she sghed ingteed. "Davy. Not me. This... isnew
tome."

"What el se can you do?'

"I've given you my other qudifications. Are you in ardationship with problems? Do you have
any childhood issues you want to work on? Then I'm your guy."

"Nothing esein aparanormd ability?'
"l can hang aspoon off the end of my nose."

Becca stood and took apull on her coffee. Her brow was furrowed and she kept her eyes on
Millie but didn't say anything for savera seconds.

Milliesaid, "I wanted you to know so that when | started answering your questions, you
wouldn't think the answers as crazy asthey sounded.”

Beccanodded. " So go ahead.”

"1 caught Padgett at my condo in Stillwater, Oklahoma. | think they suspect | can do
this—teleport—because hefilled my rooms with some sort of anesthetic vapor. | barely got out but |
returned in time to see him check thetrap." She neglected to mention how long ago that was. "'l was
asking him about Davy and he went into convulsions. It wasweird—he'd just let something dip and
BAM, like aspy taking cyanide or something, only, | swear, the only thing held put in his mouth was
food | brought him."

"Brought him?Was he your prisoner?'
"Hewasmy guest, briefly. Wait asecond.” She jumped to the Aerie.

As she wandered back to the low table where she'd examined Padgett's belongings, she
unexpectedly dipped and dropped to one knee, to keep from falling. There was a puddie on the floor,
its edges clearly drying, but agood haf inch of water caught in one of the natura depressionsin the
floor. Her knee was soaked where she'd touched down.

She looked around, surprised. The cistern wasthirty feet away and it was certainly too much
water to have come from aspilled glass. Shelooked up, at the celling, looking for some sign that the
water had oozed in from the ridge above, from arare desert thunderstorm, perhaps, or a
subterranean aguifer, but the stone above was dry and unbroken.



The front door was latched and everything seemed to be as sheld lft it, including the collection
of Padgett's belongings. She gathered them up and returned to San Francisco.

Becca jerked as she regppeared.

Millie handed her the plastic bag. "Y ou okay? Y ou look alittle pae.”

"l was judt trying to think how the hell | was going to explain thisto my boss without getting sent
in for psych review. Then | started worrying about what would happen if you left me here three
thousand milesfrom D.C. What'sthis?'

"It'sthe stuff Padgett had on him. Wallet, somefake ID, hisguns. | handled them.” Shed left
Padgett's cell phone back in the Aerie. She was going to hold those phone numbersto hersdlf for
NOW.

"What did Padgett let dip? Y ou know, right before he started barfing?'

"A clue. Something that confirmed another lead—Ilike saying 'hot’ or 'cold.’ Sort of 'getting
warm.’ I'm not going to tell you, though. | want Davy out of there, first. Besides—now that you have
the guy who shot your agent, are you going to go any further? Don't tell me you haven't gotten any
pressure. The NSA'sdoing their best to pretend Davy never existed. Arethey telling you anything?'

"I had abrutdly brief tak with Anderswhen they reassigned him. The only thing I've gotten out
of hisreplacement is questions.”

"Questions?"

"Wdll, one question, asked severd times."

Milliewaited. You know you want to tell me.

"They wanted to know if I'd seen you."

It was warmer in San Francisco than it had beenin D.C., but Millie shivered.
Beccas cell phone went off, surprising both of them.

"Nationd cdl plan?'

Beccanodded. She punched the button and said, "Martingale.” She listened for amoment and
her eyes widened. "Jesus! One second.” She covered the mouthpiece. "' Can you get me back to the
ER?'

"Sure"

Martingae talked back into phone. "I'll be right there." She disconnected and looked at Millie.
"Padgett's dead.”

"Dead? They said he was stable! Didn't cutting the leads on hisimplant stop the convulsons?”



"They'll never know. When they cut the leads, the implant exploded.”

She jumped Beccato the sdewalk outside the ER.

"I've been around heretoo long,” Millie said. "The NSA will be here soon. Maybe Padgett's
people. Hell, I'm not convinced that Padgett's people aren't the NSA."

Becca paused, looking back, obvioudy torn. ™Y ou've got my number, right? Y ou're the one who
gaveit to the hospita ?"

"Yeah. | got it from Anders, though it would probably get himin troubleif they knew | was il
takingtohim."

"Youae?'
"Sort of. E-mail. Onthedy."

"| undergtand. Hislast talk with me waslike that: alittle more frank than his employerswould
probably like. Cal mein an hour?'

Millie nodded and jumped. She went back to the hotel room in the Winnetu and lay in her bed,
kicking around until the sheets were well disturbed. For good measure she took a shower and
changed clothes. She thought it was along shot, but after her encounter with the security guard on the
beach, they might check her out. They might dip afive to the chambermaid to ask if therewas
anything odd about her.

So, mess the bed and the bathroom, give them evidence of occupation. And if they call the
room when you're not there, say, in the middle of the night? Let them think she was shacking up
with one of theradiologists. Hell, let them think she was working her way through the entire roster of
symposium doctors. Well, they'd have dirty minds, then.

Shefdt adtirring of desire. It's been too long. Who really has the dirty mind? She unplugged
the phone and conspicuoudly coiled it on top of the bedside table. Let them think | don't like having
my sleep disturbed.

The puddle of water in the Aerie was smaller when she checked on it. Again, except for the
water, everything seemed untouched. She checked the door and scanned the canyon floor below.
Nothing.

Could it have been Davy?

If he could jump asfar asthe Aerie, why wouldn't he have stayed?

She used apay phone at D.C.'s Union Station. Becca, barely audible among a background

torrent of other voices, asked Millie to hold amoment. When she spoke again, the background
sounded different, much quieter.



"Sorry. Couldn't hear anything in there. Got the D.C. Metro bomb squad in and—you predicted
it—two guysfrom the NSA. I've told them | don't know where you got to. It'sthe truth, after al.”

"Thanks. How big an exploson wasit?'

"Well, it only killed him, though the attending doctor's arm looks like it was hit by a ball-peen
hammer. They found the remains of two U.S. Military M6 blasting caps among the fragments of the
rest of theimplant.”

"Y ou autopsied aready?

"No—the traumateam tried to save him, they were pulling the debris out of his chest asthey
tried to clamp al the leaks. They were gonnatry and put him on a heart-lung machine. It wastoo

much, though, even with them right there. He hemorrhaged like asieve." She sighed. "Guy from the
bomb squad recogni zed the blasting cap fragments—you can till see the leads. Some implant, huh?!

“Why?

"Well, hell never testify about his organization now. Mysdlf, I'd prefer asmple nondisclosure
agreement.”

Milliefelt like throwing up. "Puts adifferent meaning on ‘cross my heart and hopeto die.' | killed
him, didn't 17"

"Whoaoa, girlfriend. Y ou put thet thing in him?"
"If I'd just left him done—"
"Like heleft you done?!

Millie didn't say anything for amoment. "1 wonder if al of his people have them. | don't suppose
any of those other guys you arrested on Fourteenth Street have scars under their collarbones?”

Beccawas slent for amoment. "Now that's a scary thought. | doubt it, though. When we
processed them in they went through the usua meta detectors and wand scans. Still, I'll call over and
seewhat got put in 'scars and marks on their booking sheets.”

Millie said, "They might not know enough to warrant the implant. Maybe only the upper echelon
getit”

" People who know something worth telling?”
"Those who know who their bossis.”

A name she thought she could supply.

TWENTY



" Oh, yes. She's naked."

It was six-thirty when Davy awoke. He put on his robe and stuck hishead out into the hall. The
window at the east end of the hall showed dim light without. Morning, then. Not evening. He'd dept
thirteen hours straight through. His stomach rumbled and he remembered held missed supper.

When he walked into the breakfast room Hyacinth was wearing much the same outfit shed worn
in Nigeria—bush pants, sports shirt, and a photojournalist's vest.

Shelooked at Davy and raised her eyebrows. "Don't welook nice. What do you think thisis, a
dance?'

He was wearing khaki's, a starched white shirt, ablue blazer, and apair of sunglasses perchedin

hishair. Heignored her and went to the sdeboard. The smdll of bacon was tantalizing—far more
interesting than Hyacinth's comments.

"How are you going to keep your girlish figure?' Hyacinth asked as he piled the plate high.
" Skipped supper.”

There was asingle poached egg and a piece of dry toast on Hyacinth's plate. "So | heard. What
was that about?'

"Tired. Nigeria" He shrugged. L et them draw their own conclusions.

"So, explain the outfit. Don't you think you'll stick out dressed like that?”

Davy paused with hisfork halfway to his mouth. "Y ou've never been to Caracas, | tekeit.”
Hyacinth narrowed her eyes. "Why do you say that?"

" Strikes and killings notwithstanding, it'samodern city—subways, skyscrapers, the whole
twentieth-century thing. And they dress up. Women tend to wear dresses. | understand—you have
your own unique style. Y ou like standing out in a crowd, having people look twice at you, having
them remember your face." He resumed egting.

Before they |eft, Hyacinth went back upstairs and changed into agreen dress and amatching,
dightly oversized jacket. When he picked her up for the jump, he felt the gun in the shoulder holster.

Caracas was gorgeous. The westher was dry and warm and a brisk breeze whipping around the
Avilas had swept the smog away. After chilly New England and sweltering Nigeria, it waslike
heaven. Even when you're accompanied by the devil. Davy remembered Sojee's words.
Correction: a minion of demons.

They arrived standing on anest of cardboard and torn blanket. Davy'sjump site was anook
between the subway entrance and some bushes at the edge of the plaza. Apparently someone was
deeping there but, luckily, not at this moment.



The sdewalks were full and street traffic jerked aong to the staccato beat of horns. A man on
hisway out of the subway watched Davy and Hyacinth come out of the nook and raised his
eyebrows at Davy, then grinned. Davy shrugged and smiled back. Well, we know what he's
thinking.

Hyacinth was blinking in the sunlight and looking across the road at the huge circular fountainin
the middle of the plaza and the gol d-tinted skyscrapers behind. She shifted her gaze up to the giant
Peps globe atop a nearby twenty-two-story building.

Davy took her arm and pointed. "There. That's the bus stop where they'll pick usup.”

"Yes | know."

The stoplight changed and a stream of morning commuters flowed across the street, passing
them left and right on their way into the subway. Davy fet Hyacinth tense.

He threaded his way through the crowd and stood behind a group queuing up at the bus stop.
Hyacinth took amoment to join him. Shewasvisibly nervous. "1 didn't know the environment would
be so crowded.”

"It'sthe end of rush hour. Five million people. Busy, busy, busy."

Hyacinth took the radio from her purse and inserted an earphone. She talked, then listened,
briefly. "They're circling the park. They were here but the police chased them out of the bus stop.”

Two traffic police in white pith hdmets were trying to untangle asnarl of honking taxisat the
entrance to Paseo Colon. At thefar corner stood two soldiersin camo battle dresswith dung rifles.

Helet his eyes wander past the skyscrapers. The air was clear and he could plainly seethe
brown and red brick barrios on the lower dopes of the Avilas. Deathtraps, just waiting for another
flood of '99. Desthtrapsin other ways, too. Crimina attacks, disease, manutrition, police, army, both
pro- and anti-Chavez e ements.

The high crime rate wasn't the only reason Davy avoided Caracas and, as usud, he felt guilty for

It took ten minutes for the car to make the circle. Davy hoped like hell that they hadn't screwed
up the placement of the cars carrying the keys. At Hyacinth's direction he climbed into the back seat
of the shiny green Land Rover with dark-tinted windows.

Thedriver wasalocd hired for hisknowledge of city traffic—not, they found, for his English.

Hyacinth became dangeroudy still when the driver shrugged helplessly at her directions. Before
shereacted badly Davy said, "A la Embgjada de Estados Unidas, por favor.”

"iClaroques!"

With no traffic, the trip to the U.S. Embassy would've taken less than fifteen minutes. 1t took
forty-five. Davy wondered what it would've been like two hours earlier, at the height of rush hour.



Normally, he would've enjoyed the drive, but they were behind adiesdl busbelching large
clouds of noxious fumes and, combined with the jerking stop and dow traffic, it was making him
carsick. | hopeit's car sickness. Hewamn' feding the buzzing feding in histhroat that normaly
accompanied the device-induced nausea, but he was far more susceptible to motion sicknessthan
he'd been before they'd done thisthing to him.

Hefdt the anger risng again, the rage. It was hard not to lash out. He knew he could kill
Hyacinth a any time, jumping behind her and striking her down with ablunt object or, if he chose,
jumping her fifteen hundred feet in the air above Ground Zero, the place that used to be just outside
the observation deck of the World Trade Center. He could |leave her hanging in the air and jump
away again, without having to see her impact. A nicely sterile approach, like launching missiles
against distant targets.

Very brave.

The thought made him shudder asthe anger mixed with shame. He leaned back and closed his
eyesfor therest of thejourney.

The embassy was relatively new, built back off the streets, designed to keep car and truck
bombs at a safe distance. Hyacinth took off her jacket asthey approached and Davy redlized she was
shrugging out of her shoulder holster at the sametime. Below theleve of the window, she removed
the gun and harness from the folds of the jacket, wrapped the straps around the hol stered gun, and
did it under the seat before her. After sheld redonned her jacket, she reached into her purse and took
out apassport. "Here."

It was hisand it wasn't. Even the number was correct, but it was shiny new. His passport, back
in the Aerie and replaced two years before, was aready worn and soft. While he rarely went through
customs anymore, he dways carried it when he was out of the U.S. Unless I'm traveling on an NSA

passport.

"You put in for areplacement?’
"No. They change the number if your passport getslost. We had his one... made up.”

"It looks good." He was flexing the hologram and looking at the security threads and watermark.
"I'm surprised you gave me one with my own name.”

"They don't just ook at a passport anymore. Not at aU.S. embassy. They scan the barcode
and pull the record. The number hasto be right and the face hasto beright. Earlier thisyear there
were bombings at both the Colombian and Spanish embassies. We have to go through this at least
once, to get indde."

Hejerked his chin toward the gun under the seat. "And | guessthey must have metal detectors.”
At Hyacinth'sraised eyebrows he said, "1 avoid embassiesin general. Too many video cameras.”

The Land Rover pulled up to the curb and Hyacinth said, "Come on."

Therewas acrowd of Venezuelans at the gate, but they were being turned away, for the most
part. Davy heard one of the marine sentries repeeting the same lines over and over again in Spanish:



"U.S. Visasarvicesfor Venezuean citizens by appointment only. Pay your gpplication fee a the
Banco Provincial, then call the automated system at the embassy to obtain an gppointment.”

Ther U.S. passports got them through the gate to asmdller line at the building entrance. When it
was their turn, Hyacinth produced two cards, saying, "Weve got pacemakers.”

The marineraised his eyebrows. "Both of you?'

"It'show we met," she said, smiling. "In post-op.”

Instead of making them walk through the main metal detector, they used a hand wand and Davy
had to remove his belt and suffer his shoes to be x-rayed. Hyacinth's purse was completely emptied.
When asked, Hyacinth said, "We're here to register for the Warden program.”

"Ah, so you'l bein the country for awhile?

"Six weeks, hopefully.”

"Citizen Sarvices, second floor."

There, Hyacinth filled out the contact information and a photocopy was made of the main pages
of each of their passports—"to expedite replacement if you're robbed or if you loseit.”

Looking over Hyacinth's shoulder as shefilled in the form, he learned that their purposein
vigting Venezudawas"educaiond." For whom? And that Hyacinth was not going under her own
name.

Their ostensible business complete, Hyacinth said, "I sthere arestroom on thisfloor?"

"Out the door and to your left. On the other side of the cafeteria”

"Thankd"

Therewere video camerasin the hal, in Citizen Services, in the sairwell, and in the cafeteria but
not, apparently, in the bathroom. Pursuant to ingtructions, Davy acquired an unmonitored jump Ste
within, choosing the large handicapped accesstoilet sall.

The Land Rover pulled up asthey exited the gate. Hyacinth said, "Go to the other side but don't
getin." She climbed in and shut the door; by the time Davy opened the far door, shed retrieved her
gun and holster from under the driver's seat and did across. She stepped out onto the pavement and
shut the door behind her. The dark-tinted windows and the bulk of the Land Rover shielded them
from the embassy.

"Back to the Vineyard," Hyacinth said.

Davy lifted her and jumped.



Conley joined them for lunch. "All done?' he asked Hyacinth.
Hyacinth inclined her head. "For now."
Conley's mouth twitched up. "All right." Helooked a Davy. "This afternoon, then."

Conley put amilliwait radio transmitter in Davy'sroom. He measured its output with alittle
handheld RF meter. "Right. I've got asigna anywherein thisroom. Let'swalk down to the beach.”

The signa dropped to undetectable levels by the time they reached the courtyard. They went al
the way down the boardwalk to the beach. It was cloudy again and the chill wind from the east made
Davy sink his head down into the collar of hisjacket. He thought wistfully about the wegther in
Caracas.

On the beach, Conley examined the meter again. "Zilch. Okay, to start, | want you to jump back
to the room, count to five, and jump back. Ready?'

"All right." He did it, using the five seconds to take a hat from the wardrobe. Back on the beach
Conley was gill looking at the meter. "Right. Pretty much what | expected. Therewas atranstory
spike when you left and one when you came back. So, you want to try what we talked about—the
jumping without jumping?"

Davy did not want to. Not in front of Conley or any of them. "Sure," he said. He jumped back
to the room, waited asilent "one-one thousand" and jumped back. "Hmm. Jumping without jumping.
Let metry again.”

Hejust stood there and let his stare go vacant. After about ten seconds he jumped back to the
room again, counted dowly to two, and jumped back. He shook his head in feigned frustration.
"Sorry. Not working. Any suggestions?"

Conley pursed hislips. "How about you just try doing it asfast as you can? | mean, back and
forth without any sort of pause?

He put a doubtful expresson on hisface. "'l cantry, | suppose.”

Hejumped and after abeat he jJumped back to the beach. He kept doing it without increasing
the frequency—a jump and ajump and ajump and ajump. After doing this for twenty or so seconds,
he began introducing more delay, waiting afraction of asecond more each time. He kept this up for
another half minute and then stopped, on the beach, and staggered for effect.

"Dizzy. Got to st down." He dropped to the sand, cross-legged and put his handsto his head.
"It's not working."

Conley looked worried. "Okay—sit for afew minutes, well try again after you rest.”

Thiswas how they spent the next hour. Finally the combination of no results and increasing cold
caused Conley to cal ahdlt.

Davy jumped them both back to the room, then staggered acrossto the bed. "It'stoo big a



dran.

Conley eyed him speculatively and Davy wondered if he saw right through his
pseudo-cooperation. Conley faced the mirror and said, "Turn the beach off, please.” He turned back
to Davy and said, "I'll have to rethink this. Y ou looked wiped—perhaps you should take anap.”

"Good ideaw | will."

And he pretended to, but his mind raced. On top of hislist of concernswas, why do they want
ajump siteinside the U.S. Embassy in Caracas? If they just wanted to transport people back and
forth to Caracas, hisorigina stewould do just fine.

It's about power. Somehow, it all comes down to that. They'd had him rescue Roulein
Nigeria Now they wanted him to do something in an American embassy. Was there a connection?

He had to do something about Sojee. They could aready apply asurfeit of pressure with the
implant but, bad asthat was, it was on him aone. It particularly worried him that Simons hadn't
hesitated to revea hisfaceto Sojee.

They don't mean to release her.

Andfindly, therewas Millie. Millie who had at least gotten out of the cliff house.

He thought about their claims that she was jumping and dismissed them. They're confused
about her, that's all, or they're not confused and just messing with me. But how could he get a
message to her? She needed to stay hidden, to keep out of their reach. Davy needed her to be safe.
It would be the last straw if they had her. The breaking point, so to speak.

And there were severa things that could bresk.

Hyacinth came to dinner with her hair down, wearing a backless sk sheath dress so sheer that
Davy would have been able to see the most minute seam and texture of her undergarments... had she
been wearing any. Asit was, he was able to see the outlines of ... other features.

Hetried to keep his eyes averted, but he found his gaze straying to her chest every time his
attention wandered. It didn't help that his hands had been there once.

She held her shoulders back, tightening the fabric across her chest.

Sitting erect. Davy squirmed in hisseat. How ironic.

"Aren't you cold in that outfit?"

She looked a him and the corners of her mouth twitched up. " Parts of me."

He avoided further clarification.



She followed him when dinner was over and gestured toward one of the smaller formal rooms
near thefoot of the sairs. "Why not comeinto the drawing room and st awhile.”

"Why?' Davy sad badly.
Sheblinked. "1 just thought you might liketo talk. Y ou know—" she gestured vaguely at her
upper body "—one cyborg to another.” The dress covered her collarbone scar but the faint line on

her lower neck wasvishle.

Hefollowed her in, watching the musclesin her back and the outline of her buttocks shifting
under the slk.

Run far, far away.

Therewas asmdl log fire on the hearth of the marble-faced fireplace. Hyacinth stood on the
bricks with her back to the flames.

"Parts” sid Davy.

She raised the rear hem of her dress and et the heat warm the backs of her legs. "Ah. That fedls
good."

There werefootstepsin the hal and Abney camein to offer them drinks. Davy asked for tonic
water. Hyacinth requested a double martini and turned around to face the flames. The firelight shone
through the silk and outlined everything.

Davy swalowed and looked away. He perched tentatively on the arm of the sofa. After a
moment Hyacinth went to the opposite end of the sofa, kicked off her shoes and sat, her legs curled

undernegth her. It was along couch and Davy fdt safe settling onto the cushions at hisend, aclear
gap of four feet between them. He kept his eyes on the flames.

"Where are you, David?'
"Now that'sagood question,” he said. "We're on the south shore of Martha's Vineyard. Before
you narrowed it down, | thought maybe the Cape or Nantucket. Now I'm just trying to decide

whether we're closer to Menemsha or Edgartown.”

Sheblinked and for an instant sat naturdly. "Isthat part of your talent? Do you always know
whereyou are?'

Davy shook his head. ™Y ou told me not to talk to the men who welded the plate in my room.
Y ou should've told them not to talk to me.”

"They didn't talk to you.”
"No, just to each other. It'saregiond accent—very digtinctive.”

"And knowing it's the south shore?"



"Even Simons can't order the heavens. The sun ill risesin the east—it setsin the west."
Hyacinth smiled dightly and looked back at thefire.

Abney came back in with the drinks. After held set them on the respective end tables, complete
with lace coagters, he said, "Anything else, Miss Pope?’

Hyacinth said, "' Close the door, please, on the way out."
"Yes, maam.”

The double doors were heavy oak and when they closed they blocked the hall lights, leaving
only thelight from the fire. Hyacinth took alarge gulp of her martini. Davy squeezed hislimeinto the
tonic water and swirled theice around to mix it.

" S0, as one cyborg to another," Davy started, "What behaviora change did they want to bring
about with your implant? They didn't need to keep you confined to onelocation, like me. Sowhat isit
that they keep you from doing?'

Hyacinth's dight smile vanished and her face twisted for amoment into an expression so different
from her customary mask that Davy had trouble identifying the emotion. Then the mask dropped back
into place and Davy doubted his own memory of the expression. Maybe it was the firelight.
Shadows, not flesh.

Hyacinth findly said, "L oosetongues.”

"How the hdll do you measure that? |s someone dways listening to what you say, with afinger
on the button?"

She shrugged. "Someone.” Shetapped her left temple. "It'samatter of conditioning. | don't
know exactly how it's set off—there seems to be some sort of stress monitor but ordinary stress
doesn't do it. After we recovered from the surgery the program took six weeks and half that time we
were under drug-induced hypnosis. Seemslike the rest of the time we were undergoing mock
interrogations while vomiting or shitting ourselves. Make that vomiting and shitting oursdves™

Davy'simagination triggered awave of nausea and he redlized what the unknown expresson on
Hyacinth's face had been. "Y uck city.”

Hyacinth looked away again. "Well, we signed up for it." She drained the rest of her martini and
stood again before the fire, her hands outstretched to the flames.

Why is she being so forthcoming? Besides the obvious. She was dressed for seduction but
wasit her own idea or was she under orders? How many handles did they need on him? He took
another gulp of tonic and hislegs and arms Sarted to tingle. Againgt al expectations he felt the corners
of hismouth tug up. He stared down at the tonic water.

"What did you use?' He asked.

Hyacinth was watching his face carefully. "Haf atab of ecstasy. Haf atab of Viagra Youve



been depressed. It shows, you know."

"You think?"

He jumped to the beach. As he thought, the beach keys weren't enabled and he felt the warning
gpasm in histhroat but he steded himsdlf to stay il inthe chill and windy dark until the implant
kicked in full force. His supper sprayed across the sand and then, as he flinched back to hisroom
without volition, aso acrossthe rug. He was profoundly grateful that held remained continent but the
smell was causng reflexive gagging. He ssumbled into the bathroom, dropped to his knees, and
vomited once moreinto thetoilet.

Hislimbswere dill tingling and hismood fdlt grosdy at odds with the Stuation. He flushed the
toilet and rinsed his mouth out before drinking atumbler of tap water.

Back in the room he sopped up the worst of the vomit on the rug with atowel, then rolled the
rug and dragged it out into the hall.

Let them deal with it. Asheturned to reenter the room he saw Hyacinth turn into the hall from
the head of the sairs.

He paused and leaned againgt the doorframe. As she waked up the hal the wals seemed to
vibrate around her, an undulation asif her persond gravity was so greet that it warped space around
her. It'sthe drug. Don't invest her with any more power.

Hyacinth looked at the rug, then her nose wrinkled as the odor reached her. "Upset tummy?"

He snorted.

"Come back to thefire. It's nice and warm."

"And no doubt you have another drink for me."

She shook her head. "It wasn't the drink. MDMA tastes too strong to put in adrink. It wasin
your dinner."

"Oh, that makes mefed so much better.”

Even with the smell of the vomit in the hal, the Viagrawas starting to take effect. He shifted his
stance. He told himsdlf it was just the drug—but part of him didn't believe.

"Believeit or nat, | did it to help you."

"Oh, yeah? I'm not seeing much benefit."

She stepped closer and reached toward him. Y ou haven't given it time.”

Before her fingers could touch his chest, he jumped away to the drawing room. He was chilled

both from emesis and his moment on the beach. He stood by the fire and warmed himsdlf until he
heard her high heels on the stair. She closed the door again as she entered and walked out of her



shoes. Shereached behind her neck and undid the clasp. The silk dithered off of her like someliving
thing and she stood there, four feet away, naked.

He wanted to run his hands over her skin, through her hair—all of her hair. He hated himsdlf.
You can run, but you cannot hide.

And they had the ability to keep him from running, too.

Hethought of Millie, trying to direct the thoughts of arousa toward her and her body.

I've got to draw the line.

He stood till and waited. When shewaked up to him he didn't resist when she kissed him. Her
hands wandered down to histhighs, stroking up, then around. He stooped and lifted her, one arm
under her knees, like Rhett carrying off Scarlet.

She gave adight laugh and squirmed againgt him, playing with the ngpe of his neck.

He jumped to the boardwalk that led to the beach—the midway point where it stretched over
the salt marsh and estuary. He shoved out and dropped her, staggering for a second as one of her
hands clawed at his shoulder, but the warning tingling in histhroat came and he let the reflex work,
flinching back to his old friend, the green box, visible again on the floor since held removed the rug.
He gagged once, but kept from vomiting.

He didn't know how cold the estuary was but it had to be below 50° Fahrenheit. The air
temperature was within spitting distance of freezing. He counted to five, then jumped again to the
same spot on the boardwalk, in time to hear feet pounding back up the boardwalk toward the house.
Heflinched back to the square again, then jumped downgtairs to the kitchen and peered out at the
courtyard through the little square panes of glassin the door.

At least she's not drowning.

Abney stuck his head out of the side pantry, his eyebrowsraised. "May | be of assstance, Sr?”’

Davy looked a him. "Miss Popeis running up from the beach right now and will be herein less
than aminute. Sheis soaking wet and very, very cold. Shell need a hot bath or shower." He looked
out the window again and saw Hyacinth throw the gate open at the far end of the courtyard. Her arms

were wrapped across her chest and she came forward a a stumbling run. "Oh, yes. She's naked.”

Davy jumped away to his bathroom and returned with the plush terry cloth robe. Hethrugt it into
Abney'sarms. "Good luck."

After awhile, the effects of the drugs seemed to fade, and he suspected held successfully
vomited up a substantia portion of the dose with his supper.

Hyacinth didn't enter hisroom for two hours after held dropped her in the estuary. He suspected



shed spent most of the time in ahot bath. She was back in her traditional clothes, hair bound tightly
into abun, makeup gone. Her voice was strident. "Did you think that was—"

Hejumped away, back to the drawing room, where the fire had burnt to embers. Thistime,
ingtead of following him, she put him "inthe box." He felt the buzz in histhroat and flinched back.

She was standing there, her mouth opening to spesk, but he forestalled her.

"Don't you get it? 1 don't want you. | don't want you around me. | don't want you yanking my
chan."

"Why didn't you say 'no'? Ever heard of that! Just Say No. Sound familiar? If | weren't under
orders|'d shoot your dick off!"

"| thought | did—when we got back from Nigeria. Under what orders? To do what? To avoid
shooting me or to seduce me? Were you under orders to make me more manageabl e?"

She swung her figt a hisface, but he jumped two feet to hisleft, still in the box. The missed blow
turned her and he shoved hard on her shoulder, sending her staggering three steps back. "I'll drop you
back inthe marsh,” he said as she recovered her balance and started back toward him.

Hyacinth stopped where she was and held up her hand. "I told you before—I don't haveto
touch you to spank. | can do it from another room."

Go ahead, do it! Davy thought. Counteract the conditioning. His voice dripped with derison.
"Tak, tak, tak."

Shetook a step forward, then took a deep breath and exhaed. The furrows around her eyes
smoothed out and she smiled dightly.

Hefound that far scarier than her previousrage.

She turned away from him and walked to the door. Before she closed it, she said, "Have agood
night.”

They put him "inthe box" saverd times an hour for therest of the night. Findly, a threeinthe
morning, after aten-minute period in the box, he smply removed the blanket and pillow from the bed
and lay on the floor, within the taped borders.

Hedidn't know if they kept turning it on the rest of the night, or not, but they didn't bother him.
Good thing. | would not submit tamely.

His back ached from deeping on the floor. He dressed and jumped down to the breakfast room,
only to find himsalf back in the room, gagging. He tested the border. He wasn't "'in the box." He hadn't
felt anything when held gone into the bathroom so held assumed he had hisusua run of the house. He
explored the edges of the room—again nothing—but when he walked afew feet out into the hdl he
felt the border effect, thetinglein histhroat, the coughing, and some nausea. Backing into the room
put himinthe clear again.



So, confined to quarters, isit?

Abney stuck his head in ten minutes later and recited the offerings for breskfadt.

Davy chosethe cered with fruit and nuts, coffee, and "none of Ms. Pope's supplements.”

Abney sad, "Yes, sr." When he came back with thetray, he said, "Exactly asordered, sir.”
When Davy searched Abney's face, Abney added, "Ms. Pope was called out of town very early this
moming.”

"Ah. Am| confined to my room until she returns?'

"| wastold to provide medsin your room—until further notice."

Davy felt asurge of anger and he was surprised. You've been in their hands far too long.
"Thank you, Abney."

"You'rewdcome, Sr."

He had no appetite but he made himself chew methodicaly. When held finished, he did the tray
out into the hall and withdrew to the bathroom. Time for a shower.

He still had the end pages from The Count of Monte Cristo hidden between the toilet tank and
thewall. Shielded by the shower curtain, he pointed the showerhead straight down at the drain,
before he took the pencil and stared at the blank page.

Aslong asthey'd been married, they'd never written |etters to each other. No matter how far
afield Davy roamed, he could be back to Milliein the wink of an eye. The closest they'd cometo
letters were notes like "gone to the store" and "don't forget to buy milk."

What did he write? He didn't want to tell her where he was. She'd come to him and they'd get
her. He didn't want her to tell the NSA. They seemed to be Simons's puppets.

Findly hewrote:

IMPORTANT YOU REMAIN FREE. AVOID NSA. GO INTO HIDING. THEY'VE
IMPLANTED A DEVICE THAT PUNISHED ME IFI TRAVEL AWAY FROM SPECIFIC
LOCATIONSBUT | THINK | CAN DELIVER THISNOTE.

He visualized the condo—specificaly the counter by the refrigerator—and extended hisarm,
holding the note between thumb and forefinger. He jumped, releasing the note, and flinched back to
the bathroom, but the note was till with him, fluttering toward the bottom of the tub. He snatched it
out of theair beforeit landed in the water.

Hetried three more times, finally achieving success by perching the note on hisfingertips and
pushing it away from him as he jJumped. When he stood, gagging, back in the bathtub with no note, he
relaxed and stood for amoment, under the hot water, rubbing his ears.

Stillwater was a thousand feet above Marthas Vineyard. His ears ached from repeated



equalizing, the cycling between decompression and recompression.
So pick someplace also at sea level.

He thought about a beach held visited on the Queendand coast, one hundred kilometers from
the nearest town, deserted even during the day and, asit was on the other side of the planet, in
darkness now.

It came easer thistime. He did the mirroring thing again at both ends of the bathtub. When he
switched to Queendand he kept his eyes closed to avoid the sensory overload, concentrating more on
maintaining the two different places, but he dtill felt the sand under hisfeet, dternating with the wet
enameled tub. He extended his awareness to the cooler, but not unpleasantly cold, air. Thewind was
from the land and there was no surf, just adight doshing at the water's edge. Finally he opened his
eyes and took in aswath of moonlit water stretching across to a gibbous moon.

Water was splattering the dry sand before him but the sky was clear. The shower. Thesame
shower hefet on hisback and shoulderswas faling on this beach half the planet away. The breeze
swirled around hislegs and gtirred the shower curtain.

Hewiggled hisfeet and felt them sink ankle deep into wet sand. Wet from the water in the tub.
A durry of wet sand oozed between histoes and durped as he shifted hisfeet.

He stooped, carefully, and put his hands down. For amoment, his fingertips touched the enamel
tub but then his hand closed on ahandful of fine cora sand. He stood again and his head swam. He
dropped back to the bottom of the tub, grabbing for the spout to steady himself, no longer in two
places.

A mound of sand at least ankle deep formed an idand in the middle of the tub, eroding dowly
from the flow of the shower. Lovely, fine cord sand, totaly unlike the coarse quartz sand at the beach
in Martha's Vineyard. While the steam still fogged the room, he transferred the mgjority of the sand to
thetoilet and, under the guise of normd bodily functions, flushed it away. The remainder heriskedin
thetub'sdrain, praying it wouldn't clog.

When he | eft the bathroom he wasn't as exhausted as the first time, though he did St down inthe
recliner and close hiseyesfor awhile.

But he wasfar from adeep.

TWENTY-ONE
"Liketheonethat killed Padgett."

Millie rented a bicycle in Edgartown and rodeit past the hotel and west, toward Edgartown
Great Pond. Temperatures werein thefifties and the sky was dotted with fleecy cumulus clouds. She
had to fight the wind on the bike path south from Edgartown harbor but, by the time she passed the



hotel, she was screened from the offshore wind by the dunes and brush. The turnoff for Great Pond
Lane was only afew minutesfarther along the road but aclosed steel gate blocked the entrance and
its guardhouse was occupied. She noted two pedestal-mounted cameras and kept pedaling.

It was only another ten minutes to where the road ended on the shore of the estuary. She skirted
the reeds for afew minutes on foot and considered.

From what she'd been able to see, the gated community consisted of half a dozen homes of
varying sizes. She'd only been able to see the nearest houses clearly but athree-story brick mansion
at the farthest end of the lane had been visiblein the distance. That was her chief candidate for
Driftwood Hall, but it could realy be any of them.

At the edge of the water she was no longer shielded from the wind, and the sweat on her skin
quickly chilled. She returned to the bike. On her way back she passed a car headed toward
Edgartown Great Pond. It had a police-style light bar on top but the lettering on the sde said Idand
Security. Shewaved and the driver lifted his hand briefly from the whedl before passing on.

Checking on me?

Again, she didn't pause as she passed the gate. Once around the corner, and out of line of sight,
sherolled off between two trees and selected ajump sitein the brush. She thought about just jumping
back to the hotdl but the weether was beautiful and she liked the strain she wasfedling in her thighs
from the unaccustomed exercise.

Besides, the patrol car might return, to check on her again. She got back on the bike and kept
going.

She regretted the exercise later, after dark. She dressed in ninjachic, took her night goggles and
her binoculars, and appeared in the spot she'd selected on the bike ride. Her thighs burned and she
was hard put not to groan as she moved quietly through the brush. She worked her way west, parald
to the road and screened from it by the scrub. When she was across from the gate to Great Pond
Lane she lay down and wormed her way between bushes until she could see the guardhouse.

Like the other night on the beach, the cameras glowed dightly, their temperature just high enough
that the night vison goggles picked up their IR Sgnature againg the cool night. Though the lighting was
low in the guardhouse, it blazed in the goggles. She avoided looking &t it after counting the two guards
within.

She retraced her path to the east and, when she could no longer see any cameras, crossed the
road. There wasn't afence around the community. The brush wasthick and it was ajob to work her
way through it. When it thinned again at the edge of winter-brown lawns, she picked out the cameras
pointed out toward the brush line.

Through the goggles most of the houses were cold and dark, shut down for the winter, but three
were occupied. Two of the houses glowed with IR warm spots and the big house on the end, which
waswell beyond the brush, blazed, with or without the goggles, since spatlightslit its grounds.



She switched to the binoculars and studied the cold houses. Mogt of them were thoroughly
winterized, temporary or permanent shutters completely covering the windows, but there was one
without shutters. It was midway down the block on the near side of the street.

She studied a second-floor balcony on the back side, then switched to the cameras. None of
them pointed toward the houses. She understood that. These people had all this security to protect
their privacy. It wasn't private if the security aso watched them.

She jumped to her chosen ba cony and crouched againgt the diding glass doors. After listening
for adow count of thirty, she switched back to the night goggles and looked through the glassinto the
house. The curtains were drawn over thefirst door but only halfway across the second and, with the
goggles, she could see a stretch of empty carpet, achair leg, alow couch. She concentrated and, an
ingtant later, she stood inside.

Alarmtime. She looked around the room, especially the upper corners, but there weren't any
little boxes with blinking LEDs. Maybe there were motion detectorsin the downgtairs rooms but a
quick survey reveded none on thisfloor. There were dust covers over most of the furniture and when
shetried the tap in an upstairs bathroom, nothing happened. The air was an odd combination of dust
and stale damp.

Excellent. Doubtless the house would come dive some time before Memoria Day but, for now,

nobody home. Nobody expected home.

She moved from window to window, studying the neighborhood. There was a single-floor house
near the guard shack that was occupied. When she switched to her binoculars she saw that the car
parked in its driveway wasthe Idand Security patrol car she'd passed earlier, or itstwin.

A two-story house diagonally across the street from her vantage point was a so occupied, five
cars parked on the wide gpron in front of the triple garage and three more on the street. While she
watched, three men and two women walked up the street from the spotlighted mansion. Three of
them went in the front door of the two-story house and two more, a man and awoman, got into
separate cars and drove off, the steel gate at the end of the street opening as they approached.

Saff? The carswere older, not particularly fancy, but on the Vineyard that didn't mean
anything. Therich drove rusty heaps and it was gauche to dress up. Still, she thought they would've
parked closer if they weren't the help.

She turned her attention to the mansion at the end of the cul-de-sac. Are you in there, Davy?

She counted six exterior cameras on thisside alone. Something isin there.

The mangon's many-gabled roof offered possibilities. None of the cameras she could see
covered the roof, but the floodlights on the grounds cast it into degp shadow. She used the night
vision goggles but they auto-adjusted to the floodlights glare and she couldn't get any detail inthe
shadows of the roof. The places she could study in sufficient detail were covered by cameras.

| need to seeit in daylight.



She went back to the Aerie to put away the binoculars, the night vision goggles, and her dark
clothes. She was 4till low on underwear. She thought about the condo and jumped there, holding her
bresth.

Though the doors were till taped and there was the faintest scent of the anesthetic, it was clear
it hadn't been replenished. She grabbed her entire underwear drawer and dumped it into a clothes
basket in the living room. She was |ooking around, wondering if she should take anything else, when
she saw the note.

Davy had terrible handwriting—it wastotaly distinctive and instantly recognizable. She snatched
it and jumped back to the Aerie.

She stared at the paper, trying to read the words, her head cocked to one side. Therewas a
ringing in her ears and her lips were dry and she wet them with her tongue. Shetook a plastic cup and
held it under the cistern spigot but she didn't redlize it had filled until water ran across her fingers and
splashed on the floor. She closed the valve.

He'salive.

The glass dropped from Milliesfingers, spraying water across the floor and bouncing with an
echoing clatter. She dropped to her knees and burst into tears.

Hesalive.

Sheld never redly thought about the aternative but it was obviousthat a part of her had serioudy
congdered it. The sobsweretitanic, aflooding of grief released because it no longer had to be held
back.

He'salive.

It was severd minutes before she could stop and actualy consider the information contained in
the note.

IMPORTANT THAT YOU REMAIN FREE.
Well, yes.
AVOID NSA. GO INTO HIDING.

Davy had never trusted the NSA, but did he know something more now, as she did? And did he
really expect her to just St on her ass and do nothing?

THEY'VE IMPLANTED A DEVICE THAT PUNISHESME IFI TRAVEL AWAY FROM
SPECIFIC LOCATIONSBUT | THINK | CAN DELIVER THISNOTE.

Just like Padgett. Well, maybe not just like Padgett. That device seemed more about keeping
Padgett from talking. But she bet it was ftill avagd nerve simulator. And apparently he could ddiver
the note. At what cost?



She remembered Padgett vomiting into the fire and shuddered. They were conditioning Davy,
she thought. So they could use him.

To do what?

For thefirgt time since Davy's disappearance she fdll adeep without effort and, when she awoke,
shelay there for amoment and actualy smiled. When she left, she put alarge cardboard sign on the
counter in the condo, right before the spot Davy had left hisnote.

I'M SAFE. | CAN JUMP. ARE YOU IN HIDING IN THE BIG HOUSE ON MARTHA'S
VINEYARD?I'LL BERIGHT HERE AT 6 PM CENTRAL EVERY DAY. | LOVE YOU.

Therewas aguard on the gate of the Stillwater National Guard Armory but the building itself
was locked up tight and unoccupied.

It took Millie awhileto find the chemical and biological protection gear: the gas masks,
protective suits, and what she really cared about: the Mark | Nerve Agent Antidote kits. She
scavenged four atropine autoinjectors out of four kits and put the empty foam cases and the | eftover
2-PAM injectorsin the Aerie. She didn't want incomplete kits left in the armory where, God forbid,
someone should need it someday. Nor did she want someone to run across the 2-Pam; it was just
waiting for the wrong combination of touches to send the spring-driven needle into someone's
unsuspecting flesh like some striking snake. The atropine she put in afanny pack and buckled it
around her waist.

Her next stop wastheinterior of the winterized house on Grest Pond Lane. She stayed well
back from the windows and used her binoculars on Driftwood Hall.

There were more security cameras than sheld seen the night before. Why didn't | see them?

She siudied their positions, mounted near windows. Ah. They were lost against hot
backgrounds.

One shadowed corner looked good, where a dormer window projected from the danting
shingles of the main roof. She stared at the dark gray squares. Fiberglass shingles, like the ones
Dad put on his roof. They'd be gritty to the touch and, depending on their age, might smell like
asphalt, especidly when warm. Despite the dope, sheld have no trouble staying in place. Shed want
to creep very dowly, lest someonein the room below should hear her movements.

She took fast food back to the condo and ate there, next to her sign, next to the spot Davy had
left hisnote.

He might come back at any moment.

Her sign looked forlorn and pitiful on the counter. As she chewed her food every rustle of
sandwich wrapper, every smack of her lips echoed off the walls and floor tiles, and made her fed



completely and utterly done.

"Hemight," she said adoud. It sounded even more unlikely spoken aoud.

She wanted to touch base with Becca Martingale. She wanted to buy some pepper spray. She
wanted to take a shower a the bath house in Santa Fe. But she found hersdf unwilling to move,
unwilling to leave that spot.

"Thisisridiculoud"

She jumped to the twenty-four-hour drugstore in the Virginia suburbs of D.C.—the one next to
the Comfort Inn where they'd kicked the door in while she was bathing. She snatched a container of
talcum powder off the shelf and rushed it to the counter. The cashier scanned it and said, " Two
fifty-three" Millie threw atwenty down and rushed for the door. "Y our change!" the clerk called after
Millie. Millieydled, "Keepit!" over her shoulder. She jumped back to the condo as soon as she was
through the door.

He probably hadn't been there in the seventy seconds she'd been away.

"Probably." Never had a spoken word carried so much doulbt.

Holding the talcum at arm'slength, she sorinkled it liberaly, letting it drift down to evenly coat
thetiles before the sign. Then shetook severa steps back and repeated the process on asmaller
patch. Shewalked acrossit and turned to study the result.

Her footprintswere clearly evident in thetalc, liketracksin dust.

What if he jumps into some other part of the condo?

Only agresat effort of will kept her from sprinkling talc on every floor in the dwelling, but when
she got back to the Aerie, she spread some there, too.

Becca Martinga €s number switched directly to voicemall and Millie hung up before the message
tone. She could be on the phone. She could be in a meeting. She could be out of range of the
nearest cell. Twenty minutes|later it was the same. On the next try, after five more minutes, Becca
answered.

"It'sMillie. Any developments?’

There was the barest hesitation and Beccasaid, " Sorry, Judy, | know | said I'd set up an
gppointment, but I'll haveto do it later. Things are too hectic for ahaircut right now."

Millieblinked. "Y ou can't talk right now. How about in an hour?"
Becca responded doubtfully. "I'll want to take more off the Sides.”

"A hdf-hour?'



"Probably.”

Millielooked a her watch. "I've got seven after. Call you at twenty-threetill, uh, ten. Eastern
daylight."

"Right. Bye"
She disconnected.

Millie went back to the condo. There weren't any tracksin the talc. She jumped across town to
the Univerdity area, and found ashop that specidized in larms, locks, and persona security devices.

"The best thing is pepper foam,” the clerk told her. "It lets you know if you're hitting your target,
it clings, and there's less chance of getting blow-back or hitting innocent bystanders.”

He showed her asmall one-ounce keychain modd in the case, but Sitting next to it was alarger
four-ounce model. "1 want that one."

"Oh... kay. That's the pro model, for cops and mailmen. It'sabit big for the pocket.”
"I have large pockets."

"Y ou're the customer..”

She bought two.

Becca answered on the second ring.

"l was in ameeting with my bossand his boss. It seems that, now that we've got Padgett, the
man who shot one of our own, we get to drop the investigation.”

Millies upper lip wrinkled. "Indeed. With two kidnappings ongoing?'

"What kidnappings? Mere innuendo. Ms. Johnson probably went back to the streets asis her
wont and asto Davy, the NSA is saying they were mistaken. He is abroad, on assignment.”

"Just likethat? Y ou dropit?"

"No. Wedon't. Not if you still maintain that your husband was kidnapped. We till havethe
witnesses from the restaurant and adead NSA agent.”

"And thetwo kidswho saw thekilling."
"What! What kids?'
"The ones who identified the angel on the ambulance. They saw Davy put in the ambulance.”

Beccawas slent for abeat. "The NSA didn't tell us there were witnesses to the actual murder.
They just gave usthe angdl.”



"Ah." Millietold her quickly about her interview with the Ruiz family and the subsequent andlysis
of the conversation by Dr. Henri Gautreau.

" S0, the waitress, huh? It's so nice when we're kept in the loop.”

"They told me they'd tell you what you needed to know."

"Oh, yeah. I've heard that before. Shit. So, yeah, we have lots of reasons to keep the
Investigation open. My boss sent a message back up the chain—he's about to retire and he has family
money even if they yank his penson—he's threatened to go straight to the pressif they pull the plug.”

Milliefelt her eyeswater. "Good for him."

"Y eah—not bad for a male. Asto developments, you tell me."

"What do you mean?'

"Everything we haveis negative. Bochstettler and Associates claims Padgett was fired months
ago and has produced paperwork to that end. We followed the money on the credit card you gave us
and it comes from an account in the fake name started three months ago with cash. The IDs are
forgeries, but good ones made with stolen officia stock in the case of thelicense. His gpartment in
D.C. wasfurnished, but it was about aslived in as ahotel room. The ambulances haven't led to
anything specific. The thugs under Padgett don't know anything though they fingered Padgett asthelr
control and paymaster. They'rewilling to talk about stuff they've done for him but it's old and, except
for that day of following you around, irrlevant.” She took a deep breath. "But you, my dear, said you
had something, but you didn't want anybody flushing the prey.”

"Hushing the prey? Did you actudly say that? | can't believe you actudly said thet. | never said
thet."

"So sue me. It'swhat you meant.”

"l don't careif they run. | just don't want them to take Davy with them... or worse."
"It'snot the usud kidnap Stuation. They can't use him if he's dead.”

"They can't do anything to him if | get him back before they know I'm onto them."
"Areyou that close?'

Milliebit her lip. "No comment.”

"What if they kill you? Or capture you? | know what you can do, but the same was true of
David, right? And they caught him. Shouldn't you have some form of backup?'

"Thisisyour cdl phone, right?"

"Yan



"Jesus! I'm such anidiot. Y ou want to talk to me, meet mewhere| last dropped you off."

"Atthe—"

"Don't say it. How long?"

"Forty-five minutes.

"You'l befollowed, but it won't matter.” Millie hung the pay phone up and jumped away.

Still no footprintsin thetalc.

She found awaiting room on the second floor of George Washington University Hospita that
overlooked the sdewak on New Hampshire Avenue, where sheld left Becca the night Padgett died.
The sun was bright and unobscured and the windows were mirrored so she was effectively invisble
indde.

Beccawas dropped by a car with government plates that then drove on. Millie grabbed her
without warning, jumping directly behind, lifting, and jumping. It was so fast that Beccals gasp came
only after Millierdleased her inthe Aerie.

"Y ou might warn agirl!" Beccalooked around, adjusting to the dimmer light. She reached up to
touch the rough stone celling then looked at the crude stone masonry wall and the windows. "Where
aewe?'

"Thisisour place, Davy's and mine. Our private place. It'sabit of amessright now."

"But where isit?"

"Wdll, it'sin the northern hemisphere but I'm afraid that'sasfar asI'm willing to go." Sheput a
piece of pifion on the coasin the stove, leaving the door open. ™Y ou want some tea?'

Beccablinked. "Why not. Why istheretac on the floor there?"

Millielooked. Thetalc wastrackless. "I told you, the placeisamess." She waked around the
talc to put the kettle on the propane burner and handed Becca Davy's note.

Becca dropped into the big chair in the reading nook and took out a pair of reading glasses. She
held them up, till folded, to look at the note through them, then jerked her head up, eyeslarge. "He's
been here?'

"To our condo, in Stillwater, but here, too, | think. There was awater puddle here where none
should be."

"A deviceimplanted? Like Padgett!"
"Yes. Liketheonethat killed Padgett."

Becca put the glasses on properly and reread the note. She looked up blankly, her mind clearly



racing. She gestured at Millie's sign on the counter. "What big house on Marthas Vineyard?"

Millietilted her head to one side. "What will you do if | tell you?*

"Isitwhereheis?'

"Don't know. But | followed alead from Bochstettler and | checked it out. It's guarded like a
fortress and it's the Northeast—the ambul ances, right? And you said something about Hyacinth Pope
traveling to Logan. She might've connected to the Vineyard."

"Whose houseisit?'

"Agan, what are you going to do?'

"What do you want meto do?"

"Not flushthe prey. "

"l can't believeyou sad that.”

"Sueme. I'mwilling to tell you, in the interests of backup, but | don't want you to go in until I've
got Davy."

"And how are you going to ded with theimplant?"

Millie bit her lip and decided not to mention stedling the atropine. Behind her the kettle Started
whigtling. Shesad, "I'vegot to find him first. But I'm working on it.”

" S0 you have no evidence that Davy'sin thishouse, right?*

"It's very tenuous. Y ou couldn't get awarrant, even if it wasjust some ordinary guy and from
what | understand, he'snot at al ordinary.”

"Okay. I'll leaveit done unless you don't come back."
"It could mean hislife, Becca™

"Oddly enough, I know that. What I'm concerned about is you. Y ou don't exactly have the
training for this. Don't you think you could be endangering him or yoursalf?'

Milliejumped the intervening ten feet, to gppear inches away from Beccasface, like shedid the
night she'd scared Padgett off the balcony, only she didn't yell. Still, it was agood thing Beccawasn't
on abacony. The chair would'vefdlen over if it hadn't been next to the wal. Millie jumped back to
the kettle.

"Y ou've got to admit | have certain advantages.”

"l nearly peed mysdf!”



Millie took the cups down. ™Y ou promise?'

"Swear on aBible. | won't move unlessyou go missing. But | won't know if you're missing
unlessyou check in with me beforeyou goin."

"Ded." Millietook adeep breath, let it out, then said inarush, "The houseis called Driftwood
Manor and it's on Great Pond Lane on the south shore near Edgartown.” She felt aweight come off
of her shoulders. Burden shared, burden eased.

Becca pulled out a notebook and was writing the address down. "And it belongsto?’
"Lawrence Smons.”
Beccas pen froze. "Oh, fuck.”

Milliefinaly took the whistling kettle off the burner. "Well, at least you've heard of him."

Thetalc was undisturbed in both places when she returned from dropping Becca near
Interrobang. Her overwhelming desire wasto stay by the patch and wait. Stting on my ass. Instead
shelocated a Laundromat severa blocks from the condo in Stillwater and took al her dirty clothes
there.

If she kept jumping back to the Aerie and the condo to check thetalc, at least she wasn't frozen
there, immobile. She was proud of hersdlf, of her resolve and fortitude, but when dl the clotheswere
dry, she jumped them back to the condo before folding them.

You aren't fooling anybody.

She jumped onto the roof at twilight while she could still just bardly seeit through the binoculars.
She was wearing her ninjaoutfit and she flattened herself againgt thetilesto blend in. Almost
immediately the floodlights came on, below, asif in reaction to her presence, but she discounted that.
It must be dark enough a ground leve to trip the photocell that controlled the lights. In the resulting
shadow shefdtinvisble.

Then why is my heart pounding so?

Theair was cool but the roof was warm to the touch, residua heat from the sun, or, more likely,
the house's furnace. She lay there, a shadow within a shadow, asthe sky darkened in shades of
gray-blue. Sheturned her head and pressed an ear against the shingles, closing her eyes. Therewasa
humming, probably from the central heater blower in the attic. She didn't hear any voices but at one
point she heard something that might be a distant door shutting. She didn't know whether it was on
her floor or lower.

She jumped back to the Aerie and stripped the tee-shirt mask off of her head. By the time she'd
|eft, the air was positively cold, but her neck was wet with swest.



She wanted to go straight back, to enter the house, but it was too early. The residents would be
active, dedling with dinner and its aftermath. When she'd seen the servants|eaving the night before, it
had been after nine. She would wait a good hour after that before she went further.

She stripped off the dark clothes and hung them, to air, then drank deeply from the cistern. She
stepped outside, onto the ledge. Here, two time zones to the west, the sun was till up, though
blocked from Millie by the ridge above her. The sky was il crystaline blue, with acontrail drawn
across the expanse far above like aknife dash. Her skin cooled immediately and a breeze went
through her hair like a caress. Oblivious, the moment before, she became acutely aware that shewas
standing outside in just panties and abra.

S0? There's no one to see.

And that wasthe trouble.

She shivered and went back in, wrapping hersdf in arobe. Sheleft the door open and lit afirein
the stove, enjoying the combination of cool air and warm radiance. She kept her eye on the counter.
It was nearing Six in histime zone but, like awatched pot, Davy neither appeared or boiled.

At nine-thirty she put the dark outfit on again, wrapped the tee-shirt around her head in the ninja
mask, and put on the fanny pack with the atropine autoinjectors and pepper foam.

The belt's pressure made her aware of her bladder. She used the composting toilet in its closet at
the end of the dwelling. As she came out again there was aflickering near the counter, and for a
moment she thought she'd seen someone but there was no one there.

Wishful thinking.

When she went to get the night vision goggles off the shelf, there werefootprintsin thetalc. Two
prints, left and right, bare. Facing away from her sign, dammit!

She had seen him. Had he seen her, coming out of the bathroom? Had he run from her?

She waited another forty minutes, staring at the spot before the counter, then, swearing,
snatched up the night vision goggles.

She cdlled Beccas cell from apay phonein Crystd City, the night vision goggles tucked under
one arm, the mask pulled down around her neck like arumpled scarf.

"Martingde"
"I'mgoingin.”
"Cdl meafter?’
"es"

The roof creaked when she appeared back on it, in the shadow of the gable. She held her
breath and froze, staring up, earslistening for an gpproaching guard. The cold stars glittered down like



digtant, uncaring eyes.

When she did move, she thought, Like glaciers creeping. Imperceptible in the short term,
covering distance over time. Far better to err on the side of caution. There would be no second
chances.

It took her half an hour to move the four feet to the edge of the dormer windows. She never
moved more than an inch at atime and she rested and listened between each movement. It was cold
and a sharp breeze had sprung up as the sun went down but she was sweeting.

Thefloodlights on the grounds below cast the shadow of the guitter acrass the window, lighting
the peak of the dormer above and the very top of the window frame but not the glass panes
themselves. The room within was dark. She lowered the night vision goggles over her eyesand,
shielding the lenses from the glare with her hands, peered through the glass.

Blinds. Closed.
She examined the window itself, an old-fashioned sash. When she tugged at it, it didn't budge.

There were perhaps three feet of danting shingles between the window and the edge of the roof.
She eyed the lip and decided to go around, instead, moving up the dant of the roof, over the top of
the dormer, and then down again, to the next window. She even turned to do it but stopped hersalf.

[diot! You can teleport, remember?

She studied the next window and jumped across the twelve-foot gap. Thiswindow was aso
tightly closed but the blinds had been raised. The room was unlit but athin line of light coming under
the door was like the noonday sun for the night vison goggles, letting her seeinto asmall garret
bedroom. There was atwin bed beneath the window, a desk on onewall, afreestanding wardrobe
opposite, and adresser with atelevision next to the door opposite. The bed, though made, had a
crease on it, asif someone had been lying atop the covers.

They could come back at any minute.

She jumped within and pressed her ear to the door. She heard nothing, no footsteps, no voices,
just adight hum from the central heat. She checked the wardrobe. WWomen's clothes, mostly
semi-casud, with severa maid's uniforms—gray dresses with white gprons. The top drawer of the
dresser held bras, panties, hose, nightgowns, and two clips for a9-mm automatic pistal.

Turn down the beds and shoot out the lights.

Shetook out her dental mirror, flipped up the night vision goggles, and eased the door to the
halway open.

TWENTY-TWO

"You should'veleft mechained."



Davy was on his bed in atee-shirt and pgjama bottoms, ignoring aDV D, when histhroat tingled
and hefound himsdf standing "in the box."

It waslate at night and Hyacinth entered without knocking. She held the door for Thug One and
Thug Two asthey each carried in alarge aluminum case. Both of the cases were dented and battered
and the olive-drab anodized coating was scratched. They were clearly heavy, for both men leaned to
counteract the weight. Clear of the door, they lowered them to the floor asif they were made of glass.

Hyacinth turned off the TV without speaking. She jerked her head toward the door and Thug
One and Thug Two left. Davy thought they looked relieved at the dismissal.

"1 hope that's not your trousseau,” Davy said.

She looked at him in silence for amoment before saying, "It'sjust aquick delivery. Two quick
trips to the embassy in Caracas." She took a handkerchief from her pants pocket and wiped the
handles carefully, then polished the top of the case.

Davy looked down at thetips of hisown fingers. "What'sin them?"

Hyacinth shook her head. "No need for you to know. Just leave them in the bathroom and our
contact will collect them."

Davy fet achill. You knew this time would come. He leaned out of the box to peer at the
cases. They were padlocked shut. A large pink Post-it note was stuck to each with the word FIRST
ononeand LAST on the other. Therewas aline of lettering on ametallized label and when he
squinted he saw lines of Arabic.

"Should | dress? Do | take you to the embassy first?' he asked, testing.

She shook her head. "Not necessary. Just leave them in the bathroom and... come right back.”
Her eye contact broke.

"Open them,” hesaid.

"Areyou deaf ?'

"Y ou're not going to open them?"
"Hel, no!"

"Right." Hed gone asfar as he could. More specificaly, asfar ashe would. He dropped down
onto thefloor, cross-legged. "Ddliver them yourself."

Hyacinth's hands clenched into figts. "Mr. Simonstold you what would happen if you didn't
cooperate. Isit timeto bring Ms. Johnson over from—" She shut her mouth with aclick. "Let me
rephrase. Isit timeto bring Ms. Johnson up here... one piece at atime?’



It would be so easy to break your neck. Davy visudized the act, jumping behind her, grasping
her chin, and jumping sideways without |etting go. Hefelt astir of arousal. He wanted his hands on
her, dl right. For what? His ssomach heaved but it wasn't the implant.

"Arethey on atimer or are you going to radio-detonate them?"

Her posture shifted subtly, lessforward, dightly smaller, and she unclenched her hands. "What
on earth do you mean?”'

Helicked hislips. Might aswell be as clear as possible. "Well, it's not drugs, not with Colombia
next door. That would be like taking sand to the Sahara. It could be money, like | carried for the
NSA, but if so, why not show me? Unless you know it's something | won't touch.”

Hyacinth waved her hand. "Why would we want to take abomb into Caracas? That's like your
sand and Saharathing. Plenty of bombs. Fifteen explosionsin thelast two years.”

Davy crossed hislegs. "On the streets of Caracas, yes. But ingde the security cordon of the
U.S. Embassy?"

Hyacinth didn't move for amoment. Then, "Why on earth would we do something like that?*

"Can you say 'regime change? | don't know if you guyswant the oil, or want to keep this
adminigtration in office with atimely little foreign adventure, or if you want to give them areason to go
directly after drugsin Colombiaor, hell, perhapsit's an excuse to go someplace else. | can't read
Arabic. Does anything elsein that case point to a particular country? Say, Syria? Iran? For al | know,
you guys are heavily invested in the defense industries and just want another war." He steepled his
fingers. " Syrian bomb blows up U.S. Embassy in Venezuda U.S. sends troops? Crashes stock
market? Street price of cocaine skyrockets? Maybe you've stockpiled againgt a shortage.”

"Tha'sridiculous" Her affect wasflat, eyeswatchful.
"Indeed." Davy'slipswent tight. "Which scenario?’

"All of them!" She half-turned to the door. "I'll just go get Ms. Johnson, then? Isthat what you
want?'

Hefdt cold indgde. "I can do the math. Ms. Johnson dies. Perhaps | die, too. But how many
people diein the explosion? How many die in the subsequent military actions?’

"It's not abomb, so none of that will happen. Except Ms. Johnson will die and you'll wish you'd
never been born."

Hewatched her, histongue on hislips. The last time they'd talked about Caracas, the cameras
and microphones had been disconnected. And sheld just sent the two Thugs out, aswell, asif they
weren't to hear this conversation. So the cameras are probably off now.

Hesaid, "When you'relying in the dark, trying to get to deep, do they visit you? The people
you'vekilled and hurt?"



She wrinkled her nose and said, "'l deep like ababy."

He exhded sharply through his nose. "With colic?’

She turned toward the door. "I'll be back with some part of Ms. Johnson."
Davy tilted his head forward and narrowed hiseyes. "1 don't think so."

Hisknee struck her in the stomach before sheld had time to react to his disappearance from the
sguare. As she doubled over he kneed her once more in the same place and then was back in the box
in time to watch her drop to the floor, unable to breathe, her nervous system temporarily overloaded.

Hewas bent over himsdlf, trying to avoid tossing dinner. He gasped out, "Y ou turned off the
cameras, didn't you, dear? Lest you leave any evidence of thisplot.” He jumped again, took her by
the collar, and jumped back into the square. Each excursion out of the square hit him with ajolt.

Hyacinth thrashed, striking out with her elbow, but he avoided it easily. She was making little
ha f-choking, half-gasping noises, fill unable to draw a breath. Davy switched his grasp to her arms,
lifted them over her head, then lowered them. Thefirst gasping intake of air rushed through her vocal
chordsin aprotracted moan. To Davy it sounded like a caricature of sexud pleasure.

You're sick, kiddo.
"Y ou should'veleft me chained," he said.

He grabbed her shirt collar again, and jumped her to the midnight darkness of the pit, fifty feet
above the water, and released her. Unlike times past, he was unable to stay, to see or, in this case,
hear her impact the surface. Held taken too long.

He doubled over, back in the square, first vomiting, then coughing, then vomiting again. A part of
him watched, detached. Been here, done this. He wondered if Hyacinth was too weak to makeiit to
the shore of theidand.

The amdl and sight of hisearlier night's dinner kept him gagging. He turned away from the lumpy
puddle and drew deep breaths though his mouth. Histhroat burned. | am so tired of this. He eyed
the two cases, halfway to the door, and wondered what would happen if he threw them against the
wall.

How long before they check on Hyacinth? And what could he do with the period of
unobserved time?

He thought about moving the casesto theidand in the pit. Make them her problem but, for all
he knew, they'd dready put them on atimer. He looked at the Post-it notes again. Why wasit
important to take one before the other?

He presumed both contained explosives. Perhaps the second one contained the detonation
device.

But why would it matter?



He thought about knocking the locks off and opening them. What if they've boobytrapped
them? What if opening them set them off?

From the size of the things, and their apparent weight, he felt sure they didn't expect him to carry
both cases at once. So, they wanted to make sure one was in place before the other got there. Again,

why?
Theanswer chilled him.
Because it's designed to go off once it's been moved?
He shook his head. If they did that, how could they re-use him?

Maybe they've decided they don't want to re-use him. Maybe their concern is, how can they
let me live, if | know who arranged for the bomb to be put there in the first place?

That had to beit. How could they possibly risk hisreveding the guilty? It would undo anything
they hoped to accomplish.

So, move one case, then, when the second one was moved, it would go off, blowing the first
case in sympathetic detonation. And, incidentally, slencing Davy. At ground zero, there probably
wouldn't be much left of him.

And what would st it off?

Obvioudy movement wasn't the thing. Thug One had brought it in, after al. What about some
sort of GPS receiver? Perhapsit was programmed to go off when it found itsdlf in theright location?

He thought about that and rejected it. Hed used GPS receivers and it usualy took them some
time to reacquire enough satellites to determine position after he jumped. If they were counting on
GPS, held be long gone before the detonation and their delivery order wouldn't matter.

He thought about the embassy. There'd been alot of concrete in its construction and, though the
radio keysfor theimplant had reached within, Davy doubted they could count on getting any satellite
sgnd into the middle of the building.

So maybe it detonates from the absence of a signal ?

After al, thiswas how they controlled Davy. Buit it couldn't be the same signd, otherwisethey
couldn't count on him getting it to its destination. They'd need to be transmitting the keysin Caracas
for him to jump there. If they used the same signal, the second case wouldn't detonate until they
turned it off. Calls for too much coordination. Far smpler this other way.

They were, he decided, transmitting asimple sgnd here, at the house, and the minute the
detonator in the second case stopped receiving it, boom.

You're going to fedl really stupid when it turns out to be fresh shirts for the Ambassador.

Hedidn't think he could stand another kick from the implant so he didn't leave the square to get



the cases. Ingtead, he twinned himsdlf, like in the bathtub, both jumping to the cases, yet staying
behind.

It's a gate, really, between two places. I'm just a Davy-shaped hole in the universe. Anda
Davy-shaped hole that leaked even weak radio signds, keeping hisimplant happy. He picked up the
cases, one at atime, untwinned, and set them down in the square.

He looked at the door, at the two-way mirror, and back at the cases. Better not wait too long.

He picked up thefirst case and twinned to the beach in Australia, the deserted stretch on the
Queendand coast, where the dry sand met the wet.

Hisvision was distorted, the bedroom overlaid on the sundrenched beach, but the beach was so
bright the fluorescent lights couldn't compete. The room was a dim ghost overlaid on the seaand sky.
Thelight hurt his eyes, but, as he turned dowly in place, he couldn't see anybody. He wasn't
surprised—the nearest road was miles away. Hed gotten there origindly by teleporting in jumps
down the coagtline. He scanned the horizon. Therewas adistant triangle of sail but it wasfar enough
away that the hull itself was below the horizon.

Helowered the case but it seemed to float just above the sand. He tried twice more beforeit
settled, not on the oak floor of the room, but on the beach. He let go and untwinned.

There was only one case in the room with him now and a dusting of sand on the parquet.

Hetwinned again, back to the beach. The case was Hlill there, listing dightly to onesidein the
sand. He untwinned, back to the room.

Helooked at the second case. The word on the Post-it seemed horribly significant: last.

The last thing | do? Last thoughts?

He wanted to see Millie—at least once more. He twinned to the Aerie and looked around,
hoping she was there but dmost immediately he heard the faint sound of adistant footstep and thought

it was them, coming to check on Hyacinth.

Heflinched back to the room, took hold of the last case and twinned again, to Queendand, his
heart thumping.

He blinked in the bright sunlight, holding his bregth.
Well, it hadn't blown up yet, as he stood there in both places. He set it down beside the first
case, getting it onto the sand at hisfirst try and removed his hand from the handle. It leaned dightly to

once side, contacting the other case and he froze at the dight click of contact.

His chest hurt and he exhaled, relieving the discomfort. With an effort, he took his eyes off of the
case, to look around once more, to make sure the beach was still deserted.

It was. Even the distant sail was shrinking, dropping lower behind the horizon. He noted with
amusement that the sun shone through him to light the oak floor about hisfeet.



"All right."

He kndlt and put his hand on the oak floor, concentrating on the furniture and the walls and the
celling of the room. When he untwinned, he did not want to be on the beach. If he wasright, the
consequenceswould be... sgnificant.

Hefound himsdlf wholly back in the room, knegling on the hard oak parquet.

It was quiet. The distant footstep held heard wasn't the first of more. He swallowed and then
counted dowly to thirty. When he twinned back to the beach, it was not where held | eft the cases, but
by thetreeline, well back from the water.

Theair was hot and full of chemicd-smelling smoke, dugt, and fdling bits of sand. Wherethe
cases had been now stood asmoking crater thirty feet across and several feet deep. It was dowly
filling from the ocean. The trees around him were shredded, the leaves stripped from their limbs and,
in some cases, entire trunksfelled, broken in splintered fractures afoot off the ground.

Not the ambassador's shirts.

A knock sounded on the door and he flinched, untwinning back into the room. He wrinkled his
nose, annoyed with himsalf. They wouldn't have knocked if the cameras were till on. They wouldve
done something more drastic, like sending him into convulsions. Hewished he could lock or block the
door. He had afedling that his"most favored guest” status was about to cometo an end. Never
mind. As the lady said, if they want to, they can spank me from off-site... with a button.

"Comein."

Thug Two, the hook-nosed redhead, stepped into the room. "Excuse me, Hyacinth, but—" He
stared around, looking at Davy, where the cases had been, the puddle of vomit, and then Davy again.

"Whereis Miss Pope?'

Davy amiled grimly. "She had to leave." Hewondered if he could grab the man while twinning.
Regretfully, he decided it would take more practice than he had time for.

He broke Thug Two's magnificent nose with a hedl strike and was back in the square, with only
the dightest dry heave.

Thug Two staggered back, his handsto his face, blood dripping over his chin. He kept one hand
to his nose and groped for the door with the other, his eyes streaming tears.

Davy took adeep breath through his mouth, then grabbed Thug Two and dropped him in the
pit.

Thistook too long. Though he flinched back to the square he lost motor control and dropped to
the floor, coughing, vomiting, and defecating, and, though he was back in the square, it didn't stop.

Must've turned the cameras back on, he thought, and passed out.



Thefirg thing he noticed was the smell, an awful penetrating mix of odors that was becoming far
too familiar. He gagged and the resulting movement tugged at hisleg. The manacle was back on his
ankle, the padlock firmly latched to the chain.

He wanted to clean off more than anything, to get thistaste out of his mouth and the smell off his
body, but they'd put the padlock well up the chain, with only afew feet of dack between hisleg and
the anchor ring. He couldn't reach any of the furniture, much less the bathroom.

This can't be good.

Lawrence Simons came into the room and shut the door behind him.

Definitely not good.

Davy pushed himsdf up to his hands and knees. His head felt heavy and drooped. He settled
back on his shins and braced his hands on histhighs. With adecided effort, he balanced his head
upright, eyesleve. "Haveto comefar?'

Simonss nose wrinkled and he took achair at the edge of the room, asfar away as possible.
"Far enough.”

Davy said, "Y ou should smdll it from over here.”

Simonss urbanity, his smooth polish, was completely gone. "Where are the cases?!

"Isthat your priority? | would've thought you'd be more concerned about Thug Two and Miss
Pope." He worked sdlivainto his mouth. "I don't suppose | could have something to drink, to rinse my
mouth out?"

"Answer my question and I'll consider it."

Davy shrugged. Thetruth wouldn't particularly help Simons and he was too tired to make up
lies. "The cases, or what's |eft of them, arein and about a crater on the northeast coast of Australia. It
was right a the water's edge and filling rapidly with seawater when last | saw it.”

Almost sadly, Smons said, "Y ou didn't take them to the Embassy?'

"Surely you've checked to seeif the building is till standing? But, no, of course | didn't.
Someone might have been hurt. May | have that glass of water?

Simonstook aradio from hisjacket pocket and raised it to his mouth. "Bring Ms. Johnson

over.

Over? Like from another building? "No water?' He's got the cameras and mikes turned
off, too, or he wouldn't need to use the radio.

Simons held the radio antennaagaingt hischin. "'I'm considering it. Why aren't you dead?'



"Ah." Davy nodded dowly. "Did you want me dead? | was wondering about thet. Y ou've gone
to an awful lot of trouble, after dl, and, while I'm sure the payoff for your little embassy explosion was
probably considerable, it seemed awaste of avauable resourceto just flush mein the process. Not
to mention, it hurt my fedings."

Simons stared at him, unmoving, unmoved. "Wetried, Mr. Rice. Wetried. But we cameto the
conclusion that you aren't redlly biddable. Not dependably so. We gave Hyacinth one more chance

to secure your cooperation but then you dropped her in the salt marsh. That wasamistake. You
should'vejust fucked her and cooperated.”

Davy blinked. So that's what she was doing.

"But our andlysisisthat you're just too rigid. Your self-interest isinsufficiently paramount over
your vaue system. An uptight little prig, redly."

Davy didn't know whether to be pleased or offended.
Simons continued. " So, why aren't you dead?”

"In the explosion? Y ou should listen to Conley," Davy said. "Y ou're paying him to do dl that
research, right? Didn't you know about the persistence of the porta ?'

Simonsseyes narrowed. "Vagudy. He said something about it."

Davy lied. "I jumped the second case and dropped it and jumped back. There was enough
portal latency for your detonator to recelveitssignd until | was safe back here.”

Simonssips pulled back from histeeth. "Why would you do that? | mean, what made you think
todothat?'

"Y ou know my mother died from aterroris's bomb?"

Simonss eyes narrowed. He nodded warily. "Well, yes, it'sin your file. So you knew they were
bombs?’

"A deduction.” Davy tilted his head to one sde. "Why? Did you think Hyacinth told me?"

Simons shook his head. "Not redlly. Nor Mr. Planck. They are biddable, after al. They arewell
aware of the consequences. They have sdf-interest. But something told you?"

"She wouldn't let me see in the cases. They werelabeled first' and 'last.’ She told meto take the
cases to Caracas, but not her, and then she hesitated before adding, 'and come right back.'" He
spread his hands. " She didn't expect me back.”

Simons scowled. "'l see. It was badly handled. Where are Ms. Pope and Mr. Planck?"
Davy laughed. "They're a the bottom of asinkhole. There's plenty of fresh water, but they'll

garve in a couple of weeks unless one of them turns on the other. My money is on Hyacinth. She'sa
aurvivor. Her self-interest is paramount.” He clicked histeeth together. "1 wonder if shelll deep with



him firg?"

Simonsseyes narrowed. "Y oull tell uswhere, of course?”

Davy shrugged. "Perhaps we can reach an accommodation.”

"Involving?'

"Ms. Johnson."

Simons smiled natily. "Oh, I'm sure we can.”

"Let her go and I'll fetch Hyacinth and Thug, uh, Mr. Planck, back for you. Y ou'll be well ahead
of the game. No chance of them spilling any of your secrets. Ms. Johnson doesn't know any of your
secrets or where sheis and shelll be dropped far from here with no way to trace where she's been.”

"Oh. Y ou'd drop her somewhere, you say?"

"Of course. I'm afraid | don't trust youto doit.”

"I'm hurt." Simonsdidn't look hurt. He looked... well, cold asice. Like stedl. Anger controlled.
Anger harnessed.

Davy spread his hands. "No offense, but it's not my lifel'd be gambling, after al.”

Simonsleaned forward. "But itis, my boy, itis."

Davy shook his head. "No gamble there. I'm not expecting to get out of thisdive. Y ou assholes
have too much to lose with me out of your control. Far as|'m concerned, I'm aready dead." He
paused to lock eyeswith Smons. "1 just don't want Sojeeto die, too."

"Before we're done with her, that's exactly what you'll want. There are worse things than death.”

Davy sighed. Well, at least held ditched the bomb.

There was aknock on the door, and someone said something, but Davy didn't catchiit.

Smonssad, "Enter.”

The door opened, and a man Davy hadn't seen before held the door for one of the maids, who
carried aslver tray with acoffee service. There was only one cup. The maid turned abruptly and set

the tray down on the table, then asked Simons how he wanted his coffee.

Davy stared at her back. The voice didn't sound right. And she doesn't know how he takes his
coffee? Maybe she's new.

Simons kept staring at Davy as he said, "Cream, one sugar.”

The door opened again and Thug One pushed Sojee into the room, then jerked her to theright,



away from Simons. Though her wrists were cuffed behind her, shelooked dl right—no overt signs of
mistrestment—>but her tardive dyskinesawasin full bloom, achorus of facia twitches, tongue thrusts,
and lip smacking.

Davy tried to smilereassuringly at her but it felt weak on hisface.

Thug One gripped Sojee's short Afro and wrenched her head back sharply, causing her to cry
out, but Davy thought it was more from surprise than pain. Davy readied himself. There was a chance
Sojee would survivethis. Again, he wished her hands were free.

"Y our coffee, dr," said the maid, handing him the cup.

Simonsfinaly took his gaze off of Davy and looked up at themaid. "You may g—" Hiseyes
widened and Davy tilted hishead. Smonsiis surprised.

The maid picked up the silver coffeegpot and disappeared.

Then she was splashing the entire pot of coffee onto Thug One and the blonde was dapping at
his clothes and falling to one side. Sojee screamed again, but thistime it was cut off aoruptly as Sojee,
and the figure in the maid's uniform, vanished. The empty slver coffegpot fell to the floor with aclank.

Davy staggered, fdl off his shinsto the sde. The room seemed to whirl. | guess she can jump.

He shook hishead hard. Or it's a psychotic break.

Hefdt packed in cotton, distant, asif he were watching things through thick glass.

But the others were reacting asif it had happened, too. In fact, Simons reaction warmed Davy's
heart.

Simonswas on hisfet, the chair faling back to thump againgt thewall and fall, sdeways, tothe
floor. "Oh, shit! Shit, shit, shit!" He pulled agun from insde his jacket and backed into the corner by
the two-way mirror. He held the gun out, one hand bracing the other and swiveled his head back and
forth, scanning the room.

Thug One climbed to hisfeet, holding the hot cloth of his shirt and pants away from his skin.

Simonsydled at him. "Get in the other corner and get your gun out! No, not that corner—you
want to shoot me? Shelll be back for her husband. For God's sake, shoot to kill!"

Millie? It was Millie. They'll shoot her!
He clenched hisfists and staggered to hisfeet. The room redled. This ends now.

He twinned to the beach, by the treeswhere the water-filled crater in the sand was il visible.
He saw the ghost Simons react to the sudden flood of sunlight across the oak floor.

Simonsjerked hisgun up and pointed the gun right a Davy.



Fire blossomed from the muzzle and the sound was pal pable. Davy gasped, expecting to die, but
he heard the bullet hit a branch behind him and tumble, ripping through the underbrush with aharsh
buzzing sound.

How could he miss?
Davy shifted severa yards out into the ocean and splashed neck deep in water.
But hewas aso Hill in theroom.

The wave of sdt water rushed out of hisbody in every direction, atorrent flowing through the
Davy-shaped hole. The circuit breskers blew asthe salt water filled the electrical outlets and the
high-mounted emergency light cast agarish glare over therisng water. It filled the room neck degpin
two seconds despite pouring out through the open door. The heavy oak wardrobe toppled and
bobbed, then wedged against the door. It flooded and sank, damming the door and raising the water
higher. Davy moved to deeper water, kicking off the bottom, and the water level in the room rose
too.

He saw Simons open his mouth in ascream but it was inaudible over the rushing water. Smons
pointed his gun and fired and thistime the bullet burned across Davy's shoulder. Then therising water
swept Simons off hisfeet.

Davy was tugged and pulled, but dmost mildly since the water flowed through his body, not
againg it, completely unlike the cascade of water that swept Smons and the blonde off their feet and
squirted them through the doorway into the hall.

Davy ducked his head under and heard the house groaning, shifting, astons of water filled the
third floor hallway and cascaded down the stairway. He put his head back out of the water and
shuffled to deeper water, floating higher in the room until only afoot of air pace remained below the
celling. The emergency light showed from below the water for afew seconds then flickered out,
shorted by the salt water. He heard something crack and the water dropped abruptly.

The Audrdian sunlight till poured through him, making the water around him glow and thislight,
refracted by the dancing surface, flickered across the celling. Between the bathroom and the square,
the floor had opened up and water was draining through it in awhirlpool, like atoilet flushing.

Into the room where my electronic leash lives. He took a deep breath. At least Sojeeisfree.

Theimplant triggered. He doubled over, flinching wholly back into the room, into the unlit dark.
His body, now subject to the roaring waters, spun and jerked as the water drained through the floor,
but the manacle and chain tethered him, wrenching his knee and hip but keeping him from the hole.

His convulsing body settled to the floor asthe last of the water receded, but he wasn't conscious
and he wasn't bresthing.

TWENTY-THREE



"1 guessthey shot me."

There were video camerasin the hal, one at each end. She saw them in the dental mirror she
suck out into the hall.

She frowned. So who's watching? And where? She pulled the mirror back and hoped it hadn't
shown on the camera.

Shefdt intensaly frustrated—all the work she'd doneto get thisfar and it was adead end. She
thought about going back onto the roof but every window she could reach on thislevel would il
open out onto the hal and its cameras.

She heard steps on the stair and then in the hall. Her first impulse was to jJump away before the
person got to this room—if they were coming to this room—but then sheld have to come back. Sheld
need to know if the room was empty or not.

And maybe you can find out something.

She positioned hersdlf againgt the wall, behind the door. The person was coming to thisroom.
They weren't. They were. Hope and fear collided, grappled, surged back and forth like sumo
wrestlers. The doorknob rattled and turned and the door swung in.

A woman in one of the gray uniformsflipped on the light and, when she then turned to push the
door shut behind her, saw Millie. She jumped, startled, and took a sharp intake of breath to scream
or cry out.

Millie fired pepper foam directly into the woman's face and open mouth. The incipient scream
never emerged, instead she produced a desperate choking sound. Still, the woman kicked out toward
Millieand Millie jumped away, to the Aerie, just in timeto avoid the foot. Teeth set, Millie jumped
back to the room.

The maid was on her knees now, groping for the doorknob. Tears were streaming down her
face, cutting the white foam, but she clearly couldn't see and, from the wheezing noise, could barely
bresthe. Millie felt sorry for her but she couldn't let her dert the household. She grabbed her by the
collar and jumped to the inky darkness of theidand at the bottom of the pit, then pushed her to splash
ankle deep into the shalows.

"Washit off," shesad.

From behind Millieawoman'svoice cried out, "Who's there?'

Millieflinched away to the Aerie.

What the hell?

She jumped to the rim of the pit, above the idand, and flipped the night vision goggles down.
There were three figures down there. The maid on her kneesin the shalows, splashing water over her



face, and two others huddled on the other side of theidand. She jumped back down to theidand, to
the center, crouching in asmall gap in the brush, screened by amesquite bush.

She stood enough to see over the brush but couldn't really see the man's face. He sat, both
hands covering his mouth and nose, but now she could make out the other woman's features
clearly—it was the woman from the Nationa Gallery, the one Becca Martingae had identified. She
had agun in her hand and kept it pointed across at the splashing sounds, though the arms shook
vighly.

Davy put them here.

She felt sobstrying to surface and she ruthlessy choked them back. Cry after he's home!

The maid stopped splashing and the woman with the gun tried again. "Who'sth-there?' The
woman was shivering so badly it distorted her voice.

The maid's voice was aweak rasp. "Isthat you, Miss Pope?’
"Who areyou?'

"It's Agnes, Miss Pope. The upstairs maid.”

"Wh-what's wrong with your va-voice?"

"They used pepper spray on me."

"Who di-did? David?'

Millieheld her bregth.

"No maam. It was someone e se. They werein my room when | got there. They wore adark
mask and they had night vision goggles flipped up on their forehead. Not Mr. Rice."

Heisin that house!
"And they pu-put you here.”
"Y es, malam. It was awoman's voice."

"Oh. Right. | heard her. D-do you have alighter, Agnes? We're soaked. It's been hours and we
n-need afire."

"Uh. No, maam. But | have my Beretta," Agneswheezed. "One could start afirewith the
muzzle blag, if the kindling were prepared.”

"l d-didn't think of that."

Pope... that's right—Hyacinth Pope. She doesn't sound like she's thinking too clearly.
Chilled—on the edge of hypothermia. Davy dropped them into the water—just like old times.



Millie studied Agnes. The maid had climbed laborioudy to her feet and she pulled up her skirt.
She had a holster strapped to her thigh—the skirts were full enough to conceal it—and she drew her
gun. Her hair was cut long along her jaw line and got shorter in back and she was about Millie's height
and weight.

Millie studied Agness hair again, then jumped away before they started firing their guns about,
trying to makefire.

Inthe Aerie, shetook her brown wig, the one she'd bought to make hersalf look like the old
Millie, and trimmed, cutting quickly, doing arough gpproximation of Agness hair. Then shejumped
back to the maid's room and, door locked, changed into one of the clean uniforms, arranged the white
apron, positioned the wig, and stowed the atropine autoinjectorsin the apron pocket. Clenching the
pepper foam in one hand she stepped out into the hall.

She waked placidly along, trying to match the tempo of the footsteps shed heard when Agnes

had come down the hallway. It took an enormous effort not to look up at the camera as she passed
into the stairwell. They'll see what they expect to see.

| hope.

Shetook the stairway al the way down to the basement, thinking about dungeons and manacles
and dank, dark cells. With every step her heart pounded harder and her bresth came in shallower and
shdlower little gasps. Ingtead of cells she found storerooms and pantries, awalk-in freezer, and a
small gpartment.

Occupied.

A manin chef'swhites lounged in arecliner reading the paper. He glanced up as the door
opened. "Yes, Agnes? Why didn't you knock?' His eyeswidened. "Y ou're not Agnes!”

Millie nearly flinched away, taking a step back.

The man reached for an intercom phone beside his chair.

Millie jumped across the room and kicked the side table aside, crashing the phone to the floor.
The man in white struggled to rise but the recliner waslocked back. Millielifted the footrest and the
chair tilted easily and inevitably back, spilling the man over on hisneck in acrash. Ashe struggled
upright, she coated hisface with pepper foam.

Ten seconds later he was splashing in the shalows of theidand in the pit.

Millie didn't tarry. The previous prisoners had managed their fire and Millie jumped away from
itsflickering light like avampire fleeing the sun. But she returned immediately, to the rim above, to
watch them investigate the new arriva—hoping they wouldn't shoot him by accident.

The voices drifted up, thin and distant.

"It'sHarvey," said Agnes. "The cook."



A man'svoice, nasd, asif he had abad head cold, said, "Don't touch hisface, you'll get it on
you!"

Hyacinth had found Padgett's deeping bag and clutched it around her, Indian style. She
crouched before the fire and said listlesdy, "Go on, Harvey. Rinseit off." She barely looked up.

Millietried to return to Harvey's gpartment but couldn't pictureit well enough. After taking
severd deep breaths and feding her heart dow, shefinaly managed the basement halway at the foot
of themanson'sgairs.

S, if Davy's not in the basement, he's probably not on the ground floor either.

She took one step past thefirst floor and turned back. Better be sure.

Thisfloor matched the exterior, everything she imagined when she thought of mansons—high

cellings, chanddliers, antique furniture, broad expanses of space. She didn't run across anyone until
ghe entered the smdler halway off the main wing.

The man wore a cutaway coet, a picture out of a depresson-erafilm or an MGM musical, and
he carried himsdlf like the king of the world as he walked out of the kitchen.

Hetook onelook at her and said, ™Y ou've put the apron on wrong. The lower edge should be
two inches above the dress hem. And we don't carry objectsin that pocket. It's decorative."

Millie blinked and stopped while he was il eight feet away. Her pdms sweated and she shifted
her grip on the pepper foam, concealed behind afold in the skirts. She wondered if he had agun and
where he kept it.

He bowed dightly. "How may | assst you, Madam?

"I'mlooking for—" my husband "—Mr. Rice. What floor ishe on?"

Hisface didn't change aniota. "I'm sorry, Madam, there's no one of that name here. May | show
you the door?"

She shook her head. "'I've dready talked with Harvey and Agnes and Hyacinth. | know
otherwise

"Well," he said, and moved like astriking snake.

Apparently this man didn't need agun. For Millieit felt asif something exploded in the region of
her ssomach and she found hersdf flying through the air. She suspected she was il rising when she

jumped away.
Shefdl to thefloor inthe Aerie, her mouth gaping. Something was terribly wrong with her lungs.

He'll raise the alarm. Shejabbed her fist into her own digphragm, then raised both her arms. The
pepper foam clattered on the floor and she snatched &t it.

Thefirst bresth wheezed back into her lungs and she jumped.



Hewasn't in the hall and she thought he'd run to some other part of the house, but then she
heard footsteps from the kitchen. She jumped down the hall and saw him through the kitchen door,
going across toward an intercom.

She was aready spraying the foam when she gppeared five feet in front of him and he ill
amost got her. Thistime, though, she was ready. Hisfoot passed through empty air and she appeared
three feet to his other side, il spraying. His head began to look like awhite puff ball. He lashed out
again and she jumped to the far side of the room, willing to wait for the foam to do itswork.

The butler was made of sterner stuff than Agnes and Harvey. Instead of collapsing to al fours,
asthey had, the man in the cutaway extended his hands and moved calmly toward the sink.

He's holding his breath. Millie didn't want to get into range of him again but she didn't want him
washing off the foam. She threw the kitchen trash can into his path and he went down. She jumped to
the other side, kicked him in the ssomach, and it was over.

Five minutes later, when she jumped him to the idand, sheleft him to the othersto guide to the
water.

She rested for amoment, bent over, in the Aerie. She was having trouble standing upright. Her
midsection was screaming and her skin burned as her fingers traced the foot-shaped bruise on her
somach.

The pepper foam container felt light. She'd used alot of it on the butler. She discarded it and got
the second can. | should've bought a case.

Back in the mansion's kitchen, she put the trash can back inits corner and hurriedly picked up
the spilled garbage. While she was doing this, she heard adoor open and footsteps. Lots of footsteps.
When she used the denta mirror to peer down the hall, four men, grouped around afifth, entered
through the main door to the house.

She thought she recognized one of them, from the National Gallery in D.C., ablonde who
walked closer to the man inthe middle.

" Jmmy—qgo back to control and stand by. I'll probably want that woman, Johnson. If | do, bring
her and don't let her headbutt you like she did Planck.”

Sojee? For abrief second she considered following him but she was more worried about Davy.
Shefelt guilty about it, but Sojee probably didn't have adevice surgicaly implanted in her chest. |
hope.

"Yes, Mr. Simons." The blonde turned back to the door and |eft.

The man himself.

Simons pointed a one of the remaining men. "Desmond, find Abney and ask him to send me up
some coffee, then wait down here with Trotsky. Graham—you're with me.”

"Yessr." Simons and Graham moved down the hal. Millie heard an evator door.



Trotsky took out apack of cigarettes and said, "I'll be on the porch.”
Desmond, the man detailed to find Abney, said, "Don't et him catch you off station.”

Trotsky said, "Worry about your own butt. Go on, fetch the coffee.” He spun on hished and
went back out the front door.

Desmond came up the halway toward the kitchen.

Millie suspected that Abney was the butler who was so handy with hisfeet. She pursed her lips.
Desmond wouldn't find Abney.

Not without assistance.

She helped Desmond find Abney but doubted very much that Abney would be able to bring the
coffee.

Afterwards, as she was straightening her apron (and putting it two inches above the hem of her
dress), shefroze.

But | could.

The industrid-sized coffeemaker was a Bunn with a constant reserve of preheated water. A
gleaming silver service sat on the counter beneeth the china cabinet. It took only minutesto fill the
siver coffee urn and arrange the creamer, sugar bowl, spoons, and cups on the heavy silver tray.

Abney probably knows what he takes in his coffee. Tough.

Theindicator above its door showed that the elevator was parked on the third floor. So that's
where they went. That'swhere heis.

Therewas asmdl framed mirror in the elevator and Millie noted her wig was crooked. She
wedged the tray against the wood paneling and, one-handed, straightened the wig and removed a
smudge from her jaw. The door opened on the third floor and she caught the corner of thetray on the
frame as she exited, nearly spilling the coffegpot. It rocked precarioudy on its heavy siver feet, then
settled back.

Calmly, calmly.

The elevator whined to life, heading back down. Graham, the man detailed to follow Simons
upstairs, was leaning against awall down the halway to theright. As he saw her, he stood and
knocked on the door next to him. His voice, asurprising tenor in such alarge man, said, "The coffee,
ar.

Millie expected him to look at her, to know she wasn't on the staff, but he'd studied her face
without reection. Maybe he isn't familiar with the staff here? Maybe Smons brought him from
New York?



At some command from inside Graham opened the door and held it for Millie. She kept her
eyes down and walked into the room. He closed it behind her.

The smdlshit her, feces and vomit, at the same time she saw Davy, seated on hisknees, and the
chain running from afloor-mounted sted ring to hisankle. Helooked horribly thin to her eyes.

Can't snatch himand go.

Sheturned. Smonswas sitting by himself, to the left of the door. She put the tray down on the
smdll table near him and faced the wall, away from Davy. She poured coffeeinto a cup.

"Cream or sugar, Sr?" It was ahorrible strain to make her voice emotionally neutrd.

Smonsdidn't even look at her. "Cream, one sugar.”

The door opened again and Sojee was pushed into the room, wearing a dark green jumpsuit and
handcuffs. The blonde followed her and pushed her, none too gently, to the right, away from Simons.
There was no mistaking Sojee—her lips were smacking and her cheeks kept twitching.

Milliesfirgt impulse was to spill the coffee cup onto Simonss|ap, but just then the blonde
grabbed Sojee's hair from behind and wrenched her head back. Sojee cried ouit.

"Y our coffee, gr." She handed Simons the cup and saucer.
Hetook it and findly looked at her. "Y ou may g—." Hefroze.
Took you long enough.

Shetook the handle of the heavy slver coffegpot in one hand, flipped open its hinged lid, and
jumped ten feet to the Sde, her arm swinging.

The blonde screamed as the scalding coffee poured onto his sSide and back. He fell away,
clawing a his clothes. Sojee yeped when Millie put her arms around her, but then they werein the
Aerie and she sumbled away when Millie released her.

"It's okay, Sojee. It's okay!"

Sojee's eyes were wide open and she was trembling.

"ltsme—Millid"

Millie till had Padgett's handcuffs and their key in the Aerie. Shefound the key and held it up.
"Here, let me get you out of those cuffs.”

Sojee looked confused and disoriented. She was muttering to hersdlf, digointed snatches of
meaning. "...could be ademon. Could be the Blue Lady. No, | don't want to do that. L eave off..."
She started when Millietook hold of her wrigt.

"Easy. It'sokay." She unlocked one of the cuffs, then pressed the key into Sojeeshand. "It's



okay. I've got to go get Davy, dl right?I'll be back soon. Just rest, right? No one can get you here.”
Sojee rubbed the freed wrigt. "Millie?"

Millie took Sojee's hand and pressed it against her face. "Yes. Millie. I've got to go get Davy, all
right?'

Some of the tension went out of Sojee's posture. "It isyou!”
"Yes. Look, don't go outside. Therésacliff and you could fall, okay? I'll come back for you."
"Uh, | guess."

Millie took a deep breath. She wanted to go straight to Davy but those men probably had their
gunsout by now. I'll risk the hallway.

The water struck her entire lower body from the chest down but she felt it most where the butler
had kicked her. It roared in her ears and shelost her footing and fell, dropping under the surface. It
stung her eyes and stung her nodtrils. Sea water ? Warm sea water ? On the third floor? When she
struggled upright, the wig had shifted around, hanging sodden across her face. She spat hair out of her
mouth, then swept the wig from her head with her hand, letting it go in the current. Her hands were
empty—she'd lost the pepper foam.

She grabbed a doorframe as she swept past it and her shoulder screamed, but she held on and
struggled to her feet. The noise had increased. Still holding on carefully, shelooked behind her. One
emergency light set high in the stairway shed aharsh glare on the water and she saw the water drop
abruptly away in acascade.

The stairway had become awaterfal. Above the landing, severd feet below her, she saw
Lawrence Smons clinging to the banister with both arms. He il gripped his gun tightly in one hand.
His eyeswere wide and his beautiful suit wasruined.

She couldn't blame him for holding on so desperatdly. Just below him the landing window had
torn out, frame and al, and the bulk of the water shot out onto the grounds, two-and-a-haf stories
below. As Millie watched, the hole was widening, as bricks were plucked out singly and in groups by
theraging torrent.

She wondered what had become of the blonde and the guard outside the door.

Simons gun flared and suddenly she was on her back in the water, blinking, stunned. The current
took her.

It was like awaterpark ride. She kept her feet before her and her face above the water. Asshe
swept down the stair she saw Simons swing his gun toward her, and she lashed out with both feet.
Her left hed crashed into Smonss shoulder; his grip broke and hewasin the current flailing hisarms
and then they were both shooting out through the wall and into the bright spotlights, which, perversdly,
gtill shone on the exterior of the mansion.

Simons screamed and the sudden drop got to her in away the current hadn't. She flinched away



tothe Aerie
Gdllons of water cascaded to the stone floor around her.

Sojee, dill tanding where sheld left her, jumped back from the splashing water. "Who the hell
areyou?' she asked.

Millie, her heart pounding, wiped water from her face. "Huh? It'sme, Millie."
"Did they scalp you?'

"Oh. It wasawig."

"And the blood?" Sojee gestured toward the left sde of Millie's head.

Millie put her hand to her face and stared blankly when her fingers and pam came away
covered inred. "Oh. | guessthey shot me."

Shefdt for it and found afurrow above her temple, threeincheslong. When she touched it the
nerves screamed to life and she nearly fainted.

Sojee snatched up the dish towel hanging from the refrigerator handle and folded it into a pad.
Shehdd it againgt the side of Millie's head and pressed.

"Owl”
"Hold ill!"

Millielifted her own hand. "I'll hold it. Get me something totieit on. | till haveto get Davy.”
"Won' they shoot you?"'

"No. Not anymore." Millie pointed to the pink button-down shirt lying draped over achair. "Rip
that."

Sojeetoreit lengthwise into three pieces, then helped her use the longest piece, tail to collar, to
secure the dishtowe over the wound.

Millie caught aglimpse of hersdf reflected in thewindow. Like the fife player in that painting,
"Spirit of '76." "Thanks!" She jumped.

She jumped back to the hallway, braced for the water, but it had dropped substantialy and she
staggered forward, in aknee-high current. By the time she'd splashed down the hall to Davy's door, it
was swirling about her ankles. The room itself was adark cavern and some furniture had cometo rest
acrossthe lower haf of the doorway. Only the emergency light at the end of the hal provided any
light and it didn't reach within.

She jumped back to the Aerie and picked up the night vison goggles, sarted to lift them to her
head, then redlized the headset would rest on her head wound. She looked around wildly.



Sojee was saring at her, backed up againgt the wall, her lips smacking, her eyes blinking.
Millietried to smile. "Need alight.”

Sojee pointed at the old electric lantern Davy kept for backup or when they wanted to turn off
the generator.

Millie's smile became genuine. She jumped across the room. "Gresat!" Shetook it, and left.

When she climbed over the wardrobe lying across the door she found Davy on hisside
stretched lengthwise between the chain and afive-foot gap in the floor. Hisfacelay in apuddle of
water and he wasn't breathing, though Millie swore she saw his hand twitch.

She groped for the atropine. Two of the autoinjectors were gone, washed out of the gpron
pocket in the flood, but two remained. She yanked one out of its holder, arming it, then jammed the
opposite end into the outside of Davy's thigh. The pop asit activated was quite loud, startling her. The
interna coil spring plunged the needle through pajamas, skin, and muscle. She waited, asthe
ingructions said, counting, "One e ephant, two eephant, three e ephant,” giving the spring timeto drive
the doseinto hisbody. She pulled it straight out, then threw it aside.

Davy ill wasn't breathing. Shetried for apulse and wasn't sureif she could fedl one or not. She
wanted to take him to the trauma center but the manacle till circled his ankle—the chain il stretched
to thefloor bolt. The last of the water drained through the gap in the floor and she heard amoationin
the corner of the room. Shejerked the lantern around.

A foot-long flying fish wiggled and flopped across the wet floor. She wondered if shewas
hdlucinating.

Gotta get him breathing, she thought, and checked Davy's mouth for obstructions and to see if
he'd swallowed histongue. As her fingers swept his mouth, he began breathing again, ragged, irregular
breaths. He was till unconscious. She presumed his heart was begting.

Tears started and she blinked them away.
No time.

She jumped to west Texas, to the rim of the pit. The desert air, bone-dry, turned her soaking
wet maid's uniform into an evaporative cooler, sucking heat from her body. She shook hersdlf, likea
cat, heard water drops hit the rock around her, and, after afew seconds, splash the water below.

She was regretting that she'd given Padgett's guns to Becca but there were lots of weapons
down there.

Her prisoners had found the old fire pit and the pifion logs she'd brought for Padgett. Their fire
was now a staunch blaze before which Agnes, the butler, the chef, and the man with the injured nose
couched and warmed their hands. Hyacinth sat with her back to thefire, her gunin her hand,
swiveling her head from side to Side, staring out at her own shadow cast across the water and onto
the limestone wall acrossthe water.



Millie, more desperate than cal culating, just snatched the wegpon from Hyacinth's hand,
grabbing it from the side as she gppeared and jumping away immediately, back to therim. She nearly
dropped it then, but managed to shift it around until she held it by the grip.

And all without shooting myself.

Millie hated guns.

Downinthe pit astring of cursesfloated up, but she didn't wait to make sense of them. In
Davy's room she crouched low, held the gun with both hands, and aimed it at the chain just short of
the floor-mounted anchor loop. She squeezed the trigger.

She ended up on her back, her earsringing. A line of bullet holes crossed the floor and climbed
hafway up thewall. It was, sherealized belatedly, set on full auto. She didn't know gunsthissize
could be full auto.

A chain link had parted, bent and distorted. She put the weapon down on the floor and did it
away. It cameto rest under the toppled dresser, in the wet shadows.

Davy's breathing was worse, ragged, stopping for seconds, then resuming with a catch.

She put her hands under his shoulders, pictured the George Washington University Medica
Center's Trauma Center, and jumped.

TWENTY-FOUR

" Dating tip."

Therewas amask over his mouth and nose, and hislungs were risng without effort, inflated like
aparty baloon. The pressure stopped and he could fed the air rushing back out. Then the positive
arflow began again. Whatever hewaslying on fet like it was spinning dowly and hisscap tingled. His
mouth felt like a desert, desiccated and granular, asif all the water had been baked out of it.

Severd people weretalking at once and someone shouted over the babble, "Where are those
flack vests?'

"Coming!" adigtant voice cdled.
Hefdt someone holding his hand and, with greet effort, opened his eyes. Heimmediately closed
them again. Thelight was blinding and his eyes weren't working right. Everything that wasn't aglaring

light source was an over-bright, blurred mass of white, blue, and skin tones.

Something stabbed into the skin of his upper chest, burning, and he flinched away from the pain
and the light into soothing darkness.



Hewas"in the box" sprawled across the floor but he didn't fed right. The room was dark and
the floor was wet and cold. He smelled salt water—Iow tide—and remembered something about the
ocean and Simons and bombs. The oxygen mask was gone and it took forever to take a breath.
Therewas alight shining on the floor beside him but it was nowhere as painful asthe lightsin that
previous room. He had a stabbing pain on theinside of hisright elbow.

Then someone was crouching over him. He wanted to push them away but his body wasn't
working right. All he managed was aweak flop with onearm.

"Davy. Oh, Chrigt! You can't do that. Well never get thedamn thing out if you jump away inthe
middle of the operation.”

He knew that voice. He tried to speak but it took severd tries. "M—Millie?!

"Y es, heart. I'm jumping you back to the trauma center." She knelt and put her hands under his
shoulders. "They were getting ready to pull the vagus stimulator when you jumped away."

"Stop!" Hisvoice was arasp, hdf groan, half gasp.
Millie stopped lifting. "Did | hurt you?*
"It'swired... it's booby-trapped. Theimplant.”

"Y es. We know. Weve got the pieces from the other one and multiple x-rays. There seemsto
be alight sensor and we learned the hard way that if you cut the leadsit will blow up.”

The other one?

He opened his mouth again and she said, "'l love you and | want to hear everything you haveto
tell me, but for the moment, just shut up and trust me! Jumping.”

They were back in that bright room on the floor and his eyes squeezed shut againgt the
brightness.

Therewas a collective gasp and asharp voice sad, "Will he stay put?”

Millietook Davy's hand. "If you keep him conscious and rationd. Tak to him. Tdl him what
you're doing so it doesn't surprise him. He woke up just as you stuck him with that needle. What do
you expect?"

The man's voi ce sounded both exasperated and amused—a most stunned. "We don't get that
many people who can do that. | got it, though. Let's get him up on the table, people!”

Through hiseydidsthe light dimmed dightly as severd people bent over him.
"And... lift!"

Thetable felt hard and cold. The mask went back over hisface and the doctor said, "I'm Doctor
Sullivan, Davy. We're bagging you to help you bregthe. We've been continuing the atropine your wife



adminigtered to counteract the effects of the vagal stimulator. Do you understand what | just said?"

Davy lifted a hand weskly, thumb extended up.

"Good. Were going to make an incision to pull theimplant itself. It'sgoing to be pretty
long—we have to get enough play in the eectrode leads. If I'm talking too fast hold up your hand, flat,
likeyouresaying 'hdt.""

Davy extended histhumb again.

"Great. Fortunately, the thing is only subcutaneous—we won't have to cut through any muscle.
Y ou'll end up with anice scar but hopefully nothing worse. Wheré's that pipe?”

A woman'svoicesaid, 'l haveit, with the sandbags.”

"All right. | was numbing the skin over theimplant but you jumped away before | injected more
than afraction of thelidocaine. I'm goingto doit again but if | got any in thefirst time, you probably
won't fed this. Don't bug out on me again, dl right?'

Davy squeezed Millie's hand and she squeezed back, saying, "1've got your back, Davy. I'm not
losng you agan.”

Davy held up hisforefinger and thumbin acircle.

"Right," said Doctor Sullivan. "First shot.”

Davy did fed it but he stayed, squeezing Millie's hand until the lidocai ne stopped burning.
"There. Okay. Well wait aminutefor it to numb. You al right?'

Davy tried to speak. The mask waslifted. "Mouth. Dry."

"Ah. That'sthe aropine. Bet the light hurts your eyes, too. They cal that sde effect
‘photophobia.’ "

Davy nodded as the oxygen mask lowered again.

"We can't give you something to drink just yet. Y ou could choke. Give mefifteen minutesand
itll dl be over."

Someone €l se muttered quietly, "One way or the other.”

Sullivan cleared histhroat, then spoke again. "WEeIl put your 1V drip back in. It'sjust sdinefor
drug transport. Y ou ripped it out when you jumped away but it looks like the needle came out the
way it went in, luckily." Aside he said, "The back of the hand. That lovdy vein."

Therewas a stab in the back of his hand and he dmost jerked it away, but Milliewas holding
thewrist down. "Easy, Davy. Let's get thisover with," she said.



Davy's nausea seemed to be increasing and he coughed, then afemale voice said, "Heart rate
dropping again."

"One milligram atropine, 1V. No, haf that. We don't want him so disoriented he teleports again.”
Someone muttered, "I wonder what welll get in here next. Little green men?'

The nausea dropped back again and the female voice said, "Pulseis back up.”

"Okay. Doyou fed this?'

Fedl what? Davy shook his head. Thetablefdt likeit was bucking now, aswell as spinning.

"Good. We're cutting. Sponge that. Good. Thereit is. Clamp that little bleeder. Good.
Okay—Ilet'savoid nicking the leads. Who's got the lightproof bag?”

"Here," said apleasant dto.

"Okay. I'm going to extend the incision two centimeters on either side then we're going to turn
off thelights. Did we fix the emergency lights so they won't come on?"

A nasdl tenor said, "Y eah. | disconnected the battery—both terminals.”
" S0, Erin, show me where you're going to hold the bag open.”

Thedtosad, "I thought here. I'll rest my wrist on his collarbone for reference—youlll be able to
fed my fingertips on the rim of the mouth. I'll cinchit up a your command.”

"Okay. Ready?"

"Ready, Sully."

"How about you, Davy? It'sredly important you stay with uson this. Y ou teleport away while
we're holding onto this device and it could rip out your vagus nerve. Trust me, you don't want that."

Davy gave him athumbs up.
"Right. Lights."

The blessed darkness was ardlief, holding Davy like the womb. He heard a sound like someone
pulling their shoe out of the mud.

"There. Inthe bag. Cinch it. Double check. We're sureit'sinsde?
"1 confirm," said the dto.

"Lightson."



Even through hiseydlids, thelight was like a blow.

"Okay. Jerry, put in adrain and closeit. Staples.”

"Right—speed.”

There was pressure and tugging and the sound of the surgical stapler was an odd little "chunka,
chunka, chunka." Hetried to look but the light till hurt too much and everything was blurred. He
squeezed his eydidstogether.

"Okay. Throw atemporary dressing over that and let's have the flack vests."

For who? He made an agitated sock puppet talking motion with hisfree hand.

Milliesad, " Talk to him, Doctor. Tell him what's going on!”

"Oh. Right. Sorry. Fed that, Davy?" They placed something heavy across Davy'slower chest.
"Weé're draping body armor over you. Thisone's over your ssomach and groin. This one's going over
your upper chest and face.”

Something cast ashadow over Davy's face |essening the pal pable best of light againgt his
eyelids. He had a sense of something tented over hisface, a heaviness across his shoulders.

"The electrode leads from the implant are sticking up between the two Kevlar vests and we've
got the devicein alightproof bag." The voice lessened in volume. "Pipe, please.” Thevolume
increased again as the doctor turned back toward Davy. "I've got a nice piece of half-inch sted pipe
here, six inchesin diameter, two feet long. Were putting theimplant insdeit then..." Davy heard the
sound of duct tape being ripped off arall. "We're taping a plywood board over the bottom of the
pipe—the leads are pinched between the pipe and the board. Sand, please. Okay, Davy, while I'm
holding the implant through the open end of the pipe, werefilling the pipe up with sand.”

The weight over Davy's chest increased and he could hear the sand whispering againgt the pipe.
He coughed.

" Support that! It's putting too much weight on his chest.”

Theweight lessened.

"Good. There, theimplant's buried in the sand. Now we're putting another board over the top of
the pipe." The duct tape sound repeated. " And we're wrapping the pipe in more body armor—just a
precaution.” More duct tape. "Thelast device had two blasting capsinit. If so, the sand adone will
auffice. The deviceismogtly battery, soit can't have much of an explosve.”

Davy thought there was an underlying quaver in the doc'svoice. What last device?

"Rig an instrument stand to support the pipe.”

There was a clatter and the sound of rolling wheels across the floor.



"Oh—kay. Who's got the wire cutters? Thank you. Right, then. Everybody out."
There was the sound of footsteps. Millie squeezed Davy's hand but didn't et go.
"You, too, Mrs. Rice."

"Y ou dready tried that, remember? If security couldn't keep me out, what makes you think you
can?'

Davy let go of her hand and pushed it away. Then he pushed the Kevlar vest aside and the
oxygen mask off hismouth. The anesthesiologist lifted it up. "Back up at least, Millie. Y ou can't watch

my back if you get... hurt." The anesthesologist started to put the mask back over hisface and Davy
pushed it away again, "Y ou, too. | can breathe on my own for this."

Millieleaned over and kissed hisforehead. It felt odd and he redlized she was wearing asurgica
mask. "Okay," shesaid. "I'll back up to thewall."

"Whatever!" said the doctor. "But do it!"
The dto voice said, "Pulse dropping again. Y ou want to hit him with some more atropine?"

"No. Get behind me!" Feet shuffled acrossthefloor. " Stay with me, Davy. I'm cutting the
wires—now!"

Therewasamuffled "THUD" and sand stung the back of Davy's hand, then drifted across his
face. Hefdt it then, like being back in the box, the cessation of the nauses, abackground feding so
faint he noticed it only inits absence. Hetried to open hiseyes but thelight still hurt.

"Je—aus," said avoice. "Maintenanceis gonnafreak about al the sand.”

Footsteps gpproached in arush. "Pulse risng. Respiration strengthening. Wow—it'slikeyou
threw a switch. See his color improve?

Millie took up his hand again. When she spoke he could tell she was crying.
"Shhhhhh. It'sokay," he said.

"ltisnow."

They put the wire back under his skin, sterilizing it as best they could. "I grounded each lead to
the other. Even if you got atrangent because you walked through an electromagnetic field, it shouldn't
shock the nerve. But | don't want to go near the vagus without a neurosurgeon and | wouldn't be
surprised if aneurowould say just leaveit. Lessrisk."

They hooked the drain tube up to something that looked like aclear plastic cylinder with
accordion-folded sides. They opened acap in the end and compressed it vertically to squeezethe air
out, then sedled it again. Asthe accordion foldstried to expand, they pulled avacuum on the drain,



sucking Davy's stapled skin down over the void left by the implant. Clear reddish liquid started up the
tube. It felt odd now, under the numb skin, but he suspected it would hurt later.

"Weve got vacuum bottles and pumps, but this one you can take to the bathroom.”
Davy approved. Hed had it with being attached to things.

They rolled him down to arecovery room and turned the lights off. They gave him water—l ots
of lovely ice water with a straw—and the desert in his mouth was dowly greening.

Inthedim light hetried his eyes again and fared better. Things were fuzzy, but not impossible.
The new Millie, the one with the short hair bleached blond and the gauze dressing on the side of her
head, asked, "I sthere an antidote for the atropine? Something to clear it out?"

Doctor Sullivan said, "For extreme atropine intoxication—yes. But that would mean hewasin a
comaor extreme ddirium, perhaps with tachycardic arrhythmia. But physostigmineisa nasty drug.
The aropine metabolizes quickly on its own. Hell be symptom-free by the time we've moved himto a
regular bed—two or three hours, tops.”

Davy locked eyeswith Millie. She nodded and said, "Yes, | know."

The doctor blinked. "Know what?*

That there's no way we're staying here a minute longer than necessary. To the doctor,
Davy just smiled and shook hishead.

"Y ou guys don't read minds aswell, do you? | mean, then you'd know why | came back just
now?'

Millie laughed a the man's expression. "No, Doctor. Just married ten years, you know? The one
talent is more than enough to ded with."

Sullivan'slook of mild darm faded. "I camein hereto tell you that some men from the Nationa
Security Agency want to talk to you. I've put them off. | thought for amoment that they were going to
forcetheir way back here anyway, but the FBI showed up and the two groups started arguing.”

Davy saw Milli€'s eyes narrow and the corners of her mouth turn down. Then she amiled.
"Thanks, Doctor Sullivan. For everything. Tell accounting I'll drop payment by soon.”

Redlization dawned on the doctor immediately. "Ah. Well, you're welcome. It's been... surreal.
Weatch the drain—it could get infected easily. Y ou need to haveit pulled in, oh, two days, after the
reservoir stops collecting fluid. We can do it, but so could any clinic.”

Davy held out his hand and shook Doctor Sullivan's. "Don't let the Feds push you around.”

"Do you want meto gal them?"

Davy shook his head. "Doesn't matter. We're going now."



He didn't bother getting up. One moment he was on the hospita bed, the next he wasin hisown
bed in the Aerie. It was cool and dark and comfortable. But though he lay back against the pillow, his
body tensed and anxiety clawed a him.

Then Millie appeared, over by the counter, and the tension dropped away from him like water
flowing off ahillade. Like seawater draining from a room.

When Davy awoke, light wasfiltering in through the windows. His chest hurt and his eyes didnt.
There was a creaking sound that he redlized held been aware of for some time, aconstant through the
dow journey to consciousness. Millie was sitting beside the bed, in the rocker. He looked around.

"Wher€'s Sojee?"

"l put her in ahotel in Baltimore under afictiona name and |ft her five thousand dollars. She's
going to buy some clothes and rest and when she's ready, shelll go see her sister in the 'burbs. It was
her choice.”

Davy licked his parched lips. Y ou think they'll go after her?"

She handed him aglass of water. "I don't know. | said I'd check on her daily. | offered to let her
stay here, but she's had enough with being under the control of others.”

Davy winced. "I know that one. Tell me about that." He pointed at the gauze pad on the side of
Milliesheed.

Sheblushed. "It was Smons.”

Davy raised hiseyebrows.

"He, er, shot &t me."

Davy took a deep breath and held it.

Something about his expression darmed Millie. She said quickly, "It'sjust agraze. | kicked him
right after that and he et go of the banister and fell two stories, washed through the side of the house
in that weird flood of seawater. What was that, by the way?"

Davy exhaed. "He shot you. During the flood. Perhaps you should begin &t the beginning.”

Millietilted her head to one side. "' Perhaps we both should.”

Catching up, even in summary, took them through breskfast and most of the way until lunch.

Hetold her everything up to and including Nigeria. He hesitated then and his mouth twisted.

Then, in arush, hetold her about Hyacinth, about the moment after Nigeria, when hed amost
succumbed and why he hadntt.



Millie stared over his head for amoment, gaze focused amillion miles awvay.
"I'm sorry!™ he blurted. "It was just—."

She put her hand over his mouth. "Shhh. I'm not angry at you. Under those
circumstances—wal, | won't say it wouldn't hurt, but | wouldn't have blamed you."

Helooked away, blinking water from hiseyes.

She hugged him, pulling hishead into her shoulder. Then, shetold him about her dealingsin D.C.
and in Stillwater with the NSA and Padgett.

Davy sad, "The bastards!"

And later. " So, weve got prisoners?”

"Yes" sad Millie. "They were dl adeep, thismorning, when | dropped off abunch of happy
meals. Most of them till have wespons, but | took Hyacinth's to shoot the chain off your shackle. It's
awonder | didn't shoot myself. It was set to full auto.”

"That gun. Yesah." Davy blinked. "Do you Hill haveit?'

"I left it in themangsion. It'sunder the dresser.”

He pursed hislips. "Shit. It's probably the weapon that killed Brian Cox."

Millievanished.

Davy swore and gathered the tubing and suction reservoir to him, but she appeared again,
holding the gun, before he jumped. "Don't do thet!"

She put the gun carefully on the top of the refrigerator. "It's okay. They cleared out last night.
When | went back after Simons, after we got home, they weredl gone.”

"You didn't tell me you'd gone back after Smong!™

"We hadn't got that far. We'd just gotten to the prisoners, remember?’ She looked at the coiled
tubing and the reservoir in his hand. "Were you going to come after me naked?"

Helay back, his heart pounding. "I'm not sure | can take being married to ateleport.”
Shelowered her head and looked at him over her glasses. " So now you know what it'slike."
"Oh, shut up and get over here.”

Then, "Glad to see you're not blond everywhere."

"Y ou've logt too much weight.”



"You, too. Isit true? Do blondes have more fun?"
"Shut up,” she explained.

When they dressed, two hours later, they both felt better than they had in avery long time.

Davy squirmed on the ledge. He had wound the tubing behind him and tucked the suction
reservoir into the inner pocket of his black leather jacket but movement il tugged at the spot where
it exited his skin. Below them, in the pit, the fire had died to coas and most of the prisonerswere
degping. Thug Two—Planck, wasit?—wastrying to get mesguite branches off the brush without
impaing himsdf onthethorns.

Davy whispered, "I've got hisright sde.”
"Jugt likewe practiced,” said Millie.
"Three, two, one—"

They each took one of Thug Two's arms and jumped again, into blinding floodlights. Millie and
Davy smply stepped away as the man recoiled away from the light and their grasp.

The FBI agentswaiting were not so easy to avoid. They threw him againgt thewall and cuffed

his hands behind his back. They were wearing latex gloves and had evidence bags standing by for the
gun they removed from hisbelt holster.

"One down, four to go," Beccasaid.

Davy rubbed hiseyes. "Don't forget Smons.”

Beccasaid, "Wewon't. Hes back in hisNew Y ork townhouse. He flew by private jet from the
Vineyard. We lost him for awhile but it was because he popped into Mt. Sinai. Seemshe'sgot a
broken arm.”

Millie and Davy looked a each other, then both smiled.

Davy sad, "You daman.”

"Why don't you pick him up?' asked Millie,

"] don't dare move on him until we've got evidence." Millie started to speak, but Beccasad, "'l
know, Davy will testify, but Simonsis political dynamite. He makes one phone cal and the White
House Chief of Staff cdlsthe Attorney Generd and the Director of the FBI and they come down on
me like aton of bricks. The evidence hasto be hard, irrefutable, and the right people have to be
briefed before we take him into custody.”

Becca jerked her thumb toward the prisoner, now on hisfeet and still being frisked. Periphera
bleeding from his broken nose had blacked both eyes and now, in the second day, the discoloring



looked like sunset over Newark. "One of your birdiesmight sing.”
Davy sad, "But you better pull their implantsfirs.”
"Theresalegd issue. If they won't consent to the surgery..."

Millie said, "But you could pull it to savetheir lives, right? If the damn things weretriggered and
your prisoners were unable to refuse consent?'

Becca nodded.

"Inthat case, | wouldn't ask them a single question until you have a prepped medical staff
ganding by," Millie said. "Otherwise, they're al going to be dead.”

They saved Hyacinth for last. When they'd taken the chef, hed ydled, waking Hyacinth to find
all four of her companions gone. Now she paced back and forth across the idand, nervous as a cat.
Davy remained sill and watched from the shadows, well away from the dying flames of thefire.

A light appeared on the other sde of theidand, a battered dectric lantern perched on arock.
Millie sat there on the green plagtic chair, hands held down in the glow of thelight, polishing the
surfaces of Hyacinth's Glock eighteen with a soft cotton cloth.

Hyacinth dowly stood, straightening from acrouch, but her shoulders remained rounded and she
was gtill hunched over. She shuffled toward the lantern like someonewho is pulled in two directions.
Hyacinth was ten feet short of the light when Millie spoke.

"I'm afraid | dropped it in salt water." Millie held up the gun and peered at it. "It'srusting a bit."
She rubbed at a spot on the trigger guard with the rag again.

Hyacinth spoke dowly, reluctantly. "What did you do... with the others?'

Millielooked up from the gun. She had the coldest expression in her eyes, one that didn't go at
al with thelittle smile on her lips. "They have been... dedlt with."

Davy blinked. He had no idea hiswife could be such ahardass. He knew she wasfaking, that is,
he thought shewasfaking. Wéll, he hoped she wasfaking.

Hyacinth looked less sure of hersdf than any time Davy had seen her. "Dedlt with how?"
Milliejust smiled and kept polishing at the gun.

Hyacinth turned away. "1 won't talk, you know. | can't."

Millie blinked. "Who wants you to? Though | suppose | could do a spot of interrogation—just

recreational. Eventualy your implant will kick in, I'm sure, just like poor Padgett. Poetic justice,
redly.”



Hyacinth turned back again. " So, it'srevenge, isit?’

Millie, holding the grip of the Glock with the cloth, Sighted down the barrel toward the lamp. She
worked the dide and one cartridge flew through the air. "Oh. There was around in the chamber
aready." She picked it up and threw it out into the darkness. A wet ker-plunk reverberated from
sonewadl to sonewall.

Davy knew that had been the only round in the gun. Hed worked with Millie over and over until
she could work the dide naturdly, with authority. Davy hated guns as much as Millie but he'd handled
more of the damn things over the years.

Hyacinth backed up a pace.

Davy didn't blame her. He would've jumped away himsdf, especidly since Millie was untrained
inther use

"I had Padgett on thisidand for seventy-two hours. He died in the ER when hisimplant
detonated.” Millie extended the gun toward the ground between Hyacinth and hersdf, and sighted
down the barrel. "Bad enough that you kidnap Davy, that you put that devicein his chest, that you
tortured and beat him."

Hyacinth clenched her teeth together. Then, with an effort, she said, "Now | get it. You're
jealous!"

Millielaughed. "Of Miss Damaged Goods? He saw right through you from the beginning. Dating
tip: When trying to establish argpport with someone, don't kill their friendsin front of them." She
sneered. ™Y ou might've worn him down, eventually—Davy's only human—abut it would've been just
because he wastired. It would've been like throwing a bone to a yapping dog to get it to shut up.”

Hyacinth's eyes narrowed and when she spoke Davy could tdll the fear was gone, washed away
by anger. "Oh, really? Didn't seem like that when hishandswere dl over me!™

Milliesmiled. "Y es. Right before he found your scars, yes? Are you going to tell me he found
that aturn-on?"

Hyacinth looked away.

"Exactly,” Millie said. She teleported the fifteen feet between them and stuck thegunright in
Hyacinth'sface.

Hyacinth reacted as Davy had said she would, aninitid flinch, then going for the dissrm. She
swept the barrd offline and grabbed Millieswrigt, going for the arm bar but Millie jumped awvay
before her elbow locked, leaving the gun in Hyacinth's hands.

Hyacinth swiveed about, both hands holding the gun extended, dways pointing it in the direction
shefaced.

But unable to see anything.



The dim light from the lantern only served to make the rest of the idand darker, an dmost
pal pable blackness surrounding the faint puddle of light by the dying cods of thefire.

Davy jumped back to the Aerie where Millie was waiting, pulling and twisting at the polishing
cloth. "What a piece of work!"

"She'sdl of that," Davy said. Y ou okay?'

Millie shuddered. "Couldn't we interrogate her just a little?"
Davy felt awave of nausea at the thought. "1'd sooner kill her."
Millie's eyeswidened. "But you don't—"

"Of coursenot," hesaid. "'l could'vekilled her ahundred timesover. If | didn't do it then, | won't
now. Did you leave any prints on the gun?’

"No. | was holding it with the cloth. She didn't redlly notice. The only printson it now are hers.

"Right, then." He pulled on apair of latex gloves and threaded his fingers together to push the
plagtic dl theway down over hisfingers. "Shdl we?'

Millie took a deep breath and threw the cloth down on the counter. " Sooner done, sooner over.”

Back in the pit, Davy took the gun from Hyacinth, atwisting motion that took the barrel back in
toward her ssomach and bent the wrist, forcing her fingers open. When Hyacinth lashed out with her
foot, he was gone, but Millie wasn't. She reached out from behind Hyacinth and jerked down on the
woman's shoulders. Hyacinth hit the ground hard.

Davy took the chair. Millie sood dightly behind him, her hand resting on hisright shoulder.

Hyacinth rolled to her feet, her teeth bared.

Davy worked the dide on the Glock. A brass gleam flickered against the darkness.

Milliejerked, squeezing Davy's shoulder. "1 thought we—"

"Wedid. Apparently she had a spare magazine." He gected the clip, then worked the dide once
more. Another brass and lead cylinder tumbled through the air, to thud to the ground. Davy took a
large plastic bag from his back pocket and put the gun, the clip, and the two cartridges from the
ground into it.

Without taking his eyes off of Hyacinth he handed the bagged gun to Millie. He sensed, rather
than saw her departure, an absence made manifest, an area of warmth replaced by the chill desert air.

Hyacinth twitched.

Davy peded the gloves from his hands and dropped them to the ground. Hyacinth inhaled
sharply and Davy amiled.



"Right—your prints only, which the FBI will pull off. They'll get abaligtic sample and compareit
to the bullets that killed Brian Cox. Y ou might want to consder a pleabargain. No death pendlty,
perhaps, if you turnin Simons.”

Shewrinkled her lips. ™Y ou know that'simpossible! And eveniif | did, youll never be ableto
touchhim."

Davy began unbuttoning his shirt.
Hyacinth's brows came together. Y ou're coming on to me now?"

Hedidn't say anything. Instead, he pulled the shirt over to show the dressing and the suction
tube.

Hyacinth's eyes opened wide. She hardly flinched when Millie reappeared.
Millie looked from Davy's open shirt to Hyacinth. "Ah, told her, did you?"
"Why aren't you dead?' Hyacinth said.

"l am getting redlly tired of that question,” Davy said, looking up at Millie. "Never underestimate
the power of a determined woman.”

Hyacinth raised her hand to her eft collarbone. "How did you get it out?"

Millie, deadpan, said, "Lovewill find away." She looked down at Davy. "Reedy?'

"Reedy.”

Thewaiting FBI agents handcuffed and frisked a subdued, ashen-faced Hyacinth. Becca began
thelitany, "Y ou are under arrest for the murder of Brian Cox and the kidnappings of David Rice and
Sojourner Johnson. Y ou have theright to remain silent—watch it!" Beccatook a quick step back.

Hyacinth doubled over and began vomiting.

Davy flinched away, unable to watch. He waited, his forehead against the cool stone of the
Aerie, and took deep measured breaths. Millie finally came and he looked at her, expectantly.

"They started her on atropine and caled Sullivan. HEl have histeam ready by thetimethe
ambulance arrives." She sat down suddenly, like a puppet whose strings had been cut. ™Y ou were
right. Kinder to kill her." After amoment, she added, "Beccasaid, 'l didn't mean it thisway when |
wanted one of them to spill their guts." "

TWENTY-FIVE

"It'stime.”



“None of themwill talk?*

Becca's voice on the phone sounded tired. "None of them who are il dive.”

Milliewinced.

Shewas a apay phoneinaD.C. Metro station. She kept her eyes on the platform and the
approaches. Cell phoneswere killing the pay phone business. It was getting harder and harder to find

aworking pay phone, but the subways were good bets—any place where it was hard to use a cell
phone because of transmission interference.

"| thought al the surgeries were successful!”

"Yes. Sullivan had it down to a science by the time he pulled the last implant. But the only one
who was willing to pleabargain was the chef."

N

"Somebody poisoned him."

"In custody?"

"Y egh, in maximum security. A guard'smissng.”

"The onewho took him hismea?"

"es"

Millie was slent for amoment, watching two suits come down the escalator. They turned away
from her, though, and one began reading a magazine held been carrying under hisarm. "He wouldn't
be dead if | didn't take him from that house."

"And Davy might be dead now. You didn't poison him."

"Do the others know? Hyacinth, the rest?"

"Wdl, wedidn't tel them, but we couldn't keep the lawyers away. I'm pretty sure they spilled
the beans—the prisoners were quieter than usua afterwards.”

Severd high-school-aged kids came down the escalator and accreted into two separate clusters,
boys and girls, each talking only to the members of their own sex but oh-so-aware of the other group.

"And who is paying for the lavyers?'

"That's privileged, apparently, but the firm's done business for Bochstettler and Associatesin the
past.”



"S0, barring Davy'stestimony, | takeit you don't have enough to move againg Simons?"

Becca sounded angry. "No. Even thelink to the houseisiffy. | know he said thiswas one of his
houses but he doesn't own it, not directly. I1ts owner of record isareal estate holding firm in Boston
and it was leased, on paper, to Abney, the butler, who's saying even less than Hyacinth. | say on
paper because there's no record of any rental payments. The record you told me about at the
Edgartown Golf Club isgone, too. There's no sign of the physicist, Conley, or the other household
staff who left before you got there. Even the security company has been stripped of anyone who
worked out at Great Pond Lane and the computer hard drives from the security video station are

gone.”

"And Smons?'

"Still in New Y ork. Weve got awiretap on the townhouse and he's fill taking callsbut if he's
discussing anything of note, it'swell coded. Were sniffing hisDSL connection, too, but hise-mail is
encrypted and we're not sure we want to go to that other organization for help.”

And the NSA could be listening to this, too. "I understand your reluctance.”

"WEell keep digging. Well keep watching."

"At least until theton of brickslands."

Beccasighed. "Well, Mom always wanted me to be an accountant, anyway."

Two days later, Millie went with Davy as he got arandomly chosen Family Practitioner in
Portland, Oregon, to pull the suction tube. "It till aches,” hesaid. "But | fed less... infected.” He
swiveled back and forth, twisting at the waist, then rubbed hiswrig. "L ess tethered.”

Theton of bricks arrived later that same day.

" Suspended, pending investigation into departmental mafeasance. My bossistarred with the
same brush—severa thousand dollarsin seized RICO cash has gone missing.”

Millie closed her eyestight and leaned againgt the wall next to the phone booth. "Are you in any
danger?'

"l doubt it. A disgraced agent isonething. A dead agent is something completely different.
Besides—it'sabaancing act. If they push too hard, welll go to the press. It's an eection year and
there are too many photos showing... that man with senior administration members. They want to
quiet thisdown, not blow it up.”

"1 need to talk to Davy about this. Watch your back, okay?'

"Twenty-four/seven.”



"All the windows are shuttered. Y ou can't see anything of theinterior. Even before, when | was
watching people go in and out, | never saw inside the door. It's got that awning.”

They were on the roof across the street and down the block from Simons's Manhattan

townhouse. Davy was egting a chicken kabob on a bun, bought from a street vendor at the edge of
the park.

Millieglared a him. "Areyou ligening to me?"

Helicked one of hisfingers. "Sure. No jump steinsde. But we don't want to go insde that
building." He gnawed at the bamboo skewer, getting the last bit of chicken off the shaft. "It's adegth
trap." He wiped hisfingers on the ngpkin before reaching over, and took the binoculars from her.
"Nice. You buy thesewhilel was, uh, gone?' He peered through them.

"Yan

"Niceflat roof. The parapet is three feet high or so with drains to downspouts. Maybe interior
plumbed drainsaswell." He gave the binoculars back to Millie.

"WE!I need about a cubic yard of fast-setting cement.”

Millie watched from the distant building as Davy dedlt with the video surveillance system,
smashing each of the roof cameras with athirty-three-inch Louisville Sugger basebdl bat in maple,
bought especia. Hetook out al four camerasin less than three seconds.

Shejumped to join him. He was spinning the bat and grinning like afool and shesad, "Very
nice, dear. Don't tear your gtitches.”

He stuck out histongue. "Take a peek at the front door.”

She stuck her head over the parapet and looked down. There was no activity below. She
wondered what they were thinking inside or if they'd even noticed.

"No activity," she reported.

He put down the bat and said, "Back in asecond.”

When he returned he held two galvanized buckets, each haf full of wet cement. He worked his
way around the edge of the parapet, filling each through-the-wall rain drain with the thick glop. He
made severd trips back to the cement yard. By the time he'd blocked al sixteen spouts, thefirst one
was hardening to the touch. There were four more, through-the-roof drains out in the middle of the
expanse. He used a bucket over each, letting it squeeze in among the gratings.

Hewhigtled cheerfully as he worked.

She couldn't help smiling.

"Wdl," he said, tossing the bucketsto one side. "It's not too late to stop. We do thisand they'll
chase ustherest of our lives."



Millie sopped smiling. "And this changes things how? Asif they're not going to keep chasing us
if we don't? Let them understand the consequences.”

Davy nodded briefly. "Y eah, but now we've crossed the line aswell. Y ou want the front or the
back?'

Shesad, "I'll go acrossthe street and watch the front.” She jerked her thumb directly acrossthe
Street to a building one sory higher.

Davy nodded. "Got your horn?"
She held up the compressed air can with the boating horn attached.
"Be off with ya, then." He picked up the bat and wandered back toward the rear of the building.

Millie jumped across the street to the fire escape she could see and climbed to the roof. She
watched Davy lean over the rear parapet and glance below, at the rear garden. He turned back to her
and waved. She waved back.

Hed described it, of course, when he told her what he'd done back on the Vineyard, but she
was unprepared for the sheer volume of water. The roof was approximately sixty feet by sixty and it
was knee deep in under hdf aminute.

About one hundred and sixty-two tons of water.

Shewaswondering if it would hold the full three hundred and twenty-four tonsthat water al the
way to the pargpet would entail when the question answered itsdlf. Theroof caved in near the front of
the building, and the water flowed down into the gap.

Almosgt immediately water smashed through the glass and geysered between the bars of the
windows on the fourth floor.

Up on the roof Davy kept the water coming. He was holding onto the rear fagade and the roof
under him was gpparently still solid.

Now water was coming out of the windows on the third floor. The front door banged open
below and Millie focused the binoculars. They mostly seemed to be servants—at least they wore
livery, wet, in some cases, to thewast.

Three more men washed out the door and down the steps, as the water began to flow in earnest
on thefirgt floor, turning the stoop into a cascade of rapids. An end table, alamp, a coat rack, an
attaché case, and a padded bench followed in the flood. One of the two garage doors started to
creep up, then stopped, with agap of three feet. Several bottles and gallon jugs washed out onto the
driveway, then amechanics creeper, and abundle of rags.

The eectricity is out. That'swhy the garage door had stopped rising. It'saso why Davy had
used—was gill using seawater.

A man crawled out under the garage door, then reached back to drag, well, float another man



out on hisback. A man wearing acast and ding.

Bingo. She squeezed the horn button and winced at the noise, athousand balloons being rubbed
together, then threw it aside. Before her ears stopped ringing, Davy was a the front edge of Simonss
building perched on the parapet like agargoyle. He looked down at the street and vanished.

She jerked her head back down to the sidewalk but Simons was aready gone.

She went to the Aeriefirst, and picked up the handheld metal detector she'd purchased that
morning. It was a black and yellow "wand" unit like those used &t arports.

Davy, asarranged, had jumped Simonsto an empty stretch of desert some fifty miles east of the
Aerie, northwest of the town of Terlingua. He was worried about tracking devices. They were smaller
and smaller, with satdllite transcel vers usng the globa positioning system to fix location. And knowing
Davy and Milliewere dive and active, Simons might have taken precautions.

Simonswas face down in the sand and Davy was knedling on him, one kneein his back, while
Davy patted him down with one hand. Tossed to one side were acell phone, awallet, a set of keys,
and two clipsfor an automatic pistol. The gun that went with the ammo wasin Davy's hand, the
muzzle pressed quite hard againgt the back of Simons's head.

The expression on Davy's face frightened her. Shewas haf afraid held kill Simons.

And half afraid he won't.

She switched on the wand and swept it over Smonss legs. The shoes beeped and she pulled
them off before throwing them into the growing pile. His back was negative but hiswatch st it off.
She gtripped it off.

Simonssright forearm wasin afiberglasswrist cast stretching from the base of hisfingersto just
short of hiselbow. When she passed the wand over it, the speaker shrilled.

"Theréssomethingin hiscas," shesad. "Strong sgnd.”
Davy ground the gun muzzle into Simonss head. "What did they put in your cast?*
Simonssaid dowly, "They put two pinsin my wrig."

Millie shook her head. "They can't put ahard cast on after surgery until the swelling goes down.
Héslying."

With his free hand, Davy picked up alarge rock the size of asmall cabbage and held it closeto
the ground, before Simonssface. "Let'sjust break it open, and see”

Milliesaid, "Won't exactly help his broken bones.”

Davy laughed. "And your point would be?'



"1 suppose one could consider that a benefit," she said, hoping she was playing along with an act.

Simons pulled his cast in to hisside, trying to hide it with historso.

Davy dropped the rock, took his knee off of Simons's back, and rolled him face up. "Don't
move," he said, pressing the gun to Simonss forehead. " See what other toys he has." Davy amiled, but
the expression was neither kind nor reassuring.

Millie swept the wand over the front of Simons's limbs, then up over historso. It screeched at
his belt buckle and at some change in his pockets, which she added to the pile. She swept higher. At
hisleft shoulder it screeched again.

Davy'sface illed. He ripped the shirt open, popping buttons. The nasty smile dropped from his
face.

"Oh," sad Millie.

Simonswastan under hisshirt but it only highlighted the two scars, the larger one below the
collarbone, the other above, on the neck. Old scars, yearsold.

Davy took the gun away from Simonss head and yelled at the sky. "Where does this stop?”
Smonsflinched.

Davy looked down a Simons. " thought your reach was... enormous, but it wasn't your reach,
wasit?'

"Another implant zombie," said Millie. "Then who heads your organization?'

Simonsrolled awvay from them and they let him. He sat up and scooted away, coming to a stop
againg alarge boulder in the shade of amesquite bush four yards away. He sneered at them.

Millie eyed him warily. "What do you think isin his cast? Could it be awegpon?'

Davy shook hishead. "A tracer perhaps, or some sort of bug. Almost certainly eectronic.”

"How long do you think we have until they come for him?"

Davy looked a Simons. Simons pointedly covered his mouth and yawned.

"We haveforever." Davy picked up the rock again. "We can jump away from here before they
come and when they do, well have removed whatever isin hiscast." He turned toward Millie and
winked at her. He turned back to face Simons.

"Thismight ging alittle

"Y ou can't touch me," Simons smiled. He raised the cast, like he was cradling it, up and across
his chest, but there was an awkwardness as he pushed it even higher.



Getting it up to the—"Davy! Don't let—"

It was asif Simons been shot from behind, the way his upper chest exploded. The cast diverted
much of the blood but the spray reached severd feet and Millie felt warm droplets strike the back of
her hand.

The heart beat on, blood fountaining in pulses, once, twice, three times, and then mere seepage
unaided by the contractions of the heart. Simons's eyes went from wide-opened and surprised to
half-closed and distant and, findly, absent.

Millie thought for amoment that it had been the cast that had exploded, but while the fiberglass
was covered in blood, it wasintact, still covering hiswrist, lying across the sand, the projecting fingers
dightly curled.

She swalowed convulsvely.

"So, that'swhat they put in the cast,” Davy said. He swayed dightly on hisfeet and hiseyeswere
glazed.

Millietook aquick step to hisside and grabbed hisarm. " Steady.”
He bent over and took severa deep breaths. When he stood again, his color was better.
"What wasit?"' she asked.

"'Something to make hisimplant detonate. A magnet, maybe, or something more sophisticated. |
guess he believed me, about the rock. He didn't want me to remove the cast.”

Millie spoke moreto herself than Davy. "Hedid it to himsdf. To keep usfrom interrogating him
about hismasters.”

Davy licked hislips. "Magters? More than one? God, | hope not. | had this picture of him gtting
at the center of the web, pulling on the strings. Wheat if he's on the periphery?’

Millie shook her head. "Layer upon layer. Circleswithin circles. We may never know. From the
way you described him—from what | saw of him—he wasn't the sort to relinquish control. Maybe
that'swhy hedid it. His choiceto thelast."

"l didn't try to save him. If I'd jumped him to atrauma center—"

Millie stroked Davy's back. " Padgett was on the operating table when hiswent off and they
couldn't save him. And—" She looked away from Simons. "1 wouldn't have killed him. I know you
wouldn't, either. But he can't hurt anybody else now and prosecuting him has just become moot.”

Davy findly nodded.

"What are we going to do with his body?"

Davy looked at hiswatch. "It's only been fifteen minutes since he 'l eft' histownhouse. Let's put



him back."
She frowned at him. "Y ou're sending amessage.”
"l hope 0."
"And thetext is?'

"Leave usaone. Pursuing usis not worth the price.” He gestured at Smons. "He was very highly
placed. They lost far more than two houses and severa agents. Hopefully, they lost influence.”

Millie was doubtful. "Maybe. Or perhapsthey've aready got someone primed to stepin.”

Davy nodded dowly. "Maybe."

They took acab from BWI. It wasto ahigh school just outside the Digtrict on the Batimore
sde. It wasn't their high school, but both kids were participating in the swim meet. They found the
kids mother in a shadowy, empty section of the upper bleachers.

Davy offered hishand. "Hello, Mrs. Cox. My nameis Davy Rice. Thisismy wife, Millie."

Cindy Cox stared at him, wide-eyed. "' never thought 1'd meet you. | know about you, but I'm
not supposed to. Brian was pretty good about not bringing hiswork home, but—" She shook his
hand belatedly.

"Did you know | was there when Brian died?’

She blinked and the color drained out of her face. Y ou couldn't have been! Y ou wouldn't have
let him die! Not with what you can do.”

Davy's mouth went flat and tight and Millie saw hiseyestear. "|—I wish that were s0."

Millie said, "Davy was drugged, Mrs. Cox. Brian died trying to keep him from being kidnapped.
Hefailed. Until last week, Davy's been a prisoner—a subject of experiments.”

Cindy looked a him. "I'm sorry. It'sjust that you were one of my 'if only's." If only he'd been
sick thet day. If only held stayed home that night. If only I'd ingsted when early retirement was an
option. If only Davy had been with him, to take him to safety.”

"TheNSA didnt tdl you?"

"They only said held been killed in the line of duty. Greater love hath no man and dl that."

Downin the poal the starter was preparing a heat of fifty-yard freestyle. Cindy said, "Excuse
me. That'sBilly, our eldest, inlanefive”

The starter tone echoed in the closed quarters of theindoor pool and the bodies arched through



theair to diceinto the water. Billy wasn't the fastest swvimmer in his heat but his dive and turn were
both so clean that he won anyway.

His mother cheered and waved and cried.

When she turned back to Davy, he said, "Did the NSA tedll you that your husband's murderer is
in the custody of the FBI?'

Shetook a deep breath and exhaled. "Not the NSA. But afriend in the agency did."
"Anders" sad Millie.

"Y es, when he asked where you could meet me. | don't know if it helps or not. Even if they
convict her, Brian will till be dead.” Cindy rubbed her nose with the back of her hand.

Davy took adeep bresth and said, "Brian'slast words were, Tell Cindy she's the best thing that
ever happened to me. Her and the boys." "

Cindy Cox stared at him and the corners of her mouth hooked sharply down. Millie did over
and held her upright as the woman dissolved into tears and sobs.

When she stopped she seemed drained. Four heats had been run but the cheers echoing through
the building had easily covered the sobs. She pushed hersdf away from Millie. "I'm dl right. Zachary
isin the next event. | need to watch." She held out her hand. "Thank you for giving me his message.
I'msorry | said what | said. | know you would've saved him if you could. It must've been awful,
watching him die”

"It was. But | owe him, so | owe you." He handed her acard. "Y ou need anything, placethat in
the Wednesday Washington Post Classfiedsand I'll come running.” He paused. "Isthere something
| can do for you now? Beforel go?'

Cindy looked around, then said. " Just one thing. When you go, could you go your way?I've
awayswondered—"

"My way? Oh. Okay."

They jumped.

"Chrig, it'sfreezing!"

The cabin was asprawling two-story log house &t five thousand feet in the Y ukon Canadian
Rockies, one hundred miles from the nearest town. It had been built by amillionaire asafly-in hunting
lodge, but the lack of safe flying westher in the area, even in the dead of summer, made him giveit up.
Davy purchased it and the surrounding four hundred acres for thirty thousand Canadian dollars.

Even now, in May, snow lay heaped around.



Davy said, "But there's a hot spring under the bathhouse.”
"But thecabinisfreezing! I'm turning blue!"
"Wait." He closed hiseyes.

The gust of wind made her stagger. The front door blew shut with abang and her ears popped.
Davy glowed and hot air streamed out of him.

"What are you doing?"' she said. She walked up to him and held her hands out, asif to afire.

"Twinning. To Terlingua. It'sacouple of thousand feet lower and a lot warmer so the air
pressure differentid gives usforced air heating. Feding better? I'm swesting." He stopped glowing
and walked over to the window. "There," he said, pointing. Water was dripping off the eaves as snow
melted. "Besides, the radiators are plumbed to the hot spring. The pipes were drained when the
building was mothballed.”

"And no onewill bother us here?!

"Who knows? | bought it under one of my old NSA fake passports as a Canadian national. The
deed'sregistered in acloset down in the provincia courthouse in Whitehorse. | mean, the wesather's
S0 bad that you can't even get here most of the time unlessyou go our way. We're closer to the
Arctic Ocean than we areto the lower forty-eight. And we own it, unlike the Aerie. If someone
stumbleson it, we can tell them no trespassing, private property, arrivederci.”

She looked out the front window. She could see fifteen miles down the valey and caribou
grazed the bottoms, where the snow was beginning to melt. She twitched her lipsinto asmile. "Wéll,
use our way to go get somefood. I'm hungry.”

She built afirewhile he fetched Indian takeout.

"Where?' she asked.

"One of those we've never been in, chosen randomly on St. Mark's Place in the East Village. No
more ‘favorite restaurants,” he sghed. "No more predictability."”

Millie looked down at the floor. "No more clients. No more condo. No more classes, no more
books. No more teacher's dirty looks."

Davy turned to her, hismouth atight line, a piece of chicken tandoori forgotten on hisfork. "No.
| guessthat follows. Y ou aren't just a potentia handle on me, now, are you? Y ou're atarget in your
own right—another jumper.”

"Y eah. Another. Why isthat?"

"Maybeit'scatching,” he said.

"And maybeit'slearned. For the past twelve years you've taken me al over the world,
tel eporting me thousands of times. Nobody &l se—barring you, of course—has experienced the



phenomenon that much.”

He nodded. "Y eah—that's pretty much what | thought. | know it's screwing up your life, but I'm
30 glad not to be the only one.™

"Y ou going to start aschoal for jumpers?'Y ou know, jump them a hundred times here and there,
then push them off adiff?'

He shuddered. "I don't want to think what the graduation percentage would be."

She shrugged. "They don't haveto actualy die—they just haveto think they're going to. That's
my guess."

"And if it works, then they become the targets, right?"

Milliedtirred her chai. "Y ou'reright. For now | guesswell keepit in the family." She smiled
suddenly and Davy looked at her, eyes narrowed.

"Family."

She nodded.

"Youand me"

Shesamiled again. "Et cetera.”
"What do you mean?"'

"And so forth. And so on." Shetook another gulp of chai, then put it down and braced her
hands on her knees. " stopped taking birth control the day you disappeared.”

Hiseyeswidened. "I'm not sure—"

"No," shesaid. "I know you're not, but it'stime. | know you're afraid you'll turn into your father,
that you'l treat your own children like he treated you. But ook, dear one, if you resisted killing and
punishing the people who imprisoned and tortured you, I'm pretty sure you won't raise your hand to
your own children—even when they start throwing food or tearing pages out of your precious books."

Shewaved her hand at the cabin. "And thisis amuch better place for kidsthan the Aerie. More
room—no cliff. Y ou must've been thinking about that alittle.”

He blushed. "Wdl—"

Shetook hishand. "It's time" Shetook a paper napkin and wiped the corner of his mouth, then
led him out into the cold, through the snow, to the bathhouse.

"In morewaysthan one."
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