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And ye shall know the truth, and the
truth shall nmake you free. -- John 8:32

"CGot a new case for you," said ny boss, Raynond Chen. "Homi cide."

My heart started pounding. Mendelia habitat is supposed to be a
utopia. Murder is al npbst unheard of here.

Chen was fat -- never exercised, |loved rich foods. He knew his
lifestyle woul d take decades off his life, but, hey, that was his choice.
"Sonmebody of fed a soot hsayer, over in Weel Four," he said, wheezing slightly.
"Baranski's on the scene now. "

My eyebrows went up. A dead soot hsayer? This could be very
i nteresting indeed.

I took nmy pocket forensic scanner and exited The Cop Shop. That was

its real name -- no taxes in Mendelia, after all. You needed a cop, you hired
one. In this case, Chen had said, we were being paid by the Soothsayers' Guild.
That meant we could run up as big a bill as necessary -- the SG was stinking

rich. One of the fewlaws in Mendelia was that everyone had to use soothsayers

Mendel i a consi sted of five nmodul es, each |ooking |like a wagon wheel
with spokes leading in to a central hub. The hubs were all joined together by a
I ong axl e, and separate travel tubes connected the outer edges of the wheels.
The whol e thing spun to sinmulate gravity out at the rins, and the travel tubes
saved you having to go down to the zero-g of the axle to move from one wheel to
t he next.

The Cop Shop was in Weel Two. Al the wheel rims were hollow, with
buil dings growing up toward the axle fromthe outer interior wall. Plenty of
open spaces in Mendelia -- it wouldn't be rmuch of a utopia w thout those. But
our sky was a hol ogram projected on the convex inner wall of the rim above our
heads. The Cop Shop's entrance was right by Weel Two's transit |oop, a series
of magl ev tracks al ong which robocabs ran. | hailed one, flashed nmy debit card
at an unblinking eye, and the cab headed out. The Carling famly, who owned the
taxi concession, was one of the oldest and richest fanmlies in Mendeli a.
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The ride took fifteen m nutes. Suzanne Baranski was waiting outside
for me. She was a good cop, but too green to handle a honicide alone. Still,
she'd get a big cut of the fee for being the original responding officer --
after all, the cop who responds to a call never knows who, if anyone, is going
to pick up the tab. Wen there is noney to be had, first-responders get a
di sproportionate share.

I'"d worked with Suze a couple of tinmes before, and had even gone to
see her play cello with the synphony once. Perfect exanple of what Mendelia's
all about, that. Suze Baranski had blue-collar parents. They'd worked as wel ders
on the building of Wheel Five; not the kind who'd nornally send a daughter for
musi ¢ | essons. But just after she'd been born, their soothsayer had said that

Suze had nusical talent. Not enough to make a living at it -- that's why she's a
cop by day -- but still sufficient that it would be a shanme not to | et her
develop it.

"H, Toby," Suze said to ne. She had short red hair and big green
eyes, and, of course, was in plain clothes -- you wanted a unifornmed cop, you
call ed our conpetitors, Spitpolish, Inc.

"Howdy, Suze," | said, walking toward her. She led ne over to the

door, which had been | ocked off in the open position. A holographic sign next to
it proclained: Skye Hi ssock Soot hsayer Let Me Reveal Your Future! Fully
Qualified for Infant and Adult Readi ngs

We stepped into a well-appointed | obby. The art was unusual for such
an office -- it was all original pen-and-ink political cartoons. There was
Republic CEO Da Silva, her big nose exaggerated out of all proportion, and next
toit, Axel Durnont, Earth's current president, half buried in |egislation
printouts and tape that doubtless woul d have been red had this been a col or
rendering. The artist's signature caught ny eye, the nanme Skye with curving
lines behind it that | realized were neant to represent clouds. Just |ike Suze,
our decedent had had varied tal ents.

"The body is in the inner private office," said Suze, |eading the
way. That door, too, was already open. She stepped in first, and | foll owed.

Skye Hi ssock's body sat in a chair behind his desk. Hs head had
been bl own clean off. A great carnation bloom of blood covered nost of the wall
behind him and chunks of brain were plastered to the wall and the credenza
behind the desk.

"Christ," | said. Some utopia.

Suze nodded. "Bl aster, obviously," she said, sounding nuch nore
experienced in such matters than she really was. "Probably a gigawatt charge."

| began | ooking around the room It was opulent; old Skye had
obvi ously done well for hinself. Suze was poking around, too. "Hey," she said,

after a nonent. | turned to | ook at her. She was clinbing up on the credenza.
The bl ast had knocked a snall piece of sculpture off the wall -- it lay in two
pi eces on the floor -- and she was exam ning where it had been affixed. "Thought

that's what it was," she said, nodding. "There's a hidden canera here."

My heart skipped a beat. "You don't suppose he got the whole thing
on disk, do you?" | said, noving over to where she was. | gave her a hand
getting down off the credenza, and we opened it up -- a slightly difficult task;
crusted bl ood had sealed its sliding doors. Inside was a dusty recorder unit. |
turned to Skye's desk, and pushed the release switch to pop up his nonitor
pl ate. Suze pushed the recorder's playback button. As we'd suspected, the unit
was designed to feed into the desk nonitor

The picture showed the reverse angle from behind Skye's desk. The
door to the private office opened and in cane a young nan. He | ooked to be
ei ght een, neaning he was just the right age for the mandatory adult soot hsayi ng.
He had shoul der I ength dirty-blond hair, and was wearing a t-shirt inprinted
with the I ogo of a popular need. | shook ny head. There hadn't been a good
mul ti medi a band since The Cassies, if you ask ne.

"Hell o, Dale," said what nust have been Skye's voice. He spoke with
deep, slightly nasal tones. "Thank you for coming in."

Ckay, we had the guy's picture, and his first nanme, and the nane of
his favorite need. Even if Dale's last nane didn't turn up in Skye's appoint nent
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conputer, we should have no troubl e tracki ng hi mdown.

"As you know," said Skye's recorded voice, "the |aw requires two
soot hsayings in each person's life. The first is done just after you're born,
with one or both of your parents in attendance. At that tine, the soothsayer
only tells themthings they'll need to know to get you through chil dhood. But
when you turn ei ghteen, you, not your parents, beconme legally responsible for
all your actions, and so it's tine you heard everything. Now, do you want the
good news or the bad news first?"

Here it cones, | thought. He told Dale sonething he didn't want to
hear, the guy flipped, pulled out a blaster, and bl ew hi maway.

Dal e swal |l oned. "The -- the good, | guess."

"All right," said Skye. "First, you're a bright young man -- not a
geni us, you understand, but brighter than average. Your |1Q should run between
126 and 132. You are gifted nusically -- did your parents tell you that? Good. |
hope t hey encouraged you."

"They did," said Dale, nodding. "I've had piano | essons since | was
four."

"Good, good. A crine to waste such raw talent. You al so have a
particular aptitude for mathematics. That's often paired with nusical ability,
of course, so no surprises there. Your visual nmenory is slightly better than
average, although your ability to do rote nmenorization is slightly worse. You
woul d make a good | ong-di stance runner, but "

I notioned for Suze to hit the fast-forward button; it seened |like a
typical soothsaying, although I'd review it in depth later, if need be. Poor
Dal e fidgeted up and down in quadruple speed for a tine, then Suze rel eased the
but t on.

"Now, " said Skye's voice, "the bad news." | nmde an inpressed face
at Suze; she'd stopped speeding along at precisely the right nonent. "lI'mafraid
there's a lot of it. Nothing devastating, but still lots of little things. You

will begin to | ose your hair around your twenty-seventh birthday, and it wll
begin to gray by the tine you're thirty-two. By the age of forty, you will be
al nost conpletely bald, and what's left at that point will be half brow and

hal f gray.

"On a less frivolous note, you'll also be prone to gaining weight,
starting at about age thirty-three -- and you'll put on half a kilo a year for
each of the following thirty years if you're not careful; by the tinme you're in
your mid-fifties, that will pose a significant health hazard. You're also highly
likely to devel op adult-onset diabetes. Now, yes, that can be cured, but the

cure is expensive, and you'll have to pay for it -- so either keep your weight
down, which will help stave off its onset, or start saving now for the operation
I shrugged. Nothing worth killing a man over. Suze fast-forwarded

the tape sone nore.

"-- and that's it," concluded Skye. "You know now everythi ng
significant that's coded into your DNA. Use this information wi sely, and you
shoul d have a | ong, happy, healthy life."

Dal e thanked Skye, took a printout of the information he'd just
heard, and left. The recording stopped. It had been too nuch to hope for
Whoever killed Skye Hi ssock had cone in after young Dal e had departed. He was
still our obvious first suspect, but unless there was sonething awful in the
parts of the genetic reading we'd fast-forwarded over, there didn't seemto be
any notive for himto kill his soothsayer. And besides, this Dale had a high I1Q
Skye had said. Only an idiot would think there was any sense in shooting the
nessenger .

After we'd finished watching the recording, | did an analysis of the
actual blaster burn. No fun, that: standing over the open top of Skye's torso.
Most of the blood vessels had been cauterized by the charge. Still, blasters
were only manufactured in two places | knew of -- Tokyo, on Earth, and New
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Monty. If the one used here had been made on New Monty, we'd be out of |uck, but
one of Earth's countless laws required all blasters to | eave a characteristic EM
signature, so they could be traced to their registered owners, and --

CGood: it was an Earth-made blaster. | recorded the signature, then
used nmy conpad to relay it to The Cop Shop. If Raynond Chen could find sone tine
bet ween stuffing his face, he'd send an FTL nmessage to Earth and check the

pattern -- assuning, of course, that the Jeffies don't scranble the nessage just
for kicks. Meanwhile, | told Suze to go over Hissock's client list, while
started checking out his famly -- fact is, even though it doesn't make mnuch

genetic sense, nost people are killed by their own rel atives.

Skye Hi ssock had been fifty-one. He'd been a soothsayer for
twenty-three years, ever since finishing his Ph.D. in genetics. He was
unmarried, and both his parents were |ong dead. But he did have a brother naned
Rodger. Rodger was married to Rebecca Connolly, and they had two children, d en,
who, like Dale in Skye's recording, had just turned eighteen, and Billy, who was
ei ght.

There are no inheritance taxes in Mendelia, of course, so barring a
will to the contrary, Hi ssock's estate would pass imediately to his brother
Normal |y, that'd be a good notive for nmurder, but Rodger Hi ssock and Rebecca
Connolly were already quite rich: they owned a controlling interest in the
conpany that operated Mendelia's atnosphere-recycling plant.

| decided to start my interviews with Rodger. Not only had brothers

been killing each other since Cain wasted Abel, but the fingerprint lock (a
standard ten-poi nts-of-conpari son nodel) on Skye's private inner office was
programed to recogni ze only four people -- Skye hinself; his office cleaner,

who Suze was going to talk to; another soothsayer named Jennifer Hal asz, who
sonetinmes took Skye's patients for himwhen he was on vacation (and who had
called in the nurder, having stopped by apparently to neet Skye for coffee); and
dear brother Rodger. Rodger lived in Weel Four, and worked in One.

I took a cab over to his office. Unlike Skye, Rodger had a rea
fl esh-and-bl ood receptioni st. Mdst conpanies that did have human receptionists
used ni ddl e-aged, businesslike people of either sex. Sone guys got so rich that
they didn't care what people thought; they hired beautiful blonde wonen whose
busts had been surgically altered far beyond what any phenotype mi ght provide.
But Rodger's choice was different. Hi s receptionist was a delicate young man
with refined, alnost fem nine features. He was probably ol der than he | ooked; he
| ooked fourteen.

"Det ective Toby Korsakov," | said, flashing my ID. | didn't offer to
shake hands -- the boy | ooked like his would shatter if any pressure were
applied. "I'd like to see Rodger Hissock."

"Do you have an appointnment?" His voice was high, and there was just
a trace of a lisp.

"No. But I'msure M. Hi ssock will want to see nme. It's inportant."

The boy | ooked very dubi ous, but he spoke into an intercom "There's
a cop here, Rodger. Says it's inportant."

There was a pause. "Send himin," said a |oud voice. The boy nodded
at me, and | wal ked through the heavy wooden door -- mahogany, no doubt i nported
all the way from Earth.

I had thought Skye Hissock's office was well-appointed, but his
brother's put it to shane. Cbjets d' art froma dozen worlds were tastefully
di spl ayed on crystal stands. The carpet was so thick | was sure ny shoes woul d
sink out of sight. | wal ked toward the desk. Rodger rose to greet ne. He was a
muscul ar man, thick-necked, with lots of black hair and pale gray eyes. W shook
hands; his grip was a show of macho strength. "Hello," he said. He booned out
the word, clearly a man used to commandi ng everyone's attention. "Wat can | do
for you?"

"Pl ease sit down," | said. "My nane is Toby Korsakov. |I'mfrom The
Cop Shop, working under a contract to the Soothsayer's @uild."

"My God," said Rodger. "Has sonething happened to Skye?"

Al though it was an unpl easant duty, there was nothing nore useful in
a murder investigation than being there to tell a suspect about the death and
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seeing his reaction. Mdst guilty parties played dunb far too |ong, so the fact
that Rodger had qui ckly nade the obvi ous connection between the SG and his
brot her made me suspect himless, not nore. Still ... "lI'msorry to be the
bearer of bad news," | said, "but I'mafraid your brother is dead."

Rodger's eyes went w de. "Wat happened?"

"He was nurdered."

"Murdered," repeated Rodger, as if he'd never heard the word before.

"That's right. | was wondering if you knew of anyone who'd want him
dead?"

"How was he killed?" asked Rodger. | was irritated that this wasn't
an answer to nmy question, and even nore irritated that |'d have to explain it so
soon. Mdre than a few homi ci des had been sol ved by a suspect nentioning the
nature of the crinme in advance of him or her supposedly having | earned the
details. "He was shot at close range by a blaster."

"Ch," said Rodger. He slunped in his chair. "Skye dead." H s head
shook back and forth a little. Wen he | ooked up, his gray eyes were noist.

Whet her he was faking or not, | couldn't tell.

"I"'msorry," | said.

"Do you know who did it?"

"Not yet. We're tracing the blaster's EM signature. But there were
no signs of forcible entry, and, well "

"Yes?"

"Well, there are only four people whose fingerprints opened the door
to Skye's inner office.”

Rodger nodded. "Me and Skye. Wo el se?"

"H s cl eaner, and anot her soot hsayer."

"You' re checking them out ?"

"My associate is. She's also checking all the people Skye had

appoi ntments with recently -- people he m ght have et in of his own volition."
A pause. "Can | ask where you were this norning between ten and el even?"

"Here."

"I'n your office?"

"That's right."

"Your receptionist can vouch for that?"

"Well ... no. No, he can't. He was out all norning. H s sooth says
he's got a facility for l|anguages. | give hima half-day off every Wdnesday to

take French | essons."

"Did anyone call you while he was gone?"

Rodger spread his thick arns. "Ch, probably. But | never answer ny
own conpad. Truth to tell, | like that half-day where | can't be reached. It
| ets me get an enornous anount of work done without being interrupted.”

"So no one can verify your presence here?"

"Well, no ... no, | guess they can't. But, Crissakes, Detective,
Skye was ny brother ..."

"I'"'mnot accusing you, M. Hi ssock --

"Besides, if |I'd taken a robocab over, there'd be a debit charge
agai nst ny account."

"Unl ess you paid cash. O unless you wal ked." You can wal k down the
travel tubes, although nost people don't bother

"You don't seriously believe --"

"I don't believe anything yet, M. Hissock." It was tine to change
the subject; he would be no use to me if he got too defensive. "Was your brother
a good soot hsayer?"

"Best there is. Hell, he read ny own sooth when | turned eighteen.”
He saw ny eyebrows go up. "Skye is nine years older than ne; | figured, why not
use hi n? He needed the business; he was just starting his practice at that
point."

"Did Skye do the readings for your children, too?"
An odd hesitation. "Well, yeah, yeah, Skye did their infant
readi ngs, but den -- that's ny oldest; just turned 18 -- he decided to go
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somewhere el se for his adult reading. Waste of noney, if you ask ne. Skye
woul d' ve given hima discount."”

My conpad bl eeped while | was in a cab. | turned it on

"Yo, Toby." Raynond Chen's fat face appeared on the screen. "W got
the registration informati on on that blaster signature.”

"Yeah?"

Ray smled. "Do the words "~ open-and-shut case' nean anything to you?
The bl aster bel ongs to one Rodger Hissock. He bought it about el even years ago."

I nodded and signed off. Since the |ock accepted his fingerprint,
rich little brother would have no trouble waltzing right into big brother's
i nner office, and expl oding his head. Rodger had nethod and he had opportunity.
Now all | needed was to find his nmotive -- and for that, continuing to interview
the fanmi |y nenbers ni ght prove useful

Ei ght een-year-old d en Hi ssock was studyi ng engi neering at Francis
Crick University in Weel Three. He was a dead ringer for his old man: built
like a westler, with black hair and qui cksilver eyes. But whereas father Rodger
had a coarse, outgoing way about him-- the crusher handshake, the |oud voice --
young d en was wi thdrawn, soft-spoken, and nervous.

"I'"'msorry about your uncle," | said, know ng that Rodger had
al ready broken the news to his son

d en | ooked at the floor. "Me too."

"Did you like hinP"

"He was okay."

"Just okay."

"Yeah. "

"Where were you between ten and el even this norning?"

"At hone."

"Was anyone el se there?"

"Nah. Mom and Dad were at work, and Billy -- that's nmy little

brother -- was in school." He net my eyes for the first tinme. "Am| a suspect?"

He wasn't really. Al the evidence seenmed to point to his father. |
shook ny head in response to his question, then said, "I hear you had your sooth
read recently."

"Yeah. "

"But you didn't use your uncle."

"Nah. "

"How come?"

A shrug. "Just felt funny, that's all. | picked a guy at random from

the online directory."

"Any surprises in your sooth?"

The boy | ooked at nme. "Sooth's private, man. | don't have to tel
you that."

| nodded. "Sorry."

Two hundred years ago, in 2029, the Palo Alto Nanosystens Laboratory
devel oped a nol ecul ar conputer. You doubtless read about it in history class:
during the Snow War, the U S. used it to disassenbl e Bogata atom by atom

Soneti mes, though, you can put the genie back in the bottle.

Renenber Hamasaki and DeJdong, the two researchers at PANL who were shocked to
see their work corrupted that way? They created and rel eased the nano-Corts --
self-replicating mcroscopic machi nes that seek out and destroy nol ecul ar
conputers, so that nothing |ike Bogatéa could ever happen again.

W' ve got PANL nano-CGorts here, of course. They're everywhere in
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Free Space. But we've got another kind of nolecular guardian, too -- inevitably,
they were dubbed helix-Corts. It's runpbred the SG was responsible for them but
after a huge investigation, no indictnents were ever brought. Helix-Corts
circunvent any attenpt at artificial gene therapy. W can tell you everything
that's witten in your DNA, but we can't do a dammed thing about it. Here, in
Mendel i a, you play the hand you're dealt.

My conpad bl eeped again. | switched it on. "Korsakov here."
Suze's face appeared on the screen. "H, Toby. | took a sanple of
Skye's DNA of f to Rundstedt" -- a soothsayer who did forensic work for us.

"She's finished the reading."

"And?" | said.

Suze's green eyes blinked. "Nothing stood out. Skye woul dn't have
been a conpul sive ganbler, or an addict, or inclined to steal another person's
spouse -- which elimnates several possible notives for his nmurder. In fact,
Rundst edt says Skye woul d have had a severe aversion to confrontation." She
sighed. "Just doesn't seemto be the kind of guy who'd end up in a situation
wher e soneone woul d want hi m dead. "

I nodded. "Thanks, Suze. Any luck with Skye's clients?"

"I'"ve gone through alnost all the ones who'd had appointnents in the
| ast three days. So far, they all have solid alibis."

"Keep checking. I'moff to see Skye's sister-in-law, Rebecca
Connolly. Talk to you later."

" Bye. "

Sonetinmes | wonder if I'"'min the right Iine of work. | know, | know
-- what a crazy thing to be thinking. | nmean, ny parents knew from ny infant
reading that 1'd grow up to have an aptitude for puzzle-solving, plus superior
powers of observation. They nade sure | had every opportunity to fulfill my
potentials, and when | had ny sooth read for nyself at eighteen, it was obvious
that this would be a perfect job for ne to pursue. And yet, still, | have ny
doubts. | just don't feel like a cop sonetines.

But a soothsaying can't be wong: alnobst every hunan trait has a
genetic basis -- gullibility, nean-spiritedness, a goofy sense of hunor, the

urge to collect things, talents for various sports, every specific sexua
predil ection (according to nmy own sooth, ny tastes ran to group sex wth Asian
worren -- so far, 1'd yet to find an opportunity to test that enpirically).

O course, when Mendelia started up, we didn't yet know what each
gene and gene conbo did. Even today, the SGis still adding new interpretations
tothe list. Still, | sonetinmes wonder how people in other parts of Free Space
get along w thout soothsayers -- stunmbling through life, |ooking for the right
job; sonetimes conpletely unaware of talents they possess; failing to know what
specific things they should do to take care of their health. Ch, sure, you can
get a genetic readi ng anywhere -- even down on Earth. But they're only mandatory
her e.

And nmy nmandatory readings said |'d make a good cop. But, | have to
admt, sonmetimes |'mnot so sure ..

Rebecca Connolly was at hone when | got there. On Earth, a fanmily
with the kind of noney the Hi ssock-Connolly union had would own a nansi on. Space
is at a premium aboard a habitat, but their living roomwas big enough that its
floor showed a hint of curvature. The art on the walls included originals by
both Grant Wod and Bob Eggl eton. There was no doubt they were | oaded -- naking
it all the harder to believe they'd done in Uncle Skye for his nobney.

Rebecca Connolly was a gorgeous wonan. According to the press
reports |I'd read, she was forty-four, but she | ooked twenty years younger. GCene
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therapy m ght be inpossible here, but anyone who could afford it could have
pl astic surgery. Her hair was copper-col ored, and her eyes an unnatural violet.
"Hel l o, Detective Korsakov," she said. "My husband told nme you were likely to
stop by." She shook her head. "Poor Skye. Such a darling man."

I tilted nmy head. She was the first of Skye's relations to actually

say sonething nice about himas a person -- which, after all, could just be a
clumsy attenpt to deflect suspicion fromher. "You knew Skye wel | ?"
"No -- to be honest, no. He and Rodger weren't that close. Funny

thing, that. Skye used to cone by the house frequently when we first got married
-- he was Rodger's best man, did he tell you that? But when G en was born, well,
he stopped coning around as nuch. | dunno -- maybe he didn't like kids; he never
had any of his own. Anyway, he really hasn't been a big part of our lives for
oh, eighteen years now. "

"But Rodger's fingerprints were accepted by Skye's | ock."

"Ch, yes. Rodger owns the unit Skye has his current offices in."

"I hate to ask you this, but --"

"I"'mon the Board of Directors of TenthGen Conputing, Detective. W
wer e having a sharehol ders' neeting this norning. Sonething |ike eight hundred
peopl e saw ne there."

| asked nore questions, but didn't get any closer to identifying
Rodger Hissock's motive. And so | decided to cheat -- as | said, sonetimes | do
wonder if I'min the right kind of job. "Thanks for your help, M. Connolly.
don't want to take up any nore of your time, but can | use your bathroom before
I go?"

She sniled. "O course. There's one down the hall, and one
upstairs."

The upstairs one sounded nore promising for ny purposes. | went up
to it, and the door closed behind me. | really did need to go, but first |

pul l ed out ny forensic scanner and started | ooking for specinmens. Razors and
conbs were excellent places to find DNA sanples; so were towels, if the user

rubbed vi gorously enough. Best of all, though, were toothbrushes. | scanned
everyt hing, but sonething was amiss. According to the scanner, there was DNA
present fromone worman -- the XX chronosone pair nade the gender clear. And

there was DNA fromone man. But three nmales lived in this house: father Rodger,
el der son den, and younger son Billy.
Per haps this bathroom was used only by the parents, in which case

I"d blown it -- 1'd hardly get a chance to check out the other bathroom But no
-- there were four sets of towels, four toothbrushes, and there, on the edge of
the tub, a toy aquashuttle ... precisely the kind an eight-year-old boy woul d
play wth.

Curious. Four people obviously used this john, but only two had | eft
any genetic traces. And that nade no sense -- | mean, sure, | hardly ever washed
when | was eight like Billy, but no one can use a washroom day in and day out
wi t hout | eavi ng some DNA behi nd.

I relieved nyself, the toilet autoflushed, and | went downstairs,

t hanked Ms. Connolly again, and left.

Like | said, | was cheating -- naking ne wonder again whether |
really was cut out for a career in |law enforcenent. Even though it was a
violation of civil rights, | took the male DNA sanple |I'd found in the
Hi ssock- Connol |y bathroomto Dana Rundstedt, who read its sooth for ne.

| was amazed by the results. If | hadn't cheated, | m ght never have
figured it out -- it was a damm-near perfect crine.

But it all fit, after seeing what was in the nmal e DNA

The fact that of the surviving H ssocks, only Rodger apparently had
free access to Skye's inner office.

The fact that Rodger's blaster was the nurder weapon.

The fact that there were apparently only two peopl e using the
bat hr oom
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The fact that Skye hated confrontation

The fact that the Hi ssock-Connolly family had a | ot of nopney they
wanted to pass on to the next generation

The fact that young G en | ooked just |ike his dad, but was subdued
and reserved.

The fact that den had gone to a different soothsayer

The fact that Rodger's taste in receptionists was ... unusual
The pieces all fit -- that part of ny sooth, at |east, nust have
been read correctly; | was good at puzzling things out. But | was still anmazed

by how el egant it was.

Ray Chen would sort out the legalities; he was an expert at that
kind of thing. He'd find a way to snmooth over ny unauthorized soot hsayi ng before
we brought this to trial

I got in a cab and headed off to Wheel Three to confront the killer

"Hold it right there," | said, com ng down the |long, gently curving
corridor at Francis Crick. "You're under arrest."

G en Hissock stopped dead in his tracks. "Wat for?"

I | ooked around, then drew G en into an enpty classroom "For the
mur der of your uncle, Skye Hissock. O should | say, for the nurder of your
brot her? The semantics are a bit tricky."

"l don't know what you're tal king about,’
subdued, nervous voi ce of his.

I shook ny head. Soothsayer Skye had deserved puni shnent, and his

said Aen, in that

brot her Rodger was guilty of a heinous crime -- in fact, a crine Mendelian
soci ety considered every bit as bad as nmurder. But | couldn't let den get away
withit. "I'msorry for what happened to you," | said. The mental scars no doubt

expl ai ned his sullen, wthdrawn manner.

He glared at ne. "Like that makes it better.”

"When did it start?"

He was quiet for a tine, then gave a little shrug, as if realizing
there was no point in pretending any |onger. "Wien | was twelve -- as soon as
entered puberty. Not every night, you understand. But often enough." He paused,
then: "How d you figure it out?"

| decided to tell himthe truth. "There are only two different sets

of DNA in your house -- one female, as you' d expect, and just one nale."

G en sai d not hi ng.

"I had the male DNA read. | was looking for a trait that m ght have
provided a notive for your father. You know what | found."

A en was still silent.

"When your dad's sooth was read just after birth, maybe his parents
were told that he was sterile. Certainly the proof is there, in his DNA: an
inability to produce viable sperm" | paused, renenbering the details Rundstedt
had explained to me. "But the soothsayer back then couldn't have known the
effect of having the variant formof gene ABL-419d, with over a hundred T-A-T
repeats. That variation's function hadn't been identified that long ago. But it
was known by the tine Rodger turned eighteen, by the tine he went to see his big
brot her Skye, by the tine Skye gave himhis adult soothsaying." | paused. "But
Uncl e Skye hated confrontation, didn't he?"

d en was notionless, a statue.

"And so Skye lied to your dad. Onh, he told himabout his sterility,
all right, but he figured there was no point in getting into an argunment about
what that variant gene neant.”

G en | ooked at the ground. When at |last he did speak, his voice was
bitter. "I had thought Dad knew. | confronted him-- Christ sakes, Dad, if you
knew you had a gene for incestuous pedophilia, why the hell didn't you seek
counsel i ng? Why the hell did you have kids?"

"But your father didn't know, did he?"
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A en shook his head. "That bastard Uncle Skye hadn't told him™"

"In fairness," | said, "Skye probably figured that since your father
couldn't have kids, the probl emwoul d never cone up. But your dad made a | ot of
money, and wanted it to pass to an heir. And since he couldn't have an heir the
normal way ..."

G en's voice was full of disgust. "Since he couldn't have an heir
the norrmal way, he had one nade."

| 1 ooked the boy up and down. |'d never net a clone before. den
really was the spitting inmage of the old nman -- a chip off the old bl ock. But
Ii ke any dynasty, the Hissock-Connolly clan wanted not just an heir, but an heir
and a spare. Little Billy, ten years younger than den, was |ikew se an exact
genetic duplicate of Rodger Hi ssock, produced from Rodger's DNA placed into one
of Rebecca's eggs. Al three Hissock males had indeed I eft DNA in that bathroom
-- exactly identical DNA

"Have you al ways known you were a clone?" | asked.

@ en shook his head. "I only just found out. Before | went for ny
adult soothsaying, | wanted to see the report ny parents had gotten when | was
born. But none existed -- nmy dad had decided to save sone noney. He didn't need
a new report done, he figured; nmy sooth would be identical to his, after all.
Wien | went to get ny sooth read and found that | was sterile, well, it all fel

into place in ny nmind."

"And so you took your father's blaster, and, since your fingerprints
are essentially the sane as his ..."

G en nodded slowy. H's voice was | ow and bitter. "Dad never knew in
advance what was wong with him-- never had a chance to get help. Uncle Skye
never told him Even after Dad had hinsel f cloned, Skye never spoke up." He
| ooked at ne, fury in his cold gray eyes. "It doesn't work, dammit -- our whole
way of life doesn't work if a soothsayer doesn't tell the truth. You can't play
the hand you're dealt if you don't know what cards you' ve got. Skye deserved to
die."

"And you framed your dad for it. You wanted to punish him too."

d en shook his head. "You don't understand, man. You can't
under st and. "

"Try me."

"I didn't want to punish Dad -- | wanted to protect Billy. Dad can
afford the best damm |awer in Mendelia. Oh, he'll be found guilty, sure, but he
won't get life. His lawer will cut it down to the nini nrum mandatory sentence
for murder, whichis --"

"Ten years," | said, realization dawning. "In ten years, Billy wll
be an adult -- and out of danger from Rodger."

G en nodded once.

"But Rodger could have told the truth at any tinme -- reveal ed that

you were a clone of him If he'd done that, he would have gotten off, and
suspi ci on woul d have fallen on you. How did you know he wasn't going to speak
up?"

A en sounded a | ot ol der than his eighteen years. "If Dad exposed
me, |'d expose him-- and the penalty for child nolestation is also a nininmm
ten years, so he'd be doing the tine anyway." He | ooked directly at ne. "Except

being a nmurderer gets you left alone in jail, and being a pedophile gets you
wrecked up."

I nodded, |ed himoutside, and hailed a robocab

Mendelia is a great place to live, honest.

And, hell, | did solve the crinme, didn't |? Meaning I am a good
detective. So | guess ny soothsayer didn't lie to ne.
At least -- at least | hope not

I had a sudden cold feeling that the SG would stop footing the bil
| ong before this case could cone to public trial
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THE END

Furt her Readi ng:
A few notes about the science in this story, for those who m ght be
i nterested
I nformati on about this story's nom nation for the Hugo Award
I nformation about this story's nomnation for the Crime Witers of Canada's
Arthur Ellis Award
O her short stories by Robert J. Sawyer
I nformati on about Rob's novel Frameshift, a current nom nee for the Hugo
Award for Best Novel of the Year
A profile of Rob from Tangent concentrating on his short-fiction career
Back to the Robert J. Sawyer main page (ww. sfwiter.com
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