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The door to my office did open. “Hello,” | said, risng from my chair. “Y ou must be my nine o'clock.” |
sadit asif | had aten o'clock and an eleven o'clock, but | didn't. The whole Martian economy wasin a
dump, and, even though | wasthe only private detective on Mars, thiswasthefirst new casel'd had in
weeks.

"Yes,” sad ahigh, femininevoice. “1'm Cassandra Wilkins."

| let my eyesrove up and down her body. It was very good work; | wondered if she'd had quite so
perfect afigure before transferring. People usualy ordered replacement bodies that, at least in broad
strokes, resembled their originas, but few could resist improving them. Men got buffer, women got
curvier, and everyone modified their faces, removing asymmetries, wrinkles, and imperfections. If and
when | transferred mysdlf, I'd eliminate the gray in my blond hair and get anew nose that would look like
my current one had before it'd been broken a couple of times.

"A pleasure to meet you, Ms. Wilkins,” | said. “I'm Alexander Lomax. Please have aseat.”

Shewas alittle thing, no more than ahundred and fifty centimeters, and she was wearing astylish
slver-gray blouse and skirt, but no makeup or jewelry. I'd expected her to Sit down with acatlike, fluid
movement, given her ddlicate features, but she just sort of plunked hersdf into the chair. “Thanks,” she
said. “I do hope you can hep me, Mr. Lomax. | redly do."

Rather than immediately sitting down mysdlf, | went to the coffee maker. | filled my own mug, then
opened my mouth to offer Cassandraacup, but closed it before doing so; transfers, of course, didn't
drink. “What seemsto be the problem?’ | said, returning to my chair.

It's hard reading atransfer's expression: the facid sculpting was usudly very good, but the movements
were somewhat restrained. “ My husband—oh, my goodness, Mr. Lomax, | hate to even say this” She
looked down at her hands. “My husband ... he's disappeared.”

| raised my eyebrows; it was pretty damned difficult for someone to disappear here. New Klondike was
only three kilometersin diameter, al of it locked under the dome. “When did you last see him?”

"Three daysago.”

My officewas smdll, but it did have awindow. Throughiit, | could see one of the supporting arches that
helped to hold up the transparent dome over New Klondike. Outside the dome, a sandstorm was raging,
orange clouds obscuring the sun. Auxiliary lights on the arch compensated for that, but Martian daylight
was never very bright. That's areason why even those who had a choice were reluctant to return to
Earth: after years of only dim illumination, apparently the sun as seen from there was excruciating. “Is
your husband, um, likeyou?’ | asked.

She nodded. “ Oh, yes. We both came here looking to make our fortune, just like everyone else.”
| shook my head. “1 meanisheaso atransfer?”
"Oh, sorry. Yes, heis. Infact, we both just transferred.”

"It'san expengive procedure,” | said. “Could he have been skipping out on paying for it?"



Cassandra shook her head. “No, no. Joshuafound one or two nice specimens early on. He used the
money from selling those pieces to buy the NewY ou franchise here. That's where we met—after | threw
inthetowe on gfting dirt, | got ajob in salesthere. Anyway, of course, we both got to transfer at cost.”
She was actually wringing her synthetic hands. “Oh, Mr. Lomax, please help me! | don't know what I'm
going to do without my Joshua"

"Youmust lovehimalot,” | said, watching her pretty face for more than just the pleasure of looking at it;
| wanted to gauge her sincerity as shereplied. After all, people often disappeared because things were
bad a home, but spouses are rarely forthcoming about that.

"Oh, | do!” said Cassandra. “1 love him more than | can say. Joshuais awonderful, wonderful man.” She
looked at me with pleading eyes. “Y ou have to help me get him back. Y ou just haveto!"

| looked down at my coffee mug; steam wasrising fromit. “Have you tried the police?’

Cassandra made a sound that | guessed was supposed to be asnort: it had the right roughness, but was
dry asMartian sand. “ Y es. They—oh, | hate to speak ill of anyone, Mr. Lomax! Believe me, it's not my
way, but—well, there's no ducking it, isthere? They were usdess. Just totally useless.”

| nodded dightly; itsastory | heard often enough—I owed most of whét little livelihood | had to thelocdl
cops incompetence and indifference. “Who did you speegk to?"

"A—adetective, | guess hewas, he didn't wear auniform. I've forgotten his name.”
"What did helook like?'

"Red hair, and—"

"That'sMac,” | said. Shelooked puzzled, so | said hisfull name. “Douga McCrae."

"McCrae, yes,” said Cassandra. She shuddered a bit, and she must have noticed my surprised reaction
tothat. “ Sorry,” shesaid. “1 just didn't like the way he looked a me."

| ressted running my eyes over her body just then; I'd already done so, and | could remember what 1'd
seen. | guess her origina figure hadn't been likethisone; if it had, sheld certainly be used to admiring
looks from men by now.

"I'll have aword with McCrae,” | said. “ See what's dready been done. Then I'll pick up where the cops
|ft off."

"Would you?’ Her green eyes seemed to dance. “Oh, thank you, Mr. Lomax! Y ou're agood man—I
cantdl!"

| shrugged alittle. “1 can show you two ex-wives and a half-dozen bankers who'd disagree.”

"Oh, no,” shesad. “Don't say thingslikethat! Y ou are agood man, I'm sure of it. Believeme, | havea
sense about these things. Y ou're agood man, and | know you won't let me down."

Naive woman; sheld probably thought the same thing about her husband—until held run off. “Now, what
can you tell me about your husband? Joshua, isit?"

"Yes, that'sright. Hisfull name is Joshua Connor Wilkins—and it's Joshua, never just Josh, thank you
very much.” | nodded. Guyswho were ana about being called by their full first names never bought a
round, in my experience. Maybe it was agood thing that this clown was gone.



"Yes” | said. “Goon.” | didn't have to take notes, of course. My office computer was recording
everything, and would extract whatever was useful into asummary filefor me.

Cassandraran her synthetic lower lip back and forth beneath her artificia upper teeth, thinking for a
moment. Then: “Wel, hewasborn in Cagary, Alberta, and he's thirty-eight years old. He moved to
Mars seven mears ago.” Mears were Mars-years, about double the length of those on Earth.

"Do you have apicture?’
"l can accessone,” shesaid. She pointed at my desk termind. “May 17"

| nodded, and Cassandra reached over to grab the keyboard. In doing so, she managed to knock over
my coffee mug, spilling hot joe al over her dainty hand. Shelet out asmal yelp of pain. | got up, grabbed
atowe, and began wiping up the mess. “I'm surprised that hurt,” | said. “I mean, | do like my coffee hat,
but..."

"Trandersfed pain, Mr. Lomax,” she said, “for the same reason that biologicas do. When you're
flesh-and-blood, you need a signding system to warn you when your parts are being damaged; sameis
true for those of uswho have trandferred. Admittedly, artificia bodies are much more durable, of
course.”

"Ah” | said.

"Sorry,” shereplied. “I've explained this so many times now—you know, a work. Anyway, please
forgive me about your desk."

| made adismissve gesture. “Thank God for the paperless office, en? Don't worry about it.” | gestured
at the keyboard; fortunately, none of the coffee had gone down between the keys. “Y ou were going to
show me apicture?'

"Oh, right.” She spoke some commands, and the termina responded—making me wonder what she'd
wanted the keyboard for. But then she used it to typein along passphrase; presumably she didn't want
to say hersaoud in front of me. She frowned as she was typing it in, and backspaced to make a
correction; multiword passphrases were easy to say, but hard to type if you weren't adept with a
keyboard—and the more security conscious you were, the longer the passphrase you used.

Anyway, she accessed some repository of her personal files, and brought up a photo of
Joshua-never-Josh Wilkins. Given how attractive Mrs. Wilkins was, he wasn't what | expected. He had
cold, gray eyes, hair buzzed so short asto be nonexistent, and a thin, almost lipless mouth; the overal
effect wasreptilian. “That's before,” | said. “What about after? What's he look like now that he's
tranferred?’

"Umm, pretty much the same,” shesaid.

"Redly?’ If I'd had that kisser, I'd have modified it for sure. “Do you have pictures taken since he moved
hismind?'

"No actud pictures,” said Cassandra. “After dl, heand | only just transferred. But | can go into the
NewY ou database, and show you the plans from which his new face was manufactured.” She spoketo
the terminal some more, and then typed in another lengthy passphrase. Soon enough, she had a
computer-graphics rendition of Joshua's head on my screen.

"You'reright,” | said, surprised. “He didn't change athing. Can | get copiesof dl this?'



She nodded, and spoke some more commands, transferring various documentsinto loca storage.
"All right,” | said. “My feeistwo hundred solarsan hour.”

"That'sfine, that'sfine, of course! | don't care about the money, Mr. Lomax—not at dl. | just want
Joshuaback. Pleasetdl meyoull find him."

"l'will,” I said, smiling my most reassuring smile. “Don't you worry about that. He can't have gonefar.”

* * %

Actualy, of course, Joshua Wilkins could perhaps have gone quite far—so my first order of business
wasto diminate that possbility.

No spaceships had left Marsin the last ten days, so he couldn't be off-planet. There was agiant airlock
in the south through which large spaceships could be brought inside for dry-dock work, but it hadn't been
cracked open in weeks. And, athough atransfer could exist freely on the Martian surface, there were
only four personnd air locks leading out of the dome, and they al had security guards. | visited each of
those air locks and checked, just to be sure, but the only people who had gone out in the last three days
were the usua crowds of haplessfossil hunters, and every one of them had returned when the dust sorm

began.

| remember when thistown had started up: “The Great Fossil Rush,” they called it. Weingarten and
ORellly, two early private explorerswho had come here at their own expense, had found thefirst fossls
on Mars, and had made afortune sdlling them back on Earth. More vauable than any precious metd;
rarer than anything else in the solar sysem—actua evidence of extraterrestrid life! Good fist-szed
gpecimenswent for millionsin online auctions; excellent football-szed onesfor billions. Therewasno
greater status symbol than to own the petrified remains of aMartian pentaped or rhizomorph.

Of course, Weingarten and O'Reilly wouldn't say precisely where they'd found their specimens, but it had
been easy enough to prove that their spaceship had landed here, in the Isdis Planitiabasin. Other
treasure hunters started coming, and New Klondike—the one and only town on Mars—was born.

Native life was never widdy dispersed on Mars; the single ecosystem that had ever existed here seemed
to have been confined to an areanot much bigger than Rhode Idand. Some of the prospectors—excuse
me, foss| hunters—who came shortly after W& O'sfirst expedition found afew nice specimens, although
most had been badly blasted by blowing sand.

Somewhere, though, was the mother lode: abed that produced fossils more finely preserved than even
those from Earth's famed Burgess Shde. Weingarten and O'Rellly had known where it was—they'd
stumbled on it by pure dumb luck, apparently. But they'd both been killed when their heat shield
separated from their lander when re-entering Earth's atmaosphere after their third expedition here—and, in
the twenty mears since, no one had yet rediscovered it.

People were il looking, of course. Thereéd adways been amarket for transferring consciousness, the
potentidly infinite lifespan was hugdly appeding. But here on Mars, the demand was particularly brisk,
since artificial bodies could spend days or even weeks on the surface, searching for paleontological gold,
without worrying about running out of air. Of course, aserious sandstorm could blast the synthetic flesh
from metal bones, and scour those bones until they were whittled to nothing; that's why no one was
outsderight now.

Anyway, Joshua-never-Josh Wilkins was clearly not outside the dome, and he hadn't taken off ina
gpaceship. Wherever he was hiding, it was somewherein New Klondike. | can't say he was breathing
the same air | was, because he wasn't breathing at all. But he was here, somewhere. All | had to do was



findhim.

| didn't want to duplicate the efforts of the police, although “efforts’ was usualy too generousaterm to
apply to thework of thelocal constabulary; “ cursory attempts’ probably was closer to the truth, if |
knew Mac.

New Klondike had twelve radid roadways, cutting across the nine concentric rings of buildings under the
dome. My office was at dome's edge; | could have taken ahovertram into the center, but | preferred to
walk. A good detective knew what was happening on the streets, and the hovertrams, dilapidated though
they were, sped by too fast for that.

| didn't make any bones about staring at the transfers | saw dong theway. They ranged in style from
redlly sophisticated models, like Cassandra Wilkins, to things only astep up from the tin woodsman of
Oz. Of course, those who'd contented themsel ves with second-rate synthetic forms doubtless believed
they'd trade up when they eventually happened upon some decent specimens. Poor saps; no one had
found truly spectacular remains for mears, and lots of people were giving up and going back to Earth, if
they could afford the passage, or were settling in to lives of, as Thoreau would haveit, quiet desperation,
their dreams as dead asthe fossIs they'd never found.

| continued walking easily dong; Mars gravity isabout athird of Earth's. Some people were stuck here
because they'd | et their muscles atrophy; they'd never be able to hack afull gee again. Me, | was stuck
here for other reasons, but | worked out more than most—Gully's Gym, over by the shipyards—and so
gtill had reasonably strong legs; | could walk comfortably al day if | had to.

The cop shop was afive-story building—it could bethat tall, this near the center of the dome—with walls
that had once been white, but were now a grimy grayish pink. The front doors were clear dloquartz,
same as the overhead dome, and they did aside as| waked up to them. At the side of the lobby wasa
long red desk—as if we don't see enough red on Mars—with amap showing the Isdis Planitiabasin;
New Klondike was abig circle off to one side.

The desk sergeant was aflabby lowbrow named Huxley, whose uniform adways seemed asize too small
for him. “Hey, Hux,” | said, waking over. “IsMacin?'

Huxley consulted amonitor, then nodded. “ Y eah, he'sin, but he don't see just anyone.”

"I'm not just anyone, Hux. I'm the guy who picks up the pieces after you clowns bungle things.”
Huxley frowned, trying to think of argoinder. “Yeah, wdl...” hesad, at las.

"Oooh,” | said. “Good one, Hux! Way to put mein my place."

He narrowed hiseyes. “Y ou ain't asfunny asyou think you are, Lomax,” he said.

"Of courseI'mnot,” | said. “Nobody could be that funny. | nodded at the secured inner door. “ Going to
buzz methrough?"

"Only to berid of you,” said Huxley. So pleased was he with the wit of thisremark that he repeated it:
“Only to berid of you."

Huxley reached below the counter, and the inner door—an unmarked black panel—dlid aside. |
pantomimed tipping anonexistent hat at Hux, and headed into the station proper. | then walked down the
corridor to McCrage's office; the door was open, so | rapped my knuckles against the plastic jamb.

"Lomax!” he said, looking up. “ Decided to turn yoursdf in?"



"Very funny, Mac,” | said. *'Y ou and Hux should go on the road together.”
He snorted. “What can | do for you, Alex?'

Mac was askinny biologica, with shaggy orange eyebrows shielding his blue eyes. “1'm looking for aguy
named Joshua Wilkins"

Mac had a strong Scottish brogue—so strong, | figured it must be an affectation. “Ah, yes,” he said.
“Who'syour client? The wife?"

| nodded.

"A bonnielass” hesaid.

"That sheis” | said. “Anyway, you tried to find her husband, thisWilkins..."
"We looked around, yeah,” said Mac. “He's atrandfer, you knew that?"

| nodded.

"Wel,” Mac sad, “she gave usthe plansfor his new face—precise measurements, and dl that. Welve
been feeding dl the video made by public security cameras through facid-recognition software. So far,
no luck."

| smiled. That's about asfar as Mac's detective work normally went: things he could do without hauling
his bony ass out from behind his desk. “How much of New Klondike do they cover now?’ | asked.

"It's down to sixty percent of the public areas,” said Mac. People kept smashing the cameras, and the
city didn't have the time or money to replace them.

"Youll let meknow if you find anything?'

Mac drew his shaggy eyebrows together. “Y ou know the privacy laws, Alex. | can't divulge what the
Security cameras see.”

| reached into my pocket, pulled out afifty-solar coin, and flipped it. It went up rapidly, but came down
inwhat ill seemed like dow motion to me, even after dl these yearson Mars; Mac didn't require any
specia reflexesto catch it in midair. “ Of course,” he said, 1 suppose we could make an exception...”

"Thanks. Y ou're acredit to law-enforcement officias everywhere."

He snorted again, then: “ Say, what kind of heat you packing these days? Y ou till carrying that old Smith
& Weson?"!

"I'vegot alicense” | said, narrowing my eyes.

"Oh, I know, | know. But be careful, eh? The times, they are a-changin’. Bullets aren't much use against a
transfer, and there are getting to be more of those each day.”

| nodded. “ So I've heard. How do you guys handle them?"
"Until recently, aslittleaspossble,” said Mac. “Turning ablind eye, and al that."
"Savesgetting up,” | said.

Mac didn't take offense. “Exactly. But let me show you something.” We left his office, went further down



the corridor and entered another room. He pointed to adevice on the table. “ Just arrived from Earth,” he
sad. “Thelatest thing."

It wasawide, flat disk, maybe haf ameter in diameter, and five centimetersthick. Therewereapair of
U-shaped handgrips attached to the edge, opposite each other. “What isit?’ | asked.

"A broadband disrupter,” he said. He picked it up and held it in front of himself, like agladiator's shield.
“It discharges an oscillating multifrequency dectromagnetic pulse. From adistance of four metersor less,
it will completely fry the artificid brain of atransfer—killing it as effectively asabullet kills ahuman.”

"l don't plan on killing anyone,” | said.

"That'swhat you said the lagt time."

Ouch. Still, maybe he had apoint. “I don't suppose you have aspare one | can borrow?”
Mac laughed. “ Areyou kidding? Thisisthe only one weve got so far.”

"Wedll, then,” | said, heading for the door, “1 guess I'd better be careful .”

* % %

My next stop was the NewY ou building. | took Third Avenue, one of the radia streets of the city, out the
five blockstoit. The building was two storiestal and was made, like most structures here, of red
laser-fused Martian sand bricks. FHlanking the main doors were apair of wide aloquartz display

windows, showing dusty artificia bodies dressed in fashions from about two mears ago; it was high time

somebody updated things.

Inside, the store was part showroom and part workshop, with spare parts components about: here, a
white-skinned artificia hand; there, ablack lower leg; on shelves, synthetic eyes and spools of colored
monofilament that | guessed were used to Smulate hair. Therewere dso dl sorts of interna partson
worktables: motors and hydraulic pumps and joint hinges. A half-dozen technicians were milling around,
assembling new bodies or repairing old ones.

Acrosstheroom, | spotted Cassandra Wilkins, wearing abeige suit today. She was talking with aman
and awoman, who were biological; potentia customers, presumably. “Hello, Cassandra,” | said, after I'd
closed the distance between us.

"Mr. Lomax!” she said, excusing hersdf from the couple. “1'm so glad you're here—so very glad! What
news do you have?'

"Not much,” | said. “I've been to visit the cops, and | thought | should start my investigation here. After
al, your husband owned thisfranchise, right?'

Cassandranodded enthusiastically. “1 knew | was doing the right thing hiring you,” she said. “I just knew
it! Why, do you know that lazy detective McCrae never stopped by here—not even oncel™

| smiled. “Mac's not the outdoorsy type,” | said. “And, well, you get what you pay for."
"lsn't that the truth?” said Cassandra. “Isn't that just the God's honest truth!™
"Y ou said your husband moved hismind recently?'

She nodded her head. “ Yes. All of that goes on upstairs, though. Thisisjust sales and service down
here"



"Can you show me?’ | asked.

She nodded again. “ Of course—anything you want to see, Mr. Lomax!” What | wanted to see was
under that beige suit—nothing begt the perfection of atransfer's body—but | kept that thought to mysdif.
Cassandra looked around the room, then motioned for another staff member—also female, dso a
transfer, aso gorgeous, and this one did wear tasteful makeup and jewelry—to come over. “1'm sorry,”
Cassandra said to the two customers she'd abandoned afew moments ago. “ Miss Takahashi here will
look after you.” Shethen turned to me. “Thisway."

We went through a curtained doorway and up a set of stairs. “Here's our scanning room,” said
Cassandra, indicating the left-hand one of apair of doors; both doors had little windows in them. She
stood on tiptoe to look in the scanning-room window, and nodded, apparently satisfied by what she saw,
then opened the door. Two people wereinside: abalding man of about forty, who was seated, and a
standing woman who looked twenty-five; the woman was atransfer hersdlf, though so there was no way
of knowing her real age. “ So sorry to interrupt,” Cassandrasaid. Shelooked at the man in the chair,
while gesturing at me. “Thisis Alexander Lomax. He's providing some, ah, consulting servicesfor us.”

The man looked a me, surprised, then said, “Klaus Hansen,” by way of introduction.

"Would you mind ever so much if Mr. Lomax watched while the scan was being done?’ asked
Cassandra.

Hansen consdered thisfor amoment, frowning hislong, thin face. But then he nodded. “ Sure. Why not?"
"Thanks” | said. “I'll just stand over here.” | moved to the far wal and leaned back againdt it.

The chair Hansen was ditting in looked alot like abarber's chair. The female transfer who wasn't
Cassandra reached up above the chair and pulled down a trand ucent hemisphere that was attached by
an articulated arm to the ceiling. She kept lowering it until al of Hansen's head was covered, and then she
turned to a control console.

The hemisphere shimmered dightly, asthough afilm of oil waswashing over its surface; the scanning
field, | supposed.

Cassandrawas standing next to me, arms crossed in front of her chest. It was an unnatural-looking pose,
given her large bosom. “How long does the scanning take?’ | asked.

"It'sa quantum-mechanical process,” shereplied. “So the scanning israpid. But it'll take about ten
minutes to move the datainto the artificia brain. And then...”

"Andthen?’ | said.

Shelifted her shoulders, asif the rest didn't need to be spelled out. “Why, and then Mr. Hansen will be
ableto liveforever."

"Ah” | sad.

"Comeaong,” said Cassandra. “Let's go seethe other side.” We left that room, closing its door behind
us, and entered the one next door. Thisroom wasamirror image of the previous one, which | guesswas
appropriate. Standing erect in the middle of the room, supported by ameta armature, was Hansen's new
body, dressed in afashionable blue suit; its eyes were closed. Also in the room wasamale NewY ou
technician, who was biological.

| walked around, looking at the artificia body from al angles. The replacement Hansen ill had abad



gpot, dthough its diameter had been reduced by half. And, interestingly, Hansen had opted for asort of
permanent designer-stubble look; the biological him was clean-shaven at the moment.

Suddenly the smulacrum'’s eyes opened. “Wow,” said avoice that was the same asthe one I'd heard
from the man next door. “ That'sincredible.”

"How do you fed, Mr. Hansen?’ asked the male technician.
"Fing” hesad. “Jugt fine"

"Good,” thetechnician said. “Therell be some settling-in adjustments, of course. Let'sjust check to make
suredl your partsare working..."

"Andthereitis,” said Cassandra, to me. “Simple asthat.” Sheled me out of the room, back into the
corridor.

"Fascinating,” | said. | pointed at the left-hand door. “When do you take care of the origina ?!
"That's already been done. We do it in the chair.”

| stared at the closed door, and | like to think | suppressed my shudder enough so that Cassandrawas
unawareof it. “All right,” | said. “I guess|'ve seen enough.”

Cassandralooked disappointed. “ Are you sure don't want to look around some more?”
"Why?’ | sad. “Isthere anything € se worth seeing?’

"Oh, I don't know,” said Cassandra. “It'sabig place. Everything on thisfloor, everything downdairs...
everything in the basement.”

| blinked. “Y ou've got abasement?” Almost no Martian buildings had basements; the permafrost layer
was very hard to dig through.

"Yes,” shesaid. “Oh, yes.” She paused, then looked away. “ Of course, no one ever goes down there;
it'sjust storage.”

"Il havealook,” | sad.
And that'swhere | found him.

Hewaslying behind some large Storage crates, face down, asticky pool of machine oil surrounding his
head. Next to him was afuson-powered jackhammer, the kind many of the fossil hunters had for
removing surface rocks. And next to the jackhammer was a piece of good old-fashioned paper. Onit, in
block letters, was written, “I'm so sorry, Cassie. It'sjust not the same.”

It's hard to commit suicide, | guess, when you're atrandfer. Slitting your wrists does nothing significant.
Poison doesn't work, and neither does drowning.

But Joshua-never-anything-el se-at-all-anymore Wilkins had apparently found away. From the looks of
it, he'd leaned back againgt the rough cement wall, and, with his strong artificid arms, had held up the
jackhammer, placing its bit againgt the center of hisforehead. And then he'd held down on the
jackhammer'stwin triggers, letting the unit run until it had managed to pierce through histitanium skull and
scramble the soft materid of hisartificid brain. When hisbrain died, histhumbs et up on the triggers, and
he dropped the jackhammer, then tumbled over himsdlf. His head had twisted sdewayswhen it hit the
concrete floor. Everything below his eyebrowswasintact; it was clearly the same face Cassandra



Wilkins had shown me.

| headed up the stairs and found Cassandra, who was chatting in her animated style with another
customer.

"Cassandra,” | said, pulling her asde. “ Cassandra, I'm very sorry, but..."
Shelooked at me, her green eyeswide. “What?'
"I've found your husband. And he's dead.”

She opened her pretty mouth, closed it, then opened it again. She looked like she might fall over, even
with gyroscopes stabilizing her. | put an arm around her shoulders, but she didn't seem comfortable with
it, so | let her go. “My ... God,” shesaid at last. “Areyou ... are you positive?’

"Surelookslikehim,” | said.
"My God,” she said again. “What ... what happened?’
No niceway to say it. “Lookslike hekilled himsdlf."

A couple of Cassandra's coworkers had come over, wondering what al the commotion was about.
“What'swrong?’ asked one of them—the same Miss Takahashi I'd seen earlier.

"Oh, Relko,” said Cassandra. “ Joshuais dead!”

Customers were noticing what was going on, too. A burly flesh-and-blood man, with arms asthick
around as most men's leg's, came across the room; he seemed to be the boss here. Reiko Takahashi had
aready drawn Cassandrainto her arms—or vice-versa; 1'd been looking away when it had
happened—and was stroking Cassandras artificial hair. | let the boss do what he could to calm the
crowd, while used my commlink to cal Mac and inform him of JoshuaWilkinss suicide.

* % %

Detective Dougd McCrae of New Klondike's finest arrived about twenty minutes later, accompanied by
two uniforms. “How'sit look, Alex?’ Mac asked.

"Not as messy as some of the biological suicidesI'veseen,” | said. “But it's ill not a pretty sight.”
| led Mac downgtairs. He read the note without picking it up.

The burly man soon came down, too, followed by Cassandra Wilkins, who was holding her artificia
hand to her artificid mouth.

"Hello, again, Mrs. Wilkins,” said Mac, moving to interpose his body between her and the prone form on
thefloor. “I'mterribly sorry, but I'll need you to make an officid identification.”

| lifted my eyebrows at the irony of requiring the next of kin to actualy look at the body to be sure of
who it was, but that's what we'd gone back to with transfers. Privacy laws prevented any sort of 1D chip
or tracking device being put into artificia bodies. In fact, that was one of the many incentivesto transfer;
you no longer |eft fingerprints or atrail of identifying DNA everywhere you went.

Cassandra nodded bravely; shewas willing to accede to Mac's request. He stepped aside, aliving
curtain, revedling the artificial body with the gaping head wound. She looked down at it. I'd expected her



to quickly avert her eyes, but she didn't; shejust kept staring.
Findly, Mac said, very gently, “Isthat your husband, Mrs. Wilkins?"
She nodded dowly. Her voice was soft. “ Y es. Oh, my poor, poor Joshua..."

Mac stepped over to talk to the two uniforms, and | joined them. “What do you do with a dead
transfer?’ | asked. “ Seems pointlessto cal in the medical examiner.”

By way of answer, Mac motioned to the burly man. The man touched his own chest and raised his
eyebrowsin the classc, “Who, me?’ expression. Mac nodded again. The man looked |eft and right, like
he was crossing some imaginary road, and then came over. “Y eah?'

"Y ou seem to be the senior employee here,” said Mac. “Am | right?’

The man nodded. “Horatio Fernandez. Joshuawas the boss, but, yeah, | guess1'm in charge until head
office sends somebody new out from Earth.”

"Wdl,” said Mac, “you're probably better equipped than we are to figure out the exact cause of death.”

Fernandez gestured thegtrically at the synthetic corpse, asif it were—well not bleedingly obvious, but
certainly apparent.

Mac nodded. “It'sjust abit too pat,” he said, his voice lowered conspiratorialy. “Implement at hand,
suicide note.” He lifted his shaggy orange eyebrows. “| just want to be sure.”

Cassandra had drifted over without Mac noticing, dthough of coursel had. Shewaslisteningin.
"Yeah,” sad Fernandez. “ Sure. We can disassemble him, check for anything else that might be amiss.”
"No,” said Cassandra. “Y ou can't.”

"I'm afraid it's necessary,” said Mac, looking at her. His Scottish brogue dways put an edge on his
words, but | knew hewastrying to sound gentle.

"No,” said Cassandra, her voice quavering. “I forbid it."

Mac'svoice got alittlefirmer. “Y ou can't. I'm legdly required to order an autopsy in every suspicious
cae"

Cassandrawheeled on Fernandez. “Horatio, | order you not to do this."
Fernandez blinked afew times. “ Order?"

Cassandra opened her mouth to say something more, then apparently thought better of it. Horatio moved
closer to her, and put ahulking arm around her smd| shoulders. “Don't worry,” he said. “Well be
gentle” And then hisface brightened a bit. “In fact, well see what parts we can sdlvage—give them to
somebody ese; somebody who couldn't afford such good stuff if it was new.” He amiled bestificaly. “It's
what Joshua would have wanted.”

* * %

The next day, | was sitting in my office, looking out the smal window. The dust sorm had ended. Out on
the surface, rocks were strewn everywhere, like toys on akid's bedroom floor. My wrist commlink
buzzed, and | looked &t it in anticipation, hoping for anew case; | could use the solars. But the ID line
said NKPD. | told the device to accept the call, and alittle picture of Mac's red-headed face appeared



onmy wrigt. “Hey, Lomax,” he said. “ Come on by the station, would you?"
"What'sup?'
The micro-Mac frowned. “Nothing | want to say over open airwaves.”

| nodded. Now that the Wilkins case was over, | didn't have anything better to do anyway. I'd only
managed about seven billable hours, damnital, and even that had taken some padding.

| walked into the center along Ninth Avenue, entered the lobby of the police station, traded quips with
the ineluctable Huxley, and was admitted to the back.

"Hey, Mac,” | said. “What'sup?"

""Morning, Alex,” Mac sad, ralling theRin“Morning.” “Comein; St down.” He spoke to his desk
terminal, and turned its monitor around so | could seeit. “Have alook at this.”

| glanced at the screen. “ The report on Joshua Wilkins?” | said.

Mac nodded. “L ook at the section on the artificia brain."

| skimmed the text, until | found that part. “Yeah?’ | said, till not getting it.
"Do you know what ‘ baseline synaptic web' means?’ Mac asked.

"No, | don't. And you didn't either, smart-ass, until someonetold you."

Mac smiled abit, conceding that. “Well, there were lots of bits of the artificial brain left behind. And that
big guy at NewY ou—Fernandez, remember?—hereally got into thisforensc stuff, and decided to runit
through some kind of ingtrument they've got there. And you know what he found?"

What?"
"The brain suff—the raw materid ingdethe artificia skull—was prigtine. It had never been imprinted.”
"Y ou mean no scanned mind had ever been transferred into that brain?”’

Mac folded hisarms across his chest and leaned back in his chair. “Bingo.”

| frowned. “But that's not possible. | mean, if there was no mind in that head, who wrote the suicide
note?*

Meac lifted those shaggy eyebrows of his. “Who indeed?’ he said. “ And what happened to Joshua
Wilkinss scanned consciousness?”

"Does anyone at NewY ou but Fernandez know about this?’ | asked.

Mac shook his head. “No, and he's agreed to keep his mouth shut while we continue to investigate. But |
thought I'd clue you in, since gpparently the case you were on isn't redlly closed—and, after all, if you
don't make money now and again, you can't afford to bribe mefor favors.”

| nodded. “ That'swhat | like about you, Mac. Alwayslooking out for my best interests.”

* % %

Perhaps | should have gone straight to see Cassandra Wilkins, and made sure that we both agreed that |
was back on the clock, but | had some questions | wanted answered first. And | knew just who to turn



to. Raoul Santoswas the city's top computer expert. I'd met him during a previous case, and wed
recently struck up asmal friendship—we both shared the same taste in bootleg Earth booze, and he
wasn't abovejoining me at some of New Klondike's deazier sdloonsto get it. | used my commlink to call
him, and we arranged to meet at the Bent Chisdl.

The Bent Chisd wasalittle hellhole off of Fourth Avenue, in the sixth concentric ring of buildings. | made
sure | had my revolver, and that it was |oaded, before | entered. The bartender was a surly man named
Buttrick, a biological who had more than hisfair share of flesh, and blood as cold asice. Hewore a
deeveess black shirt, and had a three-day growth of salt-and-pepper beard. “Lomax,” he said,
acknowledging my entrance. “No broken furniture thistime, right?"

| held up threefingers. “ Scout's honor."

Buttrick held up onefinger.

"Hey,” | said. “Isthat any way to treat one of your best customers?”

"My best customers,” said Buittrick, polishing aglass with aratty towd, “pay their tabs."

"Yeah,” | said, stedling apage from Sgt. Huxley's Guide to Witty Repartee. “Well.” | headed oniin,
making my way to the back of the bar, where my favorite booth was|located. The waitresses here were
topless, and soon enough one came over to seeme. | couldn't remember her name offhand, although
wed dept together a couple of times. | ordered a scotch on the rocks; they normally did that with
carbon-dioxideice here, which was much cheaper than water ice on Mars. A few minutes later, Raoul
Santos arrived. “Hey,” he said, taking a seat opposite me. “How's tricks?"

"Fine” | said. “She sends her love."

Raoul made a puzzled face, then smiled. “Ah, right. Cute. Listen, don't quit your day job."

"Hey,” | said, placing ahand over my heart, “you wound me. Down deep, I'm a stand-up comic.”
"Well,” said Raoul, 1 dways say people should be true to their innermost salves, but..."

"Yeah?' | sad. “What'syour innermost saf?"

"Me?’ Raoul raised his eyebrows. “1'm pure genius, right to the very core.”

| snorted, and the waitress regppeared. She gave memy glass. It wasjust alittle lessfull than it should
have been: ether Buttrick was trying to curb hislosses on me, or the waitress was miffed that | hadn't
acknowledged our former intimacy. Raoul placed his order, talking directly into the woman's bressts.
Boobsdid wdl in Mars gravity; herswere gill perky even though she had to be amost forty.

"S0,” said Raoul, looking over steepled fingersat me. “What's up?’ Hisface consisted of awide
forehead, long nose, and receding chin; it made him look like he was leaning forward even when he
wasnt.

| took aswig of my drink. “Tell me about thistransferring game.”
"Ah, yes” said Raoul. “ Fascinating stuff. Thinking of doing it?'
"Maybe someday,” | said.

"Y ou know, it's supposed to pay for itself within three mears,” he said, “'cause you no longer haveto pay
life-support tax after you've transferred.”



| wasin arrears on that, and didn't like to think about what would happenif | fell much further behind.
“That'd beaplus,” | said. “What about you? Y ou going to do it?"

"Sure. | want to live forever; who doesn't?‘ Course, my dad won't likeit."
"Y our dad? What's he got againgt it?"

Raoul snorted. “He'saminigter.”

"In whose government?’ | asked.

"No, no. A minister. Clergy."

"I didn't know there were any of those left, even on Earth,” | said.

"Heis on Earth, but, yeah, youre right. Poor old guy ill believesin souls.”
| raised my eyebrows. “Redly?"

"Y up. And because he believesin souls, he has a hard time with thisidea of transferring consciousness.
He would say the new verson isn't the same person.”

| thought about what the supposed suicide note said. “Wall, isit?!

Raoul rolled hiseyes. “Y ou, too? Of courseit isl The mind isjust software—and since the dawn of
computing, software has been moved from one computing platform to another by copying it over, then
erasngtheorigind.”

| frowned, but decided to let that go for the moment. “ So, if you do transfer, what would you have fixed
inyour new body?"
Raoul spread hisarms. “Hey, man, you don't tamper with perfection.”

"Yeah,” | said. “Sure. Still, how much could you change things? | mean, say you're amidget; could you
choose to have anormal-sized body?

"Sure, of course.”
| frowned. “But wouldn't the copied mind have trouble with your new size?"

"Nah,” said Raoul. The waitress returned. She bent over far enough while placing Raoul's drink on the
table that her breast touched his bare forearm; she gave me alook that said, “ See what you're missing,
tiger?” When she was gone, Raoul continued. * See, when wefirst started copying consciousness, we let
the old software from the old mind actudly try to directly control the new body. It took monthsto learn
how to walk again, and so on.”

"Yeah, | read something about that, yearsago,” | said.

Raoul nodded. “ Right. But now we don't | et the copied mind do anything but give orders. The thoughts
are intercepted by the new body's main computer. That unit runsthe body. All the transferred mind has
todois think that it wantsto pick up thisglass, say.” He acted out his example, and took asip, then
winced in response to the booze's kick. “ The computer takes care of working out which pulleysto
contract, how far to reach, and so on."

"So you could indeed order up abody radicaly different from your origind?’ | said.



"Absolutely,” said Raoul. He looked at me through hooded eyes. “Which, in your case, is probably the
routeto go."

"Damn,” | said.

"Hey, don't take it serioudy,” he said, taking another sip, and alowing himself another pleased wince.
“Just ajoke."

"I know,” | said. “It'sjudt that | was hoping it wasn't that way. See, this case I'm on: the guy I'm
supposed to find owns the NewY ou franchise here."

"Yeah?' said Reoul.

"Yeah, and | think he ddliberatdly transferred his scanned mind into some body other than the one that
hed ordered up for himsdlf."

"Why would he do that?"

"He faked the death of the body that looked like him—and, | think he'd planned to do that dl aong,
because he never bothered to order up any improvementsto hisface. | think he wanted to get away, but
makeit look like he was dead, so no one would be looking for him anymore.”

"And why would he do that?"

| frowned, then drank some more. “I'm not sure.”
"Maybe he wanted to escape his spouse.”

"Maybe—but she'sa hot little number.”

"Hmm,” said Raoul. “Whose body do you think he took?"

"I don't know that, either. | was hoping the new body would have to be at least roughly smilar to hisold
one; that would cut down on the possible suspects. But | guessthat's not the case.”

"Itisn't, no."

| nodded, and looked down a my drink. The dry-ice cubes were sublimating into white vapor that filled
the top part of the glass.

"Something e seisbothering you,” said Raoul. | lifted my head, and saw him taking aswig of hisdrink. A
little bit of amber liquid spilled out of his mouth and formed a shiny bead on hisrecessed chin. “What is
it?"

| shifted abit. “I visited NewY ou yesterday. Y ou know what happensto your originad body after they
maove your mind?*

"Sure,” said Raoul. “Like | said, theré's no such thing as moving software. Y ou copy it, then delete the
origind. They euthanizethe biological verson, oncethetransfer ismade, by frying the origind brain."

| nodded. “And if the guy I'm looking for put his mind into the body intended for somebody elsg's mind,
and that person's mind wasn't copied anywhere, then...” | took another swig of my drink. “Thenit's
murder, isn't it? Souls or no souls—it doesn't matter. If you shut down the one and only copy of
someone's mind, you've murdered that person, right?”



"Oh, yes,” said Raoul. “ Deader than Marsitself isnow."”

| glanced down at the swirling fog in my glass. “So I'm not just looking for ahusband who's skipped out
onhiswife” | said. “I'm looking for a cold-blooded killer."

* % %

| went by NewY ou again. Cassandrawasn't in—but that didn't surprise me; she was a grieving widow
now. But Horatio Fernandez—he of the massive arms—was on duty.

"I'dlikealist of dl the people who were trandferred the same day as JoshuaWilkins,” | said.
Hefrowned. “ That's confidentid information.”

There were severa potential customers milling about. | raised my voice so they could hear. “Interesting
suicide note, wasn't it?"

Fernandez grabbed my arm and led me quickly to the side of the room. “What the hell are you doing?’
he whispered angrily.

"Just sharing the news,” | said, still speaking loudly, athough not quite loud enough now, | thought, for the
customersto hear. “ People thinking of uploading should know that it's not the same—at leadt, that's what
JoshuaWilkins said in that note."

Fernandez knew when he was beaten. The claim in the putative suicide note was exactly the opposite of
NewY ou's corporate position: transferring was supposed to be flawless, conferring nothing but benefits.
“All right, dl right,” he hissed. “I'll pull thelist for you."

"Now that'sservice,” | said. “ They should name you employee of the month."

He led meinto the back room and spoke to acomputer. termind. | happened to overhear the
passphrase for accessing the customer database; it wasjust six words—hardly any security at al.

Eleven people had moved their consciousnessesinto artificial bodiesthat day. | had him transfer thefiles
on each of the deven into my wrist commlink. “Thanks,” | said, doing that tip-of-the-nonexistent-hat
thing | do. Even when you've forced a man to do something, there'sno harmin being polite.

* * %

If I wasright that Joshua Wilkins had appropriated the body of somebody else who had been scheduled
to transfer the same day, it shouldn't be too hard to figure out who's body he'd taken; adl | had to do, |
figured, wasinterview each of the eleven.

My first stop, purely because it happened to be the nearest, was the home of aguy named Stuart Berling,
afull-timefossl hunter. He must have had some recent success, if he could afford to transfer.

Berling's home was part of arow of townhouses off Fifth Avenue, in thefifth ring. | pushed his door
buzzer, and waited impatiently for aresponse. At last he appeared. If | wasn't so famous for my poker
face, I'd have done adouble take. The man who greeted me was a dead ringer for Krikor Ajemian, the
holovid star—the same gaunt features and intense eyes, the same mane of dark hair, the sametightly
trimmed beard and mustache. | guess not everyone wanted to keep even a semblance of their origina
appearance.

"Hdlo,” | said. “My nameis Alexander Lomax. Areyou Stuart Berling?'

Theartificid facein front of me surely was capable of smiling, but choose not to. “Y es. What do you



want?'
"I understand you only recently transferred your consciousnessinto this body."
A nod. “So?'

"So, | work for the NewY ou—the head office on Earth. I'm here to check up on the quality of the work
done by our franchise here on Mars.” Normally, thiswas agood technique. If Berling waswho he said
he was, the question wouldn't faze him. But if we was redlly JoshuaWilkins, hed know | waslying, and
his expresson might betray this. But transfers didn't have faces that were as mallegble; if this person was
dartled or suspicious, nothing in his plastic featuresindicated it.

"S0?" Berling said again.

"So I'm wondering if you were satisfied by thework donefor you?"

"It cost alot,” said Berling.

| smiled. “Yes, it does. May | comein?'

He considered thisfor afew moments, then shrugged. “ Sure, why not?’ He stepped aside.

Hisliving room was full of work tables, covered with reddish rocks from outside the dome. A giant lens
on an articulated arm was attached to one of the work tables, and various geologist's tools were
scattered about.

"Finding anything interesting?’ | asked, gesturing at the rocks.

"If I was, | certainly wouldn't tdll you,” said Berling, looking at me Sdewaysin thetypica
paranoi d-prospector's way.

"Right,” | said. “Of course. So, are you satisfied with the NewY ou process?"
"Sure, yeah. It's everything they said it would be. All the partswork."

"Thanksfor your help,” | said, pulling out my PDA to make afew notes, and then frowning at its blank
screen. “Oh, damn,” | said. “The silly thing has aloose fusion pack. I've got to open it up and reseat it.” |
showed him the back of the unit's case. “Do you have alittle screwdriver that will fit that?!

Everybody owned some screwdrivers, even though most people rarely needed them, and they were the
sort of thing that had no standard storage location. Some peopl e kept them in kitchen drawers, others
kept them in tool chests, still others kept them under the bathroom sink. Only a person who had lived in
this home for awhile would know where they were.

Berling peered at the little dot-headed screw, then nodded. “ Sure,” he said. “Hang on."

He made an unerring bedine for the far-side of the living room, going to a cabinet that had glass doorson
itstop half, but solid metal ones on its bottom. He bent over, opened one of the metd doors, reached in,
rummaged for abit, and emerged with the appropriate screwdriver.

"Thanks,” | said, opening the casein such away that he couldn't seeinsde. | then surreptitioudy
removed thelittle bit of plagtic I'd used to insulate the fusion battery from the contact it was supposed to
touch. Meanwhile, without looking up, | said, “Are you married, Mr. Berling?” Of course, | dready
knew the answer was yes, that fact wasin hisNewYoufile.



He nodded.
"Isyour wife home?'
Hisatificid eydidsclosed abit. “Why?*

| told him the honest truth, since it fit well with my cover story: “1'd like to ask her whether she can
perceive any differences between the new you and the old.”

Again, | watched his expression, but it didn't change. “Sure, | guessthat'd be okay.” He turned and
cdled over hisshoulder, “Laciel”

A few moments|ater, ahomey flesh-and-blood woman of about fifty appeared. “ This person isfrom the
head office of NewY ou,” said Berling, indicating me with a pointed finger. “He'd like to spesk to you.”

"About what?" asked Lacie. She had adeep, not-unpleasant voice.
"Might we speek in private?’ | said.

Berling's gaze shifted from Lacie to me, then back to Lacie. “Hrmpph,” he said, but then, amoment later,
added, “1 guessthat'd be dl right.” He turned around and waked away.

| looked at Lacie. “I'm just doing aroutine follow-up,” | said. “Making sure people are happy with the
work we do. Have you noticed any changesin your husband since he transferred?”

"Not redly.”

"Oh?’ | said. “If therésanything at dl...” | smiled reassuringly. “We want to make the process as perfect
aspossible. Has he said anything that's surprised you, say?'

Lacie crinkled her face. “How do you mean?'

"I mean, has he used any expressions or turns of phrase you're not used to hearing from him?”

A shake of the head. “No."

" Sometimes the process plays tricks with memory. Has hefailed to know something he should know?"
"Not that | noticed,” said Lacie.

"What about the reverse? Has he known anything that you wouldn't expect him to know?"

Shelifted her eyebrows. “No. He's just Stuart.”

| frowned. “No changesat dl?"

"No, none... wel, dmost none."

| waited for her to go on, but she didn't, so | prodded her. “What isit? We really would like to know
about any difference, any flaw in our transference process.”

"Oh, it'snot aflaw,” sad Lacie, not meeting my eyes.
"No? Then what?'

"It'sjust thet..."



llYg.)l
"Wl just that he'sademon in the sack now. He stays hard forever.”

| frowned, disappointed not to have found what | was looking for on thefirst try. But | decided to end
the masguerade on a positive note. “We aim to please, maam. Weam to please.”

* * *

| spent the next severa hoursinterviewing four other people; none of them seemed to be anyone other
than who they claimed to be.

Next on my list was Dr. Rory Pickover, whose home was an gpartment in the innermost circle of
buildings, beneath the highest point of the dome. He lived aone, so there was no spouse or child to
guestion about any changesin him. That made me suspicious right off the bat: if one were going to choose
an identity to appropriate, it ideally would be someone without close companions. He aso refused to
meet me at hishome, meaning | couldn't try the screwdriver trick on him.

| thought we might meet at a coffee shop or arestaurant—there were lotsin New Klondike, athough
none were doing good business these days. But he ing sted we go outside the dome—out onto the
Martian surface. That was easy for him; hewas atransfer now. But it wasapainin theassfor me; | had
to rent a surface suit.

We met at the south air lock just asthe sun was going down. | suited up—surface suits came in three
gretchy sizes; | took the largest. Thefish-bowl helmet | rented was somewhat frosted on one side;
sandstorm-scouring, no doubt. The air tanks, dung on my back, were good for about four hours. | felt
heavy in the suit, even though init | till weighed only about half of what | had back on Earth.

Rory Pickover was a paeontol ogis—an actual scientist, not atreasure-seeking foss| hunter. His
pre-transfer appearance had been amost stereotypicaly academic: around, soft face, with afringe of
graying hair. His new body was lean and muscular, and he had afull head of dark brown hair, but the
face was still recognizably his. Hewas carrying ageologist's hammer, with awide, flat blade; | rather
susgpected it would nicely smash my hemet. | had surreptitioudy transferred the Smith & Wesson from
the holster | wore under my jacket to an exterior pocket on the rented surface suit, just in case | needed
it whilewewere outside,

We signed the security logs, and then |et the technician cycle usthrough the air lock.

Off inthe distance, | could see the highland plateau, dark streaks marking its side. Nearby, there were
two large craters and a cluster of smaller ones. There were few footprintsin the rusty sand; the recent
storm had obliterated the thousands that had doubtless been there earlier. We walked out about five
hundred meters. | turned around briefly to ook back at the transparent dome and the buildings within.

"Sorry for dragging you out here,” said Pickover. He had a cultured British accent. “1 don't want any
witnesses.” Even the cheapest artificia body had built-in radio equipment, and | had atransceiver ingde
my hemet.

"Ah,” | said, by way of reply. | dipped my gloved hand into the pocket containing the Smith & Wesson,
and wrapped my fingers around its reassuring solidity.

"I know you aren't just in from Earth,” said Pickover, continuing to walk. “And | know you don't work
for NewYou."

We were casting long shadows, the sun, so much tinier than it ppeared from Earth, was sitting on the



horizon; the sky was dready purpling, and Earth itself was visble, abright blue-white evening star.
"Who do you think | am?’ | asked.

Hisanswer surprised me, dthough | didn't let it show. “Y ou're Alexander Lomax, the private detective.”
Wéll, it didn't seem to make any senseto deny it. “ Y eah. How'd you know?"

"I've been checking you out over the last few days,” said Pickover. “1'd been thinking of, ah, engaging
your services."

We continued to walk aong, little clouds of dust rising each time our feet touched the ground. “What
for?’ | sad.

"Youfirg, if you don't mind,” said Pickover. “Why did you cometo see me?"

He dready knew who | was, and | had avery good ideawho hewas, so | decided to put my cardson
the table. “I'm working for your wife."

Pickover's artificia face looked perplexed. “My ... wife?"

"That'sright."

"l don't haveawife.

"Sure you do. Y ou're Joshua Wilkins, and your wifés name is Cassandra.”
"What? No, I'm Rory Pickover. Y ou know that. Y ou called me."

"Come off it, Wilkins. Thejigisup. You transferred your consciousness into the body intended for the
real Rory Pickover, and then you took off."

"l—oh. Oh, Chrigt."

"S0, you see, | know. Too bad, Wilkins. Y ou'll hang—or whatever the hell they do with transfers—for
murdering Pickover."

"No.” Hesdid it softly.

"Yes” | replied, and now | pulled out my revolver. It redly wouldn't be much use againgt an artificia
body, but until quite recently Wilkins had been biologicd; hopefully, hewas ill intimidated by guns.
“Let'sgo.”

"Where?'

"Back under the dome, to the police ation. I'll have Cassandrameet usthere, just to confirm your
identity."

The sun had dipped below the horizon now. He spread his arms, a supplicant againgt the backdrop of
the gathering night. “Okay, sure, if you like. Call up this Cassandra, by al means. Let her talk to me.
Shell tell you after questioning me for two seconds that I'm not her husband. But—Chrigt, damn, Chrigt.”

"What?'

"l want to find him, too."



"Who? Joshua Wilkins?'

He nodded, then, perhapsthinking | couldn't see hisnod in the growing darkness, said, “Yes."

Why?

Hetipped hishead up, asif thinking. | followed his gaze. Phoboswas visible, adark form overhead. At
last, he spoke again. “Because I'm the reason he's disappeared.”

"What?' | sad. “Why?'
"That'swhy | wasthinking of hiring you mysdf. | didn't know wheredseto turn.”
"Turn for what?'

Pickover looked at me. “1 did go to NewY ou, Mr. Lomax. | knew | was going to have an enormous
amount of work to do out here on the surface now, and | wanted to be able to spend days—weeksl—in
the field, without worrying about running out of air, or water, or food."

| frowned. “But you've been here on Marsfor sx mears; | read that in your file. What's changed?"

"Everything, Mr. Lomax.” He looked off in the distance. “ Everything!” But he didn't elaborate on that.
Instead, he said. “I certainly know this Wilkins chap you're looking for; | went to his store, and had him
transfer my consciousness from my old biologica body into this one. But he aso kept a copy of my
mind—I'm sure of that.”

| raised my eyebrows. “How do you know?"

"Because my computer accounts have been compromised. There's no way anyone but me can get in; I'm
the only one who knows the passphrase. But someone has been inside, looking around; | use quantum
encryption, so you can tel whenever someone has even looked at afile” He shook hisheed. “I don't
know how he did it—there must be some technique I'm unaware of—but somehow Wilkins has been
extracting information from the copy of my mind. That'sthe only way | can think of that anyone might
have learned my passphrase.”

"Y ou think Wilkins did dl thisto access your bank accounts? I s there really enough money in them to
make it worth starting anew life in somebody el se's body? It's too dark to see your clothesright now,
but, if | recall correctly, they looked a it ... shabby."

"You'reright. I'mjust apoor scientist. But there's something | know that could make the wrong people
rich beyond their wildest dreams."

"And what'sthat?’ | said.

He continued to walk aong, trying to decide, | suppose, whether to trust me. | let him think about that,
and at lagt, Dr. Rory Pickover, who was now just a starless silhouette againgt astarry sky, said, in asoft,
quiet voice, “1 know whereitis."

"Wherewhat is?'
"The dphadepost.”
"Thewhat?'

"Sorry,” he said. “Paeontologist'sjargon. What | meanis, I've found it: I've found the mother lode. I've



found the place where Weingarten and O'Rellly had been excavating. I've found the source of the best
preserved, most-complete Martian fossls."

"My God,” | said. “Youll beralling init."

Perhaps he shook his head; it was now too dark to tell. “No, sir,” he said, in that cultured English voice.
“No, I won'. | don't want to sell thesefossils. | want to preserve them; | want to protect them from
these plunderers, these ... these thieves. | want to make sure they're collected properly, scientifically. |
want to make sure they end up in the best museums, where they can be studied. There's so much to be
learned, so much to discover!”

"Does Wilkins know now wherethis... what did you cal it? This a phadepost is?"

"No—at least, not from accessing my computer files. | didn't record the location anywhere but up here.”
Presumably he was tapping the side of his head.

"But you think Wilkins extracted the passphrase from a.copy of your mind?'
"Hemug have.

"And now he's presumably trying to extract the location of the apha deposit from that copy of your
mind."

"Yes, yest And if he succeeds, al will belost! The best specimenswill be sold off into private
collections—trophies for sometrillionaire's estate, hidden forever from science.”

| shook my head. “But this doesn't make any sense. I mean, how would Wilkins even know that you had
discovered the alpha deposit?’

Suddenly Pickover'svoicewas very smdl. “I'd gonein to NewY ou—Yyou have to go in weeksin
advance of transferring, of course, so you can tell them what you want in anew body; it takestimeto
custom-build one to your specifications.

"Yes So?'

"So, | wanted abody ideally suited to paleontologica work on the surface of Mars; | wanted some
specia modifications—the kinds of the things only the most successful prospectors could afford.
Reinforced knees; extraarm strength for moving rocks; extended spectra response in the eyes, so that
fossiswill stand out better; night vision so that | could continue digging after dark; but..."

| nodded. “But you didn't have enough money."
"That'sright. | could barely afford to transfer at dl, even into the cheagpest off-the-shelf body, and so..."

Hetrailed off, too angry at himsdlf, | guess, to give voiceto what wasin hismind. “And so you hinted
that you were about to come into somewedth,” | said, “and suggested that maybe he could give you
what you needed now, and you'd makeit up to him later.”

Pickover sounded sad. “ That's the trouble with being a scientist; sharing information is our natural mode.”
"Did you tell him precisdly what you'd found?’ | asked.

"No. No, but he must have guessed. I'm a paeontologit, 1've been studying Weingarten and O'Rellly for
years—all of that isamatter of public record. He must have figured out that | knew where their fossl
beds are. After dl, where else would aguy like me get money?’ Hesighed. “I'm anidiot, aren't |7



"Well, Mensaisn't going to be calling you any time soon.”

"Pleasedon't rub it in, Mr. Lomax. | feel bad enough asit is, and—" Hisvoice cracked; I'd never heard
atransfer's do that before. “ And now I've put dl those lovely, lovey fossilsin jeopardy! Will you help
me, Mr. Lomax? Please say you'll hep me!™

| nodded. “All right. I'm on the case.”

* % %

We went back into the dome, and | called Raoul Santos on my commlink, getting him to meet me at
Rory Pickover'slittle apartment at the center of town. It was four floors up, and consisted of three small
rooms—an interior unit, with no windows.

When Raoul arrived, | made introductions. “ Raoul Santos, thisis Rory Pickover. Raoul hereisthe best
computer expert we've got in New Klondike. And Dr. Pickover isapaeontologist.”

Raoul tipped his broad forehead a Pickover. “Good to meet you."

"Thank you,” said Pickover. * Forgive the mess, Mr. Santos. | livedone. A lifelong bachelor getsinto
bad habits, I'm afraid.” Held dready cleared debris off of one chair for me; he now busied himsdf doing
the same with another chair, thisoneright in front of hishome compuiter.

"What's up, Alex?” asked Raoul, indicating Pickover with amovement of his head. “New client?’

"Yeah,” | said. “Dr. Pickover's computer files have been looked at by some unauthorized individudl.
We're wondering if you could tell us from where the access attempt was made.”

"Y ou'll owemeanice round of drinks at the Bent Chisdl,” said Raoul.
"No problem,” I said. “I'll put it on my tab."

Raoul smiled, and stretched hisarms out, fingersinterlocked, until his knuckles cracked. Then he took
the now-clean seat in front of Pickover's computer and began to type. “How do you lock you files?” he
asked, without taking his eyes off the monitor.

"A verbd passphrase,” said Pickover.

"Anybody besidesyou know it?"

Pickover shook hisartificia head. “No."

"And it's not written down anywhere?"

"No, well ... not as such.”

Raoul turned his head, looking up at Pickover. “What do you mean?'

"It'salinefrom abook. If | ever forgot the exact wording, | could aways ook it up.”

Raoul shook hishead in disgust. “Y ou should dways use random passphrases.” He typed keys.
"Oh, I'm sureit'stotaly secure,” said Pickover. “No one would guess—"

Raoul interrupted. “Y our passphrase being, ‘ Those privileged to be present ... "

| saw Pickover'sjaw drop. “My God. How did you know that?"



Raoul pointed to some data on the screen. “It'sthe first thing that was inputted by the only outside access
your system has had in weeks."

"I thought passphrases were hidden from view when entered,” said Pickover.
"Surethey are,” said Raoul. “But the comm program has a buffer; it'sin there. Look."

Raoul shifted in the chair so that Pickover could see the screen clearly over hisshoulder. “That's ... well,
that's very strange,” said Pickover.

"What?'
"Well, surethat's my passphrase, but it's not quite right.”
| loomed in to have a peek at the screen, too. “How do you mean?’ | said.

"Wdl,” said Pickover, “see, my passphraseis‘ Those privileged to be present at afamily festiva of the
Forsytes—it's from the opening of The Man of Property, thefirst book of the Forsyte Saga by John
Gdsworthy. | lovethat phrase because of the dliteration—'privilege to be present,” ‘family festiva of the
Forsytes” Makesit easy to remember.”

Raoul shook his head in you-can't-teach-people-anything disgust. Pickover went on. “But, see, whoever
it wastyped in even more.”

| looked at the glowing string of letters. Infull it said: Those privileged to be present at a family
festival of the Forsytes have seen them dine at half past eight, enjoying seven courses.

"It'stoo much?’ | said.
"That'sright,” said Pickover, nodding. “My passphrase ends with theword * Forsytes.””

Raoul was stroking his receding chin. “ Doesn't matter,” he said. “ The fileswould unlock the moment the
phrase was complete; the rest would just be discarded—systems that principaly work with spoken
commands don't require you to pressthe enter key."

"Yes, yes, yes,” said Pickover. “But the rest of it isn't what Galsworthy wrote. It's not even close. The
Man of Property ismy favorite book; | know it well. Thefull opening lineis‘ Those privileged to be
present a afamily festiva of the Forsytes have seen that charming and instructive sight—an upper
middle-classfamily in full plumage.” Nothing about the time they ate, or how many coursesthey had.”

Raoul pointed at the text on screen, asif it had to be the correct version. “ Are you sure?” he said.

"Of course!” said Pickover. “Galsworthy's public domain; you can do a search online and see for
yoursdlf."

| frowned. “No one but you knows your passphrase, right?"

Pickover nodded vigoroudy. “I live done, and | don't have many friends; I'm aquiet sort. Therésno one
I've ever told, and no one who could have ever overheard me saying it, or seen metypingitin.”

"Somebody found it out,” said Raoul.

Pickover looked a me, then down at Raoul. “1 think...” he said, beginning dowly, giving me achanceto
stop him, | guess, before he said too much. But | let him go on. “I think that the information was
extracted from a scan of my mind made by NewY ou.”



Raoul crossed hisarmsin front of hischest. “Impossible.”
"What?" said Pickover, and “Why?’ said 1.

"Can't be done,” said Raoul. “We know how to copy the vast array of interconnections that make up a
human mind, and we know how to reinstantiate those connectionsin an artificial substrate. But we don't
know how to decode them; nobody does. Theré's smply no way to sft through adigital copy of amind
and extract specific data.”

Dam! If Raoul was right—and he aways wasin computing matters—then dl this businesswith
Pickover was ared herring. There probably was no bootleg scan of his mind; despite his protestations of
being careful, someone likely had just overheard his passphrase, and decided to go spelunking through
hisfiles. While | was wasting time on this, Joshua Wilkins was doubtless dipping further out of my grasp.

Stll, it wasworth continuing thisline of investigation for afew minutes more. “Any sgn of wherethe
access attempt was made?’ | asked Raoul.

He shook his head. “No. Whoever did it knew what they were doing; they covered their trackswell. The
attempt came over an outsde line—that'sdl | cantdl for sure”

| nodded. “Okay. Thanks, Raoul. Appreciate your help."
Raoul got up. “My pleasure. Now, how *bout that drink."

| opened my mouth to say yes, but then it hit me—what Wilkins must be doing. “Umm, later, okay?
I've—I've got some more thingsto take care of here.”

Raoul frowned; held clearly hoped to collect hisbooze immediately. But | started maneuvering him
toward the door. “ Thanks for your help, Raoul. | really appreciateit.”

"Um, sure, Alex,” he said. He was obvioudy aware he was being given the bum's rush, but he wasn't
fighting it too much. “ Anytime."

"Y es, thank you awfully, Mr. Santos,” said Pickover.
“No problem. If—"

"Seeyou later, Raoul,” | said, opening the door for him. “Thanks so much.” | tipped my nonexistent hat
ahim.

Raoul shrugged, clearly aware that something was up, but not motivated sufficiently to find out whet. He
went through the door, and | hit the button that caused it to dide shut behind him. As soon asit was
closed, | put an arm around Pickover's shoulders, and propelled him back to the compuiter. | pointed at
the line Raoul had highlighted on the screen, and read the ending of it doud: “’ ... dine at hdf past eight,
enjoying seven courses.””

Pickover nodded. “Yes. So?'
"Numbers are often coded info,” | said. “'Haf past eight; seven courses.” What's that mean to you?"

"Tome?’ said Pickover. “Nothing. | liketo eat much earlier than that, and | never have more than one
course."

"But it could beamessage,” | said.



"From who?"
Therewas no easy way totdl him this. “ From you to you.”
Hedrew hisatificid eyebrowstogether in puzzlement. “What?"

"Look,” | said, mationing for him to st down in front of the computer, “Raoul is doubtlessright. You
cant gft adigitd scan of ahuman mind for information.”

"But that must be what Wilkinsisdoing."
| shook my head. “No,” | said. “The only way to find out what'sinamind isto ask it interactively.”
"But ... but no one's asked me my passphrase.”

"No one has asked this you. But Joshua Wilkins must have transferred the extra copy of your mind into a
body, so that he could deal with it directly. And that extra copy must be the one that's reved ed your
codesto him."

"Y ou mean ... you mean there's another me? Another conscious me?'
"L ooksthat way."

"But ... no, no. That's ... why, that's illegal . Bootleg copies of human beings—my God, Lomax, it's
obscene!”

"I'mgoing to go seeif | canfind him,” | said.

"It," sad Pickover, forcefully.

mWhat?"

"It. Not him. I'm the only *him—the only real Rory Pickover."
"So what do you want meto do when | find it?"

"Eraseit, of course. Shut it down.” He shuddered. “My God, Lomax, | fed s0.... soviolated! A stolen
copy of my mind! It'sthe ultimateinvasion of privecy..."

"That may be,” | said. “But the bootleg istrying to tell you something. He—it—gave Wilkinsthe
passphrase, and then tacked some extrawords onto it, in order to get amessage to you."

"But | don't recognize those extrawords,” said Pickover, sounding exasperated.

"Do they mean anything to you? Do they suggest anything?'

Pickover re-read what was on the screen. “I can't imagine what,” he said, “unless ... no, no, I'd never
think up acodelike that."

"You obvioudy just did think of it. What's the code?*

Pickover was quiet for amoment, asif deciding if the thought was worth giving voice. Then: “Wel, New
Klondikeiscircular inlayout, right? And it conssts of concentric rings of buildings. Half past eight—that
would be between Eighth and Ninth Avenue, no? And seven courses—in the seventh circle out from the
center? Maybe the damned bootleg istrying to draw our attention to alocation, a specific place herein
town."



"Between Eighth and Ninth, eh? That'sarough area. | go to agym near there.”
"The old shipyards,” said Pickover. “ Aren't they there?'

"Yeah.” | sarted walking toward the door. “1'm going to investigate.”

"Il gowith you,” said Pickover.

| looked at him and shook my head. He would doubtless be more of ahindrance than ahelp. “It'stoo
dangerous,” | said. “I should go done.”

Pickover looked for afew moments like he was going to protest, but then he nodded. “ Al right. | hope
you find Wilkins. But if you find another me..."

"Yes?' | sad. “What would you like meto do?'

Pickover gazed a me with pleading eyes. “Eraseit. Destroy it.” He shuddered again. “| never want to
seethe damned thing.”

* % %

| had to get some degp—damn, but sometimes | do wish | were atransfer. | took the hovertram out to
my apartment, and let mysdf have five hours—Mars hours, admittedly, which were dightly longer than
Earth ones—and then headed out to the old shipyards. The sun wasjust coming up as| arrived there.
The sky through the dome was pink in the east and purple in the west.

Some active maintenance and repair work was done on spaceships here, but most of these shipswere no
longer spaceworthy and had been abandoned. Any one of them would make a good hideout, | thought;
gpaceships were shielded againgt radiation, making it hard to scan through their hullsto see what was
goingoninsde.

The shipyards were large fields holding vessels of various sizes and shapes. Most were
streamlined—even Marss tenuous atmosphere required that. Some were squatting on tail fins; some
were lying on their bellies, some were supported by articulated legs. | tried every hatch | could see on
these craft, but, so far, they al had their air locks sealed tightly shut.

Findly, | cameto amonstrous abandoned spacdiner—agreat hull, some three hundred meterslong, fifty
meterswide, and adozen meters high. The name Mayflower 11 was till visblein chipped paint near the
bow—which isthe part | came acrossfirs—and the dogan “Mars or Bust!” wasaso vishle,

| walked alittle farther dongside the hull, looking for ahatch, until—

Yed | findly understood what afossil hunter felt like when he at last turned up a perfectly preserved
rhizomorph. There was an outer airlock door here, and it was open. The other door, inside, was open,
too. | stepped through the chamber, entering the ship proper. There were stands for holding space suits,
but the suits themsel ves were long gone.

| walked over to the far end of the room, and found another door—one of those submarine-style ones
with alocking whedl in the center. This one was closed, and | figured it would probably have been sedled
shut at some point, but | tried to turn the whedl anyway, just to be sure, and damned if it didn't spin
fredy, disengaging the locking bolts. | pulled the door open, and stepped through it, into acorridor. The
door was on spring-loaded hinges; as soon as| let go of it, it closed behind me, plunging meinto
darkness.

Of course, I'd brought aflashlight. | pulled it off my belt and thumbed it on.



Theair was dry and had afaint odor of decay toit. | headed down the corridor, the pool of illumination
frommy flashlight going in front of me, and—

A squeding noise. | swung around, and the beam from my flashlight caught the source beforeit scurried
away: alarge brown rat, its eyestwo tiny red coalsin the light. People had been trying to get rid of the
rats—and cockroaches and silverfish and other vermin that had somehow made it here from Earth—for
mears.

| turned back around and headed deeper into the ship. The floor wasn't quite leve: it dipped a bit to—to,
starboard, they'd call it—and | dso felt that | was gaining elevation as | walked dong. The ship's floor
had no carpeting; it was just bare, smooth metal. Oily water pooled adong the starboard side; a pipe must
have ruptured at some point. Another rat scurried by up ahead; | wondered what they ate here, aboard
the dead hulk of the ship.

| thought | should check in with Pickover—let him know where | was. | activated my commlink, but the
display said it was unable to connect. Of course: the radiation shielding in the spaceship's hull kept signals
from getting out.

It was getting awfully cold. | held my flashlight straight up in front of my face, and saw that my breath was
now coming out in visible clouds. | paused and listened. There was asteady dripping sound:
condensation, or another lesk. | continued aong, sweeping the flashlight beam left and right in good
detective fashion as| did so.

There were doors a intervas dong the corridor—the automatic diding kind you usualy find aboard
gpaceships. Most of these panels had been pried open, and | shone my flashlight into each of the
revealed rooms. Some were tiny passenger quarters, some were storage, one was amedicd facility—all
the equipment had been removed, but the examining beds betrayed the room's function.

| checked yet another set of quarters, then came to a closed door, the first one I'd seen along this
halway.

| pushed the open button, but nothing happened; the ship's electrical system was dead. Of course, there
was an emergency handle, recessed into the door's thickness. | could have used three hands just then:
oneto hold my flashlight, oneto hold my revolver, and oneto pull on the handle. | tucked the flashlight
into my right armpit, held my gun with my right hand, and yanked on the recessed handle with my | ft.

The door hardly budged. | tried again, pulling harder—and amost popped my arm out of its socket.
Could the door's tension control have been adjusted to require atransfer's strength to open it? Perhaps.

| tried another pull, and to my astonishment, light began to spill out from the room. 1'd hoped to just yank
the door open, taking advantage of the eement of surprise, but the damned thing was only moving asmall
increment with each pull of the handle. If there was someone on the other Sde, and he or she had agun,
it was no doubt now leveled directly at the door.

| stopped for a second, shoved the flashlight into my pocket, and—damn, | hated having to do
this—holstered my revolver so that | could free up my other hand to help me pull the door open. With
both hands now gripping the recessed handle, | pulled with al my strength, letting out an audible grunt as
| did so.

The light from within stung my eyes; they'd grown accustomed to the soft beam from the flashlight.
Another pull, and the door panel had now did far enough into the wall for meto dip into the room by
turning Sdeways. | took out my gun, and let mysdlf in.



A voice, harsh and mechanical, but no lesspitiful for that: " Please...”

My eyes swung to the source of the sound. There was aworktable, with ablack top, attached to the far
wall. And strapped to that table—

Strapped to that table was atransfer's synthetic body. But thiswasn't like the fancy, a most-perfect
smulacrum that my client Cassandrainhabited. Thiswas a crude, smple humanoid form, with aboxy
torso and limbs made up of cylindrical metal segments. And the face—

The face was devoid of any sort of artificid skin. The eyes, bluein color and looking startlingly human,
were wide, and the teeth looked like dentures|oose in the head. The rest of the face was a mess of
pulleys and fiber optics, of metal and pladtic.

"Please ... “ saidthevoiceagain. | looked around the rest of the room. There was afusion battery,
about the Sze of asoftball, with saverd cables snaking out of it, including somethat led to portable lights.
There was dso acloset, with asmple door. | pulled it open—this one did easily—to make sure no one
else had hidden in there while | was coming in. An emaciated rat that had been trapped there a some
point scooted out of the closet, and through the il partialy open corridor door.

| turned my attention to the transfer. The body was clothed in smple denim pantsand a T-shirt.
"Areyou okay?’ | said, looking at the skinlessface.

The meta skull moved dightly left and right. The pladtic lids for the glass eyebals retracted, making the
non-faceinto acaricature of imploring. "Please ... , “ hesadfor athird time,

| looked at the metd restraints holding the artificial body in place: thin nylon bands, pulled taut, that were
attached to the tabletop. | couldn't see any release mechanism. “Who areyou?’ | said.

| was half-prepared for the answer, of course. “Rory Pickover.” But it didn't sound anything like the
Rory Pickover I'd met: the cultured British accent was absent, and this synthesized voice was much
higher pitched.

Stll, 1 shouldn't take this sad thing's statement at face value—especialy sinceit had hardly any face.
“Proveit,” | said. “Proveyou're Rory Pickover."

The glass eyes|ooked away. Perhaps the transfer was thinking of how to satisfy my demand—or
perhaps he wasjust avoiding my eyes. “My citizenship number is48394432."

| shook my head. “No good,” | said. “It's got to be something only Rory Pickover would know."

The eyes|ooked back at me, the plagtic lids lowered, perhapsin suspicion. “1t doesn't matter who | am,”
he said. “ Just get me out of here."

That sounded reasonable on the surface of it, but if this was another Rory Pickover...
"Not until you prove your identity to me,” | said. “Tell mewhere the dphadepostis.”

"Damnyou,” said thetransfer. “ The other way didn't work, so now you'retrying this.” The mechanica
head |ooked away. “But thiswon't work, either.”

"Tell mewherethedphadepostis” | sad, “and I'll freeyou.”

"I'd rather die,” he said. And then, amoment later, he added wistfully, “Except..."



| finished the thought for him. * Except you cant.”

Helooked away again. It was hard to feel for something that looked so robotic; that's my excuse, and
I'mgticking to it. “ Tell mewhere O'Reilly and Weingarten were digging. Y our secret issafe with me.™

He said nothing. The gunin my hand was now aimed at the robotic heed. “Tell mel” | said. “Tell me
before—"

Off in the distance, out in the corridor: the squea of arat, and—
Footfals.
Thetransfer heard them, too. Its eyes darted left and right in what looked like panic.

"MPease” hesad, lowering hisvolume. As soon as he started speaking, | put avertica index finger to my
lips, indicating that he should be quite, but he continued: “ Please, for the love of God, get me out of here.
| can't take any more.”

| made a bedinefor the closet, stepping quickly in and pulling that door most of the way shut behind me.
| positioned mysalf so that | could see—and, if necessary, shoot—through the gap. The footfals were
growing louder. The closet smelled of rat. | waited.

| heard avoice, richer, more human, than the supposed Pickover's. “What the—?"

And | saw a person—atransfer—dipping sidewaysinto the room, just as| had earlier. | couldn't yet see
the face from thisangle, but it wasn't Joshua. The body wasfemale, and | could seethat shewasa
brunette. | took in air, held it, and—

And she turned, showing her face now. My heart pounded. The delicate features. The wide-spaced
green eyes.

CassandraWilkins.
My dient.

Sheld been carrying aflashlight, which she set now on another, smaler table. “Who's been here, Rory?’
Her voice was cold.

"Noone” hesad.
"The door was open.”

"You left it that way. | was surprised, but...” He stopped, perhaps redizing to say any morewould bea
giveaway that hewaslying.

Shetilted her head dightly. Even with atransfer's strength, that door must be hard to close. Hopefully
sheld find it plausible that she'd given the handle afinal tug, and had only assumed that the door had
closed completely when sheld last left. Of course, | immediately saw the flaw with that story: you might
missthe door not clicking into place, but you wouldn't fail to notice that light was il spilling out into the
corridor. But most people don't consider thingsin such detail; I'd hoped sheld buy Pickover's suggestion.

And, after amoment more's reflection, she seemed to do just that, nodding her head, apparently to
hersdlf, then moving closer to the table onto which the synthetic body was strapped. “We don't have to
dothisagain,” said Cassandra “If you just tell me..."



She let the words hang in the air for amoment, but Pickover made no response. Her shoulders moved up
and down abit in aphilosophica shrug. “It'syour choice,” she said. And then, to my astonishment, she
hauled back her right arm and dapped Pickover hard across the robotic face, and—

And Pickover screamed.
It was along, low, warbling sound, like sheet-metal being warped, a haunted sound, an inhuman sound.
"Please ... “ he hissed again, the same plaintive word held said to me, theword I, too, had ignored.

Cassandra dapped him again, and again he screamed. Now, |'ve been dapped by lots of women over
theyears: it gings, but I've never screamed. And surely an artificial body was made of sterner stuff than
me

Cassandrawent for athird dap. Pickover's screams echoed in the dead hulk of the ship.
"Tel me” shesad.

| couldn't see hisface; her body was obscuring it. Maybe he shook his head. Maybe he just glared
defiantly. But he said nothing.

She shrugged again; they'd obviously been down this road before. She moved to one side of the bed and
stood by hisright arm, which was pinned to his body by the nylon strap. “Y ou redly don't want meto do
this” shesad. “And | don't haveto, if...” Shelet the uncompleted offer hang there for afew seconds,
then: “Ah, well.” She reached down with her beige, redistic-looking hand, and wrapped three of her
fingersaround hisright index finger. And then she started bending it backward.

| could see Pickover'sface now. Pulleys dong hisjawline were working; he was struggling to keep his
mouth shut. His glass eyeswererolling up, back into his head, and hisleft leg was shaking in spasms. It
was abizarre display, and | dternated moment by moment between fedling sympathy for the being lying
there, and feding cool detachment because of the clearly artificia nature of the body.

Cassandralet go of Pickover'sindex finger, and, for asecond, | thought she was showing some mercy.
But then she grabbed it aswell asthe adjacent finger, and began bending them both back. Thistime,
despite his best efforts, guttura, robotic sounds did escape from Pickover.

"Tak!” Cassandrasad. "Talk!"

I'd recently learned—from Cassandra hersef—that artificial bodies had to have pain sensors; otherwise,
arobotic hand might end up resting on a hesting element, or too much pressure might be put on ajoint.
But | hadn't expected such sensorsto be so sensitive, and—

And then it hit me, just as another of Pickover'swarbling screams was torn from him. Cassandraknew all
about artificial bodies; she sold them, after dl. If she wanted to adjust the mind-body interface of one so
that pain would register particularly acutely, doubtless she could. I'd seen alot of evil thingsinmy time,
but thiswas perhaps the worst. Scan amind, put it in abody wired for hypersenstivity to pain, and
tortureit until it gave up its secrets. Then, of course, you just wipe the mind, and—

"Youwill crack eventualy, you know,” she said, dmost conversationaly, as shelooked at Pickover's
fleshlessface. “ Given that it'sinevitable, you might aswell just tell mewhat | want to know."

The dastic bands that served as some of Pickover'sfacia muscles contracted, his teeth parted, and his
head moved forward dightly but rapidly. | thought for half asecond that he wasincongruoudy blowing
her akiss, but then | redlized what hewas redly trying to do: spit a her. Of course, hisdry mouth and



plagtic throat were incapable of generating moisture, but his mind—a human mind, amind accustomed to
abiologica body—had summoned and focused al its hate into that most primal of gestures.

"Very wdl,” said Cassandra. She gave hisfingers one more nasty yank backwards, holding them at an
excruciating angle. Pickover dternated screams and whimpers. Findly, shelet hisfingersgo. “Let'stry
something different,” she said. Sheleaned over him. With her left hand, she pried hisright eyelid open,
and then shejabbed her right thumb into that eye. The glass sphere depressed into the metal skull, and
Pickover screamed again. The artificia eye was presumably much tougher than anatura one, but, then
again, the thumb pressing into it was also tougher. | felt my own eyes watering in a sympathetic response.

Pickover'satificid spine arched up dightly, as he convulsed againgt the two restraining bands. From time
totime, | got clear glimpses of Cassandrasface, and the perfectly symmetrica artificid smile of gleeon it
was dmost as sickening.

At lagt, she stopped grinding her thumb into hiseye. “Had enough?’ she said. Becauseif you haventt..."

Pickover wasindeed still wearing clothing; it was equaly gauche to walk the streets nude whether you
were biologicd or artificial. But now, Cassandra's hands moved to hiswai<t. | watched as she undid his
belt, unsnapped and unzipped hisjeans, and then pulled the pants asfar down hismetallic thighs asthey
would go before she reached the restraining strap that held hislegsto the table. Transfers had no need
for underwear, and Pickover wasn't wearing any. His artificia penisand testicles now lay exposed. | felt
my own scrotum tightening in dread.

And then Cassandra did the most astonishing thing. Sheld had no compunctions about bending back his
fingerswith her bare hands. And she hadn't hesitated when it came to plunging her naked thumb into his
eye. But now that she was going to hurt him down there, she seemed to want no direct contact. She
started looking around the room; for a second, she was looking directly at the closet door. | scrunched
back againg the far wall, hoping she wouldn't see me. My heart was pounding.

Findly, shefound what she waslooking for: awrench, sitting on the floor. She picked it up, raised the
wrench above her head and, and looked directly into Pickover’ one good eye—the other had closed as
soon as she'dd removed her thumb, and had never reopened asfar as| could tell. “I'm going to smash
your bal bearingsinto iron filings, unless...”

He closed his other eye now, the plastic lid scrunching.

"Count of three,” shesaid. “One."

"l cant,” he said in that low volume that served as hiswhisper. “Y ou'd ruin them, sdll them off—"
"Two."

"Please! They belong to science! To al humanity!”

"Three!”

Her am dammed down, agreet arc dicing through the air, the silver wrench smashing into the plastic
pouch that was Pickover's scrotum. He et out a scream greater than any 1'd yet heard, so loud, indeed,
that it hurt my ears despite the muffling of the partidly closed closet door.

She hauled her arm up again, but waited for the scream to devolve into a series of whimpers. “ One more
chance,” shesaid. “ Count of three.” Hiswhole body was shaking. | felt nauseous.

"Ore"



Heturned hishead to the Side, asif by looking away he could make the torture stop.
“Two."

A whimper escaped hisartificid throat.

"Thred"

| found mysdf looking away, too, unable to watch as—

"All right!"

It was Pickover'svoice, shrill and mechanica, shouting.

"All right!” he shouted again. | turned back to face the tableau: the human-looking woman with awrench
held up above her head, and the terrified mechanical-looking man strapped to the table. “All right,” he
repeated once more, softly now. “I'll tell you what you want to know."

"You'l tel mewherethe dphadepositis?” asked Cassandralowering her arm.
"Yes” hesad. “Yes"

"Where?

Pickover was quiet.”

"Where?'

"Godforgiveme...” hesaid softly.

She beganto rase her am again. "Where?"

"Sixteen-point-four kilometers south-southwest of Nili Patera,” he said. “ The precise coordinates are...”
and he spoke a string of numbers.

"Y ou better betelling the truth,” Cassandra said.

"l am.” Hisvoicewastiny. “To my infinite shame, | am.”

Cassandranodded. “Maybe. But I'll leave you tied up here until I'm sure.”

"But | told you thetruth! | told you everything you need to know."

"Sureyou did,” said Cassandra “But I'll just confirm that."

| stepped out the closet, my gun aimed directly at Cassandras back. “Freeze,” | said.
Cassandra spun around. “Lomax!"

"Mrs. Wilkins,” | said, nodding. “I guessyou don't need meto find your husband for you anymore, eh?
Now that you've got the information he stole.”

"What?No, no. | still want you to find Joshua. Of course | do!"
"So you can share the wealth with him?”

"Wedth?" Shelooked over at the hapless Pickover. “Oh. Well, yes, thereésalot of money at stake.” She



smiled. “ So much so that 1'd be happy to cut you in, Mr. Lomax—aoh, you're agood man. | know you
wouldn't hurt me!™

| shook my head. “Y ou'd betray me thefirst chance you got."”

"No, | wouldn't. I'll need protection; | understand that—what with al the money the fosslswill bring.
Having someone like you on my side only makes sense.”

| looked over at Pickover and shook my head. “Y ou tortured that man.”

"That ‘man,” asyou cdl him, wouldn't have existed at al without me. And the real Pickover isnt
inconvenienced in the dightest.”

"But ... torture,” | said. “It'sinhuman.”

She jerked a contemptuous thumb at Pickover. “He's not human. Just some software running on some
hardware."

"That'swhat you are, too."

"That's part of what | am,” Cassandrasaid. “But I'm aso authorized. He's bootleg—and bootlegs have
norights.”

"I'm not going to argue philosophy with you.”

"Fine. But remember who works for whom, Mr. Lomax. I'm the client—and I'm going to be on my way

| held my gun rock-steady. “No, you're not."

Shelooked at me. “An interesting Situation,” she said, her tone even. “1'm unarmed, and you've got agun.
Normally, that would put you in charge, wouldn't it? But your gun probably won't sop me. Shoot mein
the head, and the bullet will just bounce off my metal skull. Shoot mein the chest, and at worst you might
damage some componentsthat I'll eventualy have to get replaced—uwhich | can, and at a discount, to
boot.

"Meanwhile” she continued, “| have the strength of ten men; | could literaly pull your limbsfrom their
sockets, or crush your head between my hands, squeezing it until it pops like ameon and your brains,
such asthey are, squirt out. So, what's it going to be, Mr. Lomax? Are you going to let mewalk out that
door and be about my business? Or are you going to pull that trigger, and start something that's going to
end with you dead?’

| was used to agun in my hand giving me a sense of power, of security. But just then, the Smith &
Wesson fdt like alead weight. She wasright: shooting her with it was likely to be no more useful than
just throwing it at her. Of course, there were crucia componentsin an artificial body's makeup; | just
didn't happen to know what they were, and, anyway, they probably varied from model to modd. If |
could be sureto drop her with one shot, I'd do it. I'd killed before in self-defense, but...

But thiswasn't sdlf-defense. Not redlly. If | didn't start something, she was just going to walk out. Could |
kill incold ... well, not cold blood. But she was right: shewas aperson, even if Pickover wasn't. She was
the one and only legal ingtantiation of Cassandra Wilkins. The cops might be corrupt here, and they might
belazy. But even they wouldn't turn ablind eye on attempted murder. If | shot her, and somehow got
away, they'd hunt me down. And if | didn't get away, she would be attacking mein self-defense.



"So,” shesad, at last. “What'sit going to be?!

"Y ou make a persuasive argument, Mrs. Wilkins,” | said in the most reasonable tone | could muster
under the circumstances.

And then, without changing my facia expressoninthedightes, | pulled thetrigger.

| wondered if atransfer'stime sense ever dowsdown, or if it isalways perfectly quartz-crystal timed.
Certainly, time seemed to attenuate for methen. | swear | could actudly seethe bullet asit followed its
trgectory from my gun, covering the three meters between the barrel and—

And not, of course, Cassandra's torso.
Nor her head.
Shewasright; | probably couldn't harm her that way.

No, instead, 1'd aimed past her, at the table on which the faux Pickover waslying on his back.
Specifically, I'd amed at the place where the thick nylon band that crossed over historso, pinning his
arms, was anchored on the right-hand sde—the point where it made ataut diagona line between where
it was attached to the side of the table and the top of Pickover'sarm.

The bullet diced through the band, cutting it in two. The long portion, freed of tension, flew up and over
historso like asnake that had just had forty thousand volts pumped throughiit.

Cassandra's eyes went wide in astonishment that 1'd missed her, and her head siwung around. The report
of the bullet was il ringing in my ears, of course, but | swear | could also hear the zzzzinnnng! of the
restraining band snapping free. To be hypersengitiveto pain, | figured you'd have to have decent reaction
times, and | hoped that Pickover had been smart enough to note in advance my dight deviation of am
beforel fired it.

And, indeed, no sooner were hisarms free than he sat bolt upright—hislegs were il restrained—and
grabbed one of Cassandrals arms, pulling her toward him. | legpt in the meager Martian gravity. Most of
Cassandra’s body was made of lightweight composites and synthetic materials, but | was till good old
flesh and blood: | outmassed her by at least thirty kilos. My impact propelled her backwards, and she
dammed againgt the table's sde. Pickover shot out his other arm, grabbing Cassandra's second arm,
pinning her backside againgt the edge of thetable. | struggled to regain a sure footing, then brought my
gun up to her right temple.

"All right, sweetheart,” | said. “Do you redly want to test how strong your artificid skull is?!

Cassandra's mouth was open; had she still been biological, she'd probably have been gasping for breath.
But her heartless chest was perfectly ill. “Y ou can't just shoot me,” she said.

"Why not? Pickover here will doubtless back me up when | say it was self-defense, won't you,
Pickover?'

He nodded. “ Absolutely.”

"Infact,” | said, “you, me, this Pickover, and the other Pickover are the only oneswho know where the
aphadepostis. | think the three of uswould be better off without you on the scene anymore.”

"Youwon't get away withit,” said Cassandra. “Y ou can't.”



"I've gotten away with plenty over theyears,” | said. “1 don't seean end to that in sight.” | cocked the
hammer, just for fun.

"Look,” shesaid, “there's no need for this. We can dl sharein the wedth. There's plenty to go around.”

"Except you don't have any rightful clamtoit,” said Pickover. “Y ou stole acopy of my mind, and
tortured me. And you want to be rewarded for that?"

"Pickover'sright,” | said. “It's histreasure, not yours.”

"It's humanity's treasure,” corrected Pickover. “It belongsto al mankind.”

"But I'myour client,” Cassandrasaid to me.

"So'she. At least, thelegd verson of himis™

Cassandra sounded desperate. “ But—but that's a conflict of interest!”

"Sosueme,” | said.

She shook her head in disgust. “ Y ou'rejudt in thisfor yoursdlf!”

| shrugged amiably, and then pressed the barrdl even tighter againgt her artificia heed. “Arent wedl?!

"Shoot her,” said Pickover. | looked at him. He was gill holding her upper arms, pressing themin close
to her torso. If held been biologicd, the twisting of historso to accommodate doing that probably would
have been quite uncomfortable. Actudly, now that | thought of it, given his heightened sengtivity to pain,
even thisartificid verson was probably hurting from twigting that way. But apparently thiswasapain he
was happy to endure.

"Do you redly want meto do that?’ | said. “1 mean, | can understand, after what she did to you, but...” |
didnt finish thethought; | just Ieft it intheair for him to take or leave.

"Shetortured me” he said. “ She deservesto die”

| frowned, unable to dispute hislogic—but, at the same time, wondering if Pickover knew that hewas as
much on tria here asshewas.

"Can'tsay | blameyou,” | said again, and then added another “but,” and once more | ft the thought
incomplete.

At last, Pickover nodded. “But maybe you'reright. | can't offer her any compassion, but | don't need to
see her dead.”

A look of plastic relief rippled over Cassandras face. | nodded. “Good man,” | said. I'd killed before,
but | never enjoyed it.

"But, fill,” said Pickover, “1 would like some revenge.”

Cassandras upper arms were still pinned by Pickover, but her lower arms were free. To my
agtonishment, they both moved. The movement startled me, and | looked down, just in time to see them
jerking toward her groin, dmost asif to protect...

| found myself staggering backward; it took asecond for me to regain my baance. "Oh, my God..."



Cassandra had quickly moved her arms back to aneutral, hanging-down position—but it wastoo late.
The damage had been done.

"You...” | said. | normally was never at alossfor words, but | wasjust then. “You're..."
Pickover had seen it, too; historso had been twisted just enough to alow him to do so.
"Nowoman...” he began dowly.

Cassandra hadn't wanted to touch Pickover's groin—even though it was artificia—uwith her bare hands.
And when Pickover had suggested exacting revenge for what had been done to him, Cassandra's hands
had moved ingtinctively to protect—

Jesus, why hadn't | seeit before? The way she plunked hersalf down in achair, the fact that she couldn't
bring hersdlf to wear makeup or jewelry in her new body; her discomfort at intimately touching or being
intimately touched by men: it was obviousin retrospect.

Cassandras hands had moved ingtinctively to protect her own testicles.
"You're not CassandraWilkins,” | said.
"Of course| am,” said thefemaevoice.

"Not on theinside, yourenot,” | said. “Y ou're aman. Whatever mind has been transferred into that body
ismde"

Cassandratwisted violently. God-damned Pickover, perhaps stunned by the reveation, had obvioudy
loosened his grip, because she got free. | fired my gun again and the bullet went straight into her chest; a
streamer of machine ail, like from a punctured can, shot out, but there was no sign that the bullet had
dowed her down.

"Dont let her get away!” shouted Fickover, in hisrough mechanica voice. | swung my gun on him, and
for asecond | could seeterror in hiseyes, asif he thought | meant to off him for letting her twist away.
But | amed at the nylon strap restraining hislegs and fired. Thistime, the bullet only partidly severed the
strap. | reach down and yanked at the remaining filaments, and so did Pickover. They finaly broke and
thisstrap, like thefirgt, sngpped free. Pickover swung hislegs off the table, and immediately stood up. An
artificid body had many advantages, among them not being woozy or dizzy after lying down for
God-only-knew how many days.

In the handful of secondsit had taken to free Pickover, Cassandra had made it out the door that 1'd pried
partway open, and was now running down the corridor in the darkness. | could hear splashing sounds,
meaning she'd veered far enough off the corridor's centerline to end up in the water pooling aong the
garboard side, and | heard her actualy bump into the wall a one point, although sheimmediately
continued on. She didn't have her flashlight, and the only illumination in the corridor would have been
what was spilling out of the room | was now in—afading glow to her rear as she ran along, whatever
shadow she hersdlf was casting adding to the difficulty of seeing ahead.

| squeezed out into the corridor. | still had my flashlight in my pocket; | fished it out and amed it justin
front of me; Cassandrawouldn't benefit much from the light it was giving off. Pickover, who, I noted, had
now done his pants back up, had made hisway through the half-open door and was now standing beside
me. | started running, and hefdl in next to me.

Our footfalls now drowned out the sound of Cassandras; | guessed she must be some thirty or forty
meters ahead. Although it was dmost pitch black, she presumably had the advantage of having come



down this corridor severd times before; neither Pickover nor | had ever gonein thisdirection.

A rat scampered out of our way, squeding asit did so. My breathing was aready ragged, but | managed
to say, “How well can you guys seein the dark?

Pickover'svoice, of course, showed no signs of exertion. “Only dightly better than biologicals can.”

| nodded, athough he'd have to have had better vison than held just laid clam to in order to seeit. My
legswere alot longer than Cassandra’s, but | suspected she could pump them more rapidly. | swung the
flashlight beam up, letting it lance out ahead of usfor amoment. There shewas, off in the distance. |
dropped the beam back to the floor in front of me.

More splashing from up ahead; sheld veered off once more. | thought about firing a shot—more for the
dramaof it, than any serious hope of bringing her down—uwhen | suddenly became aware that Pickover
was passing me. Hisrobotic legs were aslong as my naturd ones, and he could piston them up and
down at least as quickly as Cassandra could.

| tried to match his speed, but wasn't ableto. Even in Martian gravity, running fast is hard work. | swung
my flashlight up again, but Pickover's body, now in front of me, was obscuring everything further down
the corridor; | had no idea how far ahead Cassandra was now—and the intervening form of Pickover
prevented me from acting out my idle fantasy of squeezing off ashot.

Pickover continued to pull ahead. | was passing open door after open door, black mouths gaping a me
inthe darkness. | heard more rats, and Pickover'sfootfals, and—

Suddenly, something jumped on my back from behind me. A hard arm was around my neck, pressing
sharply down on my Adam's gpple. | tried to cal out to Pickover, but couldn't get enough breath out ...
orin. | craned my neck asmuch as| could, and shone the flashlight beam up on the celling, so that some
light reflected down onto my back from above.

It was Cassandral She'd ducked into one of the other rooms, and lain in wait for me. Pickover was no
detective; he had completely missed the signs of hisquarry no longer being in front of him—and I'd had
Pickover's body blocking my vision, plusthe echoing bangs of hisfootfalsto obscure my hearing. | could
see my own chilled breath, but, of course, not hers.

| tried again to cdl out to Pickover, but dl | managed was a hoarse croak, doubtless lost on him amongst
the noise of hisown running. | was aready oxygen-deprived from exertion, and the congtricting of my
throat was making things worse; despite the darkness | was now seeing white flashesin front of my eyes,
asure sign of asphyxiation. | only had afew seconds to act—

And act | did. I crouched down aslow as | could, Cassandra still on my back, her head sticking up
above mine, and | legpt with al the strength | could muster. Even weakened, | managed a powerful kick,
and in thislow Martian gravity, | shot up like abullet. Cassandras metal skull smashed into the roof of
the corridor. There happened to be alighting fixture directly above me, and | heard the sounds of
shattering glass and pladtic.

| was descending now in maddeningly dow moation, but as soon as| was down, Cassandratill clinging
hard to me, | surged forward a couple of paces then legpt up again. Thistime, there was nothing but
unrelenting bulkhead overhead, and Cassandra's metal skull dammed hard into it.

Again thedow-motion fal. | felt something thick and wet 0ozing through my shirt. For asecond, I'd
thought Cassandra had stabbed me—but no, it was probably the machine oil leaking from the bullet hole
I'd put in her earlier. By the time we had touched down again, Cassandra had loosened her grip on my



neck as shetried to scramble off me. | spun around and fell forward, pushing her backward onto the
corridor floor, me tumbling on top of her. Despite my best efforts, the flashlight was knocked from my
grip by theimpact, and it spoun around, doing afew complete circles before it ended up with its beam
facing awvay fromus.

| ill had my revolver in my other hand, though. I brought it up, and, by touch, found Cassandra's face,
probing the barrdl roughly over it. Once, in my early days, I'd rammed agun barrel into athug's mouth;
thistime, | had other idess. | got the barrel positioned directly over her left eye, and pressed down hard
with it—alittle poetic judtice.

| sad, “I bet if | shoot through your glass eye, aming up abit, I'll tear your artificid brain gpart. Y ou want
to find out?'

She said nothing. | called back over my shoulder, " Pickover!" The name echoed down the corridor, but
| had no ideawhether he heard me. | turned my attention back to Cassandra—or whoever the hell this
redlly was. | cocked thetrigger. “ Asfar as1'm concerned, Cassandra Wilkinsis my client—but you're
not her. Who are you?'

"l am CassandraWilkins,” said the voice.
"No, you'renot,” | said. “Y ou're aman—or, at least, you've got aman's mind."

"I can prove I'm CassandraWilkins,” said the supine form. “My name is Cassandra Pauline Wilkins, my
birth nameis Collier. | was born in Sioux City, lowa, on 30 October 2079. | immigrated to New
Klondikein July 2102. My citizenship number is—"

"Facts. Figures.” | shook my head. “ Anyone could find those things out."

"But | know stuff no one else could possibly know. | know the name of my childhood pets; | know what
| did to get thrown out of school when | wasfifteen; | know precisaly where the original me had a tattoo;
l."

She went on, but | stopped listening.

Jesus Chrigt, it was almost the perfect crime. No one could redly get awvay with stealing somebody else's
identity—not for long. Thelack of intimate knowledge of how the origina spoke, of private thingsthe
origina knew, would soon enough give you away, unless—

Unless you were the spouse of the person whose identity you'd appropriated.

"You're not CassandraWilkins” | said. “Y ou're Joshua Wilkins. Y ou took her body; you transferred into
it, and shetransferred—" | felt my stomach tighten; it redly was anearly perfect crime. “And she
transferred nowhere; when the original was euthanized, she died. And that makes you guilty of murder.”

"You cant provethat,” said the femaevoice. “No biometrics, no DNA, no fingerprints. I'm whoever |
say | am."

"Y ou and Cassandra hatched this scheme together,” | said. “Y ou both figured Pickover had to know
where the alpha deposit was. But then you decided that you didn't want to share the wedlth with
anyone—not even your wife. And so you got rid of her, and made good your escape at the sametime."

"That'scrazy,” thefemadevoice sad. “I hired you. Why on—on Mars—would | do that, then?"

"Y ou expected to the police to come out to investigate your missing-person report; they were supposed



to find the body in the basement of NewY ou. But they didn't, and you knew suspicion would fal on
you—the supposed spousel —if you were the one who found it. So you hired me—the dutiful wife,
worried about her poor, missing hubby! All you wanted was for meto find the body."

"Words,” said Joshua. “Just words."

"Maybe s0,” | said. “I don't haveto satisfy anyone ese. Just me. | will give you one chance, though. See,
| want to get out of here alive—and | don't see any way to do that if | leave you alive, too. Do you? If
you've got an answer, tell me—otherwise, I've got no choice but to pull thistrigger.”

"l promise!'ll let you go,” said Joshua

| laughed, and the sound echoed in the corridor. “Y ou promise? Well, I'm sure| can take that to the
bank."

"No, serioudy,” sad Joshua. “1 won' tell anyone. [—"
"Areyou JoshuaWilkins?’ | asked.

Slence.

"Are you?"

| felt the face moving up and down abit, the barrel of my gun shifting dightly in the eye socket asit did
0. “Yes"

"Wadl, rest in peace,” | said, and then, with relish, added, Josh."
| pulled thetrigger.

Theflash from the gun barrd briefly lit up the female, freckled face, which was showing almost human
horror. The revolver snapped back in my hand, then everything was dark again. | had no ideahow much
damage the bullet would do to the brain. Of course, the artificid chest wasn't risng and falling, but it
never had been. And there was nowhere to check for apulse. | decided I'd better try another shot, just
to be sure. | shifted dightly, thinking I'd put this one through the other eye, and—

And Joshua's arms burgt up, pushing me off him. | felt mysdf go airborne, and was aware of Joshua
scrambling to hisfeet. He scooped up the flashlight, and as he sivung it and himself around, it briefly
illuminated hisface. There was a deep pit where one eye used to be.

| started to bring the gun up and—

And Joshuathumbed off the flashlight. The only illumination was atiny bit of light, far, far down the
corridor, spilling out from the torture room; it wasn't enough to let me see Joshuaclearly. But | squeezed
thetrigger, and heard a bullet ricochet—either off some part of Joshuas meta internal skeleton, or off the
corridor wall.

| wasthekind of guy who aways knew exactly how many bullets he had left: two. | wasn't surel
wanted to fire them both off blindly, but—

| could hear Joshuamoving closer. | fired again. Thistime, the feminine voice box made a sound between
an oomph and theword “ouch,” so | knew I'd hit him.

One bullet to go.



| started walking backward—which was no worse than walking forward; | was just aslikely to trip either
way in this near-total darkness. The body in the shape of Cassandra Wilkins was much smdler than
mine—but aso, dthough it shamed the macho me to admit it, much stronger. It could probably grab me
by the shoulders and pound my head up into the ceiling, just as I'd pounded hers—and | rather suspect
minewouldn't survive. And if | let it get hold of my arm, it could probably wrench the gun from me; five
bullets hadn't been enough to stop the artificia body, but onewasdl it would take to ice me for good.

And so0 | decided it was better to have an empty gun than agun that could potentialy be turned on me. |
held the weapon out in front, took my best guess, and squeezed the trigger onelast time.

Therevolver barked, and the flare from the muzzle lit the scene, singing my eyes. The artificid form cried
out—I'd hit aspot its sensors felt was worth protecting with amajor pain response, | guess. But the
being kept moving forward. Part of me thought about turning tail and running—I till had the longer legs,
evenif | couldn't move them as fast—but another part of me couldn't bring myself to do that. The gun
was of no more use, 0 | threw it aside. It hit the corridor wall, making a banging sound, then fell to the
deck plates, producing more clanging asit bounced against them.

Of course, as soon as I'd thrown the gun away, | redized I'd made amistake. | knew how many bullets
I'd shot, and how many the gun held, but Joshua probably didn't; even an empty gun could be a deterrent
if the other person thought it was loaded.

We were facing each other—but that was dl that was certain. Precisely how much distance there was
between us| couldn't say. Although running produced loud, echoing footfals, either of us could have
moved a step or two forward or back—or |€eft or right—without the other being aware of it. | wastrying
not to make any noise, and atransfer could stand perfectly still, and be absolutely quiet, for hours on end.

| had no ideahow badly I'd hurt him. In fact, given that he'd played possum once before, it was possible
the sounds of pain were faked, just to make me think he was damaged. My greet grandfather said clocks
used to make aticking sound with the passing of each second; I'd never heard such athing, but | was
certainly conscious of time passing in increments as we stood there, each waiting for the other to make a
move.

Suddenly, light exploded in my face. Hed thumbed the flashlight back on, aiming it at what turned out to
be avery good guess asto where my eyeswere. | was temporarily blinded, but his oneremaining
mechanica eye responded more efficiently, | guess, because now that he knew exactly wherel was, he
legpt, propdling himsdlf through the air and knocking me down.

Thistime, both hands closed around my neck. | ill outmassed Joshua and managed to roll usover, so
he was on his back and | was on top. | arched my back and dammed my kneeinto hisballs, hoping held
release me...

...except, of course, he didn't have any balls; he only thought he did. Darm!

The handswere gill dosing around my gullet; despitethe chill ar, | felt mysdf sweeting. But with his
hands occupied, mine werefree: | pushed my right hand onto his ches—startled by the feding of artificia
breasts there—and probed around until 1 found the dick, wet hole my first bullet had made. | hooked my
right thumb into that hole, pulled Sdeways, and brought in my left thumb, aswell, squeezing it down into
the opening, ripping it wider and wider. | thought if | could get a the internal components, | might be able
to rip out something crucia. The artificia flesh was soft, and there was alayer of what felt like foam
rubber benegth it—and benesth that, | could fed hard metal parts. | tried to get my whole hand in, tried
to yank out whatever | could, but | wasfading fast. My pulse was thundering so loudly in my ears|
couldn't hear anything € s, just a thump-thump-thumping, over and over again, the



thump-thump-thumping of ...
Of footfalsl Someone was running thisway, and—
And the scenellit up asflashlights came to bear on us.

"Therethey arel” said aharsh, mechanica voicethat | recognized as belonging to Pickover. “ Therethey
ael"

"NKPD!" shouted another voice | also recognized—adeep, Scottish brogue. “Let Lomax go!”
Joshualooked up. “Back off!” he shouted—in that femaevoice. “If you dont, I'll finish him."

Through blurring vision, | thought | could see Mac hesitating. But then he spoke again. “If you kill him,
you'll go down for murder. Y ou don't want that."

Joshuarelaxed his grip abit—not enough to let me escape, but enough to keep me dive as ahostage, at
least alittlewhilelonger. | sucked in cold air, but my lungs il fdlt like they were onfire. Inthe
illumination from the flashlights | could see the improved copy of Cassandra Wilkinss face craning now
to look at McCrae. Transfers didn't show as much emotion as biologicals did, but it was clear that
Joshuawas panicking.

| was dill ontop. | thought if | waited until Joshuawas distracted, | could yank free of his grip without
him snapping my neck. “Let go of him,” Mac said firmly. It was hard to see him; he was the one holding
the light source, after al, but | suddenly became aware that he was also holding alarge disk. “Release his
neck, or I'll deactivate you for sure.”

Joshua practicaly had to roll his green eyes up into his head to see Mac, standing behind him. “Y ou ever
use one of those before?’ he said, presumably referring to the disrupter disk. “No, | know you
haven't—no transfer has been killed on Marsin weeks, and that technology only just came out. Well, |
work in the transference business. | know the disruption isn't ingtantaneous. Y es, you can kill me—but
not before kill Lomax."

"You'relying,” said McCrae. He handed hisflashlight to Pickover, and brought the disk up in front of
him, holding it vertically by itstwo U-shaped handles. “1've read the specs.”

"Areyou willing to take that chance?’ asked Joshua

| could only arch my neck abit; it was very hard for me to look up and see Mac, but he seemed to be
frowning, and, after a second, he turned partidly away. Pickover was standing behind him, and—

And suddenly an eectric whine split the air, and Joshua was convulsing beneath me, and his hands were
queezing my throat even moretightly than before. The whine—a high keening sound—must have been
coming from the disrupter. | still had my handsinside Joshuas chest and could fed hiswholeinterior
vibrating as his body racked. | yanked my hands out and grabbed onto hisarms, pulling with al my
might. His hands popped free from my throat, and hiswhole luscious femal e form was shaking rapidly. |
rolled off him; the artificia body kept convulsing as the keening continued. | gasped for bresth and dl |
could think about for severd moments was getting air into me.

After my head cleared abit, | looked again at Joshua, who was still convulsing, and then | looked up at
Mac, who was banging on the side of the disrupter disk. | realized that, now that heéd activated it, he had
no idea how to deactivateit. As| watched, he Sarted to turn it over, presumably hoping there was some
control hed missed on the side he couldn't see—and | redlized that if he completed his move, the disk
would be aimed backward, in the direction of Pickover. Pickover clearly saw this, too: he was throwing



his robot-like arms up, asif to shield hisface—not that that could possibly do any good.

| tried to shout “No!,” but my voice wastoo raw, and dl that came out was a hoarse exhalation of
breath, the sound of which was lost benegth the keening. In my periphera vision, | could see Joshualying
facedown. His vicious spasms stopped as the beam from the disrupter was no longer aimed at him.

But even though | didn't have any voice lft, Pickover did, and hisshout of "Don't!" wasloud enough to
be heard over the dectric whine of the disrupter. Mac continued to rotate the disk afew more degrees
before he redlized what Pickover was referring to. He flipped the disk back around, then continued
turning it until the emitter surface was facing straight down. And then he dropped it, and it fell in Martian
do-mo, at last clanking againgt the deck plates, a counterpoint to the now-muffled eectric whine. |
hauled myself to my feet and moved over to check on Joshua, while Pickover and Mac hovered over the
disk, presumably looking for the off switch.

There were probably more scientific waysto seeif the transferred Joshua was dead, but this one fdlt right
just then: | balanced on one foot, hauled back the other leg, and kicked the son of abitch in the side of
that gorgeous head. The impact was strong enough to spin the whole body through a quarter-turn, but
there was no reaction at al from Joshua

Suddenly, the keening died, and | heard asdf-satisfied "There!" from Mac. | looked over a him, and he
looked back at me, caught in the beam from the flashlight Pickover was holding. Mac's bushy orange
eyebrows were raised and there was a shegpish grin on hisface. “Who'd have thought the off switch had
to be pulled out instead of pushed in?"

| tried to spesak, and found that | did have alittle voice now. “Thanksfor coming by, Mac. | know how
you hate to leave the gation.”

Mac nodded in Pickover'sdirection. “Y eah, well, you can thank thisguy for putting inthe call,” he said.
Heturned, and faced Pickover full-on. “Just who the hell are you, anyway?'

| saw Pickover's mouth begin to open in his mechanical head, and athought rushed through my mind.
This Pickover was bootleg. Both the other Pickover and Joshua Wilkins had been correct: such abeing
shouldn't exist, and had no rights. Indeed, the lega Pickover would doubtless continue to demand that
this version be destroyed; no one wanted an unauthorized copy of himsalf wandering around.

Mac was looking away from me, and toward the duplicate of Pickover. And so | made awide sweeping
of my head, left to right, then back again. Pickover apparently saw it, because he closed his mouth before
sounds came out, and | spoke, asloudly and clearly as| could in my current condition. “Let me do the
introductions,” | said, and | waited for Mac to turn back toward me.

When he had, | pointed at Mac. “ Detective Dougal McCrag,” | said, then | took a deep bregth, let it out
dowly, and pointed at Pickover, “1'd like you to meet Joshua Wilkins."

Mac nodded, accepting this. “So you found your man? Congratulations, Alex.” He then looked down at
the motionless femae body. “ Too bad about your wife, Mr. Wilkins."

Pickover turned to face me, clearly seeking guidance. “It'sso sad,” | said quickly. “ Shewasinsane,
Mac—had been threatening to kill her poor husband Joshua here for weeks. He decided to fake his own
death to escape her, but she got wise to it somehow, and hunted him down. | had no choice but to try to
stop her."

Asif on cue, Pickover walked over to the dead artificia body, and crouched besideit. “My poor dear
wife,” he said, somehow managing to make his mechanical voice sound tender. Helifted his kinlessface



toward Mac. “This planet does that to people, you know. Makes them go crazy.” He shook his head.
“So many dreams dashed.”

Mac looked at me, then at Pickover, then at the artificia body lying on the deck plating, then back at me.
“All right, Alex,” he said, nodding dowly. “Good work."

| tipped my nonexistent hat at him. “ Glad to be of help.”

* * %
| walked into the dark interior of the Bent Chisdl, whistling.
Buttrick was behind the bar, asusud. “Y ou again, Lomax?'

"Theoneand only,” | replied cheerfully. That toplesswaitress I'd dept with acouple of timeswas
standing next to the bar, loading up her tray. | looked at her, and suddenly her name cameto me. “Hey,
Dianal” | said. “When you get off tonight, how ‘bout you and me go out and paint thetown...” | trailed
off: the town was already red; the whole damned planet was.

Dianasfacelit up, but Buttrick raised abeefy hand. “Not so fast, lover boy. If you've got the money to
take her out, you've got the money to settle your tab."

| dapped two golden hundred-solar coins on the countertop. “ That should cover it.” Buittrick's eyes went
asround as the coins, and he scooped them up immediately, asif he was afraid they'd disappear—which,
inthisjoint, they probably would.

"I'll bein the booth in the back,” | said to Diana. “I'm expecting Mr. Santos, when he arrives, could you
bring him over?'

Dianasmiled. “ Surething, Alex. Meanwhile, what can | get you? Y our usud poison?”

| shook my head. “Nah, none of that rotgut. Bring me the best scotch you've got—and pour it over
water ice”

Buttrick narrowed hiseyes. “ That'll cost extra"
"No problem,” | said. “ Start up anew tab for me."

A few minutes|later, Diana came by the booth with my drink, accompanied by Raoul Santos. He took
the seat opposite me. “This better be on you, Alex,” said Raoul. “Y ou still owe mefor thehelp | gave
you a Dr. Pickover's place.

"Indeed it is, old boy. Have whatever you please.”
Raoul rested his receding chin on his open palm. “Y ou seem in agood mood.”
"Oh, I am,” | said. “I got paid thisweek."

The man the world now accepted as Joshua Wilkins had returned to NewY ou, where he'd gotten his
facefinished and his artificiad body upgraded. After that, he told people it was too painful to continueto
work there, given what had happened with hiswife. So he sold the NewY ou franchise to his associate,
Horatio Fernandez. The money from the sale gave him plenty to live on, especialy now that he didn't
need food and didn't have to pay the life-support tax anymore. He gave me dl the fees his dear departed
wife should have—plus avery hedthy bonus.

I'd asked him what he was going to do now. “Well,” he said, “even if you're the only onewho knowsit,



I'm still a paleontologist—and now | can spend days on end out on the surface. I'm going to look for new
fossi beds"

And what about the other Pickover—the official one? It took some doing, but | managed to convince
him that it had actually been the late Cassandra, not Joshua, who had stolen acopy of hismind, and that
shewasthe onewho had indalled it in an artificid body. | told Dr. Pickover that when Joshua discovered
what hiswife had done, he destroyed the bootleg and dumped the ruined body that had housed it in the
basement of the NewY ou building.

Not too shabby, eh? Still, | wanted more. | rented a surface suit and a Mars buggy and headed out to
16.4 kilometers south-southwest of Nili Patera. | figured I'd pick myself up alovey rhizomorph or anifty
pentaped, and never have to work again.

Wéll, | looked and looked and looked, but I guess the duplicate Pickover had lied about where the apha
deposit was; even under torture, he hadn't betrayed his beloved fossils. I'm sure Weingarten and
O'Reilly's source is out there somewhere, though, and the legal Pickover is doubtless hard at work
thinking of waysto protect it from looters.

| hope he succeeds. | redly do.

But for now, I'm content just to enjoy thislovely scotch.

"How about atoast?’ suggested Raoul, once Diana had brought him his booze.
"I'mgame,” | sad. “Towha?'

Raoul frowned, considering. Then his eyebrows climbed his broad forehead, and he said, “ To being true
to your innermogt sdf.”

Weclinked glasses. “I'll drink to that.”



