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CHAPTER ONE

The whole world mourned the Invictus. People everywhere paused at any news of her, and those who
believed in gods and miracles prayed. She was an American-built ramjet, carrying American colonists,
but messages from the ships Earth had launched toward the stars over the past twenty years wererare
and therefore internationa events. The I nvictus became an internationd tragedy.

The newscanner in the squadroom of the Shawnee County Police Department's Crimes Against Persons
squad had been there for so long, no one remembered the set's origin, whether it had been donated or
abandoned there or was recovered stolen property someone had "forgotten” to turn in to the property
room. It was usudly alittle-attended but familiar part of the background, and leos Taw enforcement
officers on al three watches tossed spare vending tokens into the cup on Lieutenant Hari Vradd's desk
so that once amonth the burly squad commander could redeem the tokens and have the bankcredit
transferred to Newservice, Inc. for the subscription. This morning, however, every eye, in the squadroom
stared at the set, morning and day watches alike. The only sound in the room was the voice of KTNB's
voice-over announcer reading the text that rolled across the screen.

"Her nameisthe Invictus, and in the eterna night of space that covers her, she may be dying. No one
aboard knows why. Sheis a Boeing Starmaster modified 800 ramjet and she was launched from the
Glenn Space Platform ten years ago, carrying the nine hundred members of the Laheli Colonid
Company. She

was bound for a planet seventy-three light-years away. No one expected to hear from her until she sent
her tachyon courier capsuleto tel Earth she had arrived safely at her destination; however, yesterday the
capsule was recovered by workers from the Vladikov Space Platform at 2:53 P.M. Greenwich time,
with thisvoice-only messageingde.”

The announcer's voice was replaced by another, acam voice, but one heavy with weariness. "Thisis
Jaes Laurent of the Laheli Company'sramjet Invictus. Over the past two weeks, ship'stime, we have
experienced repeated breakdowns and failuresin the life support systems of our deeper sections. The
onboard computer has been able to instruct us how to make only temporary repairs. We have now lost
four hundred of our deepers and face the possibility of losing more. All ten crewmembers are awake and
working to repair failures as they occur, but we don't know how well well succeed. Weredize therésno
possihility of you on Earth being able to help us. Thismessageisnot adistresscdl. We just want
someone to know what happened to us, and perhaps bring a problem to attention that may savethelives
of future colonigs.”

The voice of the announcer resumed. "When contacted, representatives of Boeing refused to speculate ™
Lieutenant Vradd reached up and turned off the sound. "I'm sorry to interrupt, leos, but thetimeis now
eight thirty on what promisesto be another firecracker July day, and afew light years closer to home, in
our very own Topeka, murderers and thieves whose activities we just discussed at rollcall deserve our
attention aslaw enforcement officers.”

Someone at the back of the room muttered, "Crap."

Vrade regarded the squad with mock solemnity. "No, that's wrong. Crimes Against Property isthe crap
sguad, not Crimes Againgt Persons. He became serious. "Morning watch, you're dl late for debriefing.
Dismissed. Day watch, get to work. Everyonein the drugstore stakeout come to this end of the room."
He gave them afew more minutes to sort themselves out. While he waited for the stakeout teamsto
gather around him, helooked them over, mentaly reviewing the assgnments. In addition to hisown
personnel, he had four teams from Crimes Againgt Property and eight plainjane teams on loan from the



Gage division those sixteen men and women hoping to impress Vradel enough to be permanently
promoted to Investigator |I. He chewed on his mustache. Twenty teams made an expensive operation. He
hoped the stakeout would produce more results today than it had the past week.

Hiseyesfel on adark bulldog of a man standing next to atal smoky-blonde. Sergeant Wim Kiest was
wearing aworried frown. Vradd supposed the Invictus touched some sharp nervesin him.

Vradd amiled. "Be optimigtic, Kiest. That doesn't happen to every colony ship. Yourswill bedl right.”
Beside him, Sergeant Janna Brill hissed. "Don't say that. I've been trying for monthsto talk him out of this
colonid insanity. Y ou see how it'saffecting him." She plucked at the deeve of hisshirt, one of the
currently popular ""neo-pioneer homespun' styles. "It'sdriven himright off histick. Don't spoil the best
case agang hisleaving I've found yet."

If Wim Kiest was a bulldog, Janna Brill was a greyhound, one hundred eighty-three centimeters of
whip-cord sinew. The deeve ess blue romper and matching hip boots she wore set off her pae coloring
sowell Vradd reflected that with some more meat on her, she could be a very flash bibi. Why did she
Stay so bony thin?

He glanced at the chrono again. The digital readout said, redly: 8:35. "All right, lions and she-lions; we do
it like before, one team at each drugstore in ashopping mall. Same assgnments. The computer analog
profile of our two jons saysthey'll continueto hit the Gage areaand will prefer to strike soon after
opening. Be careful. These deeks are carrying shooters, remember.”

"Yes, Daddy," someone caled.

One of thejanes grimaced. "'l wish they'd hit the Highland division for achange, or work evenings so it
would be the night watch's problem.”

His partner shook her head. "Don't wish it. When the computer starts missing, where will we be?"
Vradd pointed to the door. "Sail. | want to see those deeks heads here on pikes by high noon.”

Another Gage jane tapped Janna Brill'sarm. "Did your supervisor take an extra degree, say in
dramatics?'

Brill looked back wide-eyed. "I thought Crimina Justice was a dramatics degree.”
"Salll" Vradd ordered.

Outside the squadroom, Wim Kiest and Janna Brill separated quickly from the other teams and wound
their way down through the labyrinth of the Capitol Division Station toward the basement garage. The
station was only three floors high, but it sprawled over an entire city block. They passed clerks,
investigators from other squads, afew civilians Tooking lost and apprehensive and uniformed officers
from the beta squad coming in off the morning watch. At one point Wim and Jannawere surrounded by
helmeted and booted leosin iron-gray jumpsuits sidestriped with red from collar to the ends of the short
summer deeves and underarms to boottops. The group swirled around them, yawning and wisecracking,
on their way to showers and debriefing that tick talk session where, it was hoped, the emotiona charge
of the job stress was discharged before heading home. The dpha squad would have comein alittle after
eight and would dready bein debriefing.

In the garage, the partners passed rows of watchcars waiting for the day watch beta squad. "Bullet on the
half shell" somewit had caled the floatcar design, for the way the deek fiberplastic body poised in the



middle of the airfoil's spreading skirt. The vehicles were conspicuoudy marked with white tops, black
bodies, and alight-reflecting red stripe circling the body just below the windows. Wim and Janna passed
jane cars, too, unmarked by policeinggniabut till obvioudy police vehiclesby virtue of being
Datsun-Ford Monitors. Everyone knew the Shawnee County PD used D-Fsamost exclusively.

Their own car was dso aMonitor, painted abright green. They stepped on the airfoil skirt and climbed
in, Wim under the whedl, Janna on the rider side. She switched on the car radio and screwed her
persond radio button into her left ear. She activated it with atap of her finger.

"Indian Thirty to control, requesting a T-check.”

"Roger, Indian Thirty." The dispatcher's voice came from both the car radio and her ear button. "T-check
positivefor three."

For good or ill, the transponders built into the car and their ear buttons were registering on the divison
map.

Jannalooked a Wim. "Y our button receiving dl right?!

He nodded. He switched on the Monitor. The eectric motor hummed. Wim activated the airfail fans.
They whined as they wound up. The car shimmied amoment, then lifted off its parking rollers and rose
clear of thefloor. Wim floated it backward out of its parking dot and reversed to head for the exit ramp.

Jannarelaxed in her segt. "I keep finding mysalf surprised someone should be jacking drugstoresin Gage.
| could understand it in Oakland where the government doesn't hand out drug coupons to the poor and
needy. Do you suppose the jons are street dedlerslooking for away to cut their overhead?”

The car sailed up Van Buren and 'round the corner onto Sixth Street.

"Would you do it?" Wim asked.

Jannablinked. "Do what? Steal drugs or hand out coupons for drugs like the ones for food and housing?”'
"Would you really keep talking about the Invictus to scare me out of traveling on aramjet?!

"I'm thinking about it." Shetrailed her arm out the window of the car. The air was ftifling aready. It was
going to be one of those days when she would wish she had gillsto help her breathe. Dear Kansas sauna
summers. Then she noticed that Wim's knuckles had turned white around the whedl. She sighed. "Hey,
partner, | wouldn't redly do it. Y ou ought to know | wouldn't try to keep you from something you want
as much as you want to go to Champaign. | just don't understand why you want to go. What in god's
nameis o attractive about grubbing around on some dien world?’

Hishandsrelaxed. He smiled. "Maybe | have a sense of adventure? Or maybe | just like grubbing.”

They had been through this routine dozens of timesin the past year. It waslike arecord. Once the
conversation started, it proceeded exactly asthetime before, and the time before that.

"| like being outside. | liked being on patral. | didn't mind Juve and Vice. Since we made Investigator,
though ..." He shook his head.

"You're agood investigator. Were agood team.”



"But so much of it isdesk work. | want to be outsde."

"Y ou've dways sad you left that farm you grew up on because you weretired of freezing your ass
feeding cattle in the winter and being broiled on atractor al summer.”

He shrugged. "I know | said that, but every spring | find mysdf out digging up the yard for agarden. That
reminds me, can you use tomatoes?"

Sherolled her eyes. "The August tomato glut is Sarting.”

The radio crackled and muttered in her ear. She noted the calls with one part of her mind, but for the
most part she ignored any announcement not preceded by “Indian Thirty."

She and Wim had been partners along time. They started in an Oakland division watchcar five years
before. They had made Sergeant together. Three years ago they had been promoted to Investigator | and
been transferred to the Capitol division. Five years working together there were marriage contracts that
did not last that long. She knew he was serious about leaving when he would not take the Investigator |1
test with her. How could he give up five years for something he had never seen before? She could not
imagineworking with anyonedse.

"Wim." Itwasamog awall. "I'll missyou like hdl.”
"Yeah." He reached over to pat her thigh. "I'll missyou, too, partner.”

They rode out Topeka Avenuein silence. Jannawatched the traffic glumly. There were few pedestrians
asyet. Mogt of thetraffic was bicycles, and tiny run-abouts that danced like motes on their air cushions:
GMC Vedtas and D-F Fireflies, AMC-Renault Sols, some Hitachi Bonsais and Smith Sundowners. The
fans of the big trangit buses and trailer trucks thrummed deafeningly and |eft smdler vehicles shuddering in
their wakes. There was a scattering of road cars, too D-F Monitors and Kodiacs, GMC Titans, and the
whole pride of Leyland Internationa cats: Jaguars, Panthers, and Cheetahs.

Janna counted twenty-three moving violations. She would have loved to go after one Sundowner. The
driver ducked in and out of every traffic lane, including the commercia lane and the bicycle lane. Farther
ahead abig Kenworth was trying to crowd runabouts off the road.

"Look at them," she said in disgust. "Who's monitoring the traffic ong here? Thereés never alion around
when you need one.”

At the fairgrounds, Wim signaed for aright turn and did the car sdeways. They turned west down
Twenty-first Street toward their stakeout assgnment at the Fairlawn Plaza. Janna watched more traffic.
After counting ten pedestrian violations and fifteen more moving violations, she gave up and watched the
pass ng nelghborhoods instead.

It was dmost like coming home. She had known these particular streetswell when she was going to
Washburn University. She had come to know the streets to the south even better. They werein the
Highland Park division, where she had spent her probation yesar. It was a pleasant residentia area. There
were afew modern semisunken and earth-covered houses, but most featured ol der architecture,
twentieth-century one- and two-floor above-ground houses of stone and wood frame. Many had large
windows. Mogt of the streets were till in good condition, though they were beginning to show some

age potholes and shoots of green coming up around brick and through paving. Airfoilsdid not need a
smooth surface to operate, so street repairs tended to be sporadic. Even so, the streets here were il
better than their broken, weed-choked counterparts in Oakland.



At the Washburn View Madl, Jannawaved to Investigators L eah Caabrese and Dan Roth. They were
just settling themsdaves with caff and microfiche viewers a the little tables outsde asmal caff shop next
to the drugstore, trying hard to look like students studying for summer school finds.

Wim grinned. "They'll losetheir cover if we don't strap these jons before finals are over.”
"I wonder if they're learning anything.”

They passed the Seabrook Mall. Cardarella and Witt, one of the jane teams, did not appear to have
arrived yet. When they reached Fairlawn, Wim set the car down on its parking rollers opposite the
drugstore and took out a book to read. Janna stared at it a minute Wim had some of the most
unexpected possessions then climbed out of the car and went up to rap on the drugstore window.

The clerk inside nodded in recognition and cameto let her in. ™Y ou look lesslike a police officer in those
clothesthan you did in the jumpsuit yesterday,” he said.

She decided to treat hisremark as acompliment. "Thank you." She dipped on the smock he handed her
and prepared to play clerk again. She pitied Wim. The smal store smelled of the strange mixed odor of
drugs, but it was cool in here. He would cook in the car.

"lsnt it terrible about that colony ship?' the clerk asked. He had a small newscanner on ashef onthe
wall behind the counter. He punched it on and switched to one of the stations that rolled text to the
accompaniment of background music. "Severa years  ago the woman | was married to wanted usto
joinacolonial company. | considered doing so, but T don't know. | have a nice house and neighbors|
think | can trugt. I'm thinking of buying arunabout so | won't be dependent on the bus schedule to get to
work. That'salot to give up for for something unknown. Now after hearing about that colony ship, |
don't think | could ever bring mysdlf to get on one, let done alow someone to put meto deep for ayear
or two."

He did not seem to require return comments from her, or even encouragement, so Jannajust smiled the
way she had been taught and nodded once in awhile and tuned him out. She wondered what effect the
Invictus's disaster might have on her father. He was adesigner for Boeing.

Maybe she should give him acdl tonight.

The newscanner was rolling a story about another demongtration by the Arabs For aFree Middle East
thistime at the United World building in Zurich againgt the Isradli domination of Egypt and Syria. Halt
Zionist Imperialism, their sgnsread.

She dso listened, as dways, to the police calls whispering in her ear. Mogt of them were Gage divison
cdls, with only afew of the Highland Park callsreaching her.

"Beta Gage Twenty, see the woman, 1102 Prairie Road, domestic disturbance.”

At nine-thirty, the clerk unlocked the door. Thefirst customer, an attractive young woman, seemed
embarrassed as she handed Janna a prescription dip for prostaglandin suppositories. Jannawondered
whether the woman was embarrassed about having become pregnant or was sufficiently influenced by
Lifest and Bible cultist propagandato fed guilty about aborting herself.

Janna handed the prescription on to the clerk, who brought abox up from aback shelf.



The woman handed over her card. The Scib Card was acitizen's most important piece of plagtic. It was
asocid care card, ID, and bankcard in one, auniversa credit card. The clerk fed the piece of plastic into
the credit register and typed in the purchase and price. The woman pressed her left thumb to the ID
window of the register and signed her name across the window with alight scriber. The register hummed
asit recorded the purchase and relayed the information to her bank's computers. After aminute it spat
back the card. The clerk returned it to the woman aong with her prescription and purchase receipt.

Thewoman left. On her way out, she passed Wim coming in. Wim was grinning.
"l just had an idea, Jan. Why don't you come out to Champaign with us?'

Janna stared at him. "Come with you? Oh, no." She backed away, shaking her head. "I'm acity girl. |
need pollution to survive. The Soldier Creek divisioniseast of the sun and west of the moon to me,
Besides, even if every passenger aboard your ship weren't ready planned for, | couldn't raise the credit
for. asharein only one month."

"Ancther ship will be coming out in ayear or two. That oneisn't full yet."

Sherolled her eyes. "Go read your book. | liketo look at waving fields of grain, but I'm quite content to
let someone else grow them.”

Wim headed for the door. "Think about it. There€'s only so far you can go here. Y ou'll haveto get alaw
degreeif you want more rank than Lieutenant. On Champaign you can be anything.”

"| can be eaten by asix-legged green wolf." But the door had closed behind him and he did not hear her
last remark. She saw the clerk staring at her. "l think it'safever,” she said, "something like Bible cultists
evangdism. Colonists want everyone e se to come out and grub in the mud with them.”

The clerk looked asif hewas unsure if he were supposed to laugh at that remark or not. Toad, she

thought.

"AlphaHighland Thirteen, AlphaHighland Five, accident on 470 bypass at Gage exit. Two trucks
involved."

Go out to that planet with them? Wim was one of her favorite peoplein thisworld, but that was the most
brain bereft suggestion she had ever heard. Jannaand Wim's wife Vada were good friends, but she
somehow doubted Vada had ever considered taking Wim's partner to the stars with them. VVadawas not
the group marriage kind.

"Alpha Gage One, meet AlphaGage Ten at 1017 Randolph.”

The call raised Janna’s curiosity. Alpha Gage One would be the apha squad sergeant. Being asked
smply to meet aunit meant the unit wasinvolved in asituation it could not leave and did not care to
mention over theradio.

Two young men wandered into the drugstore. Janna smiled at them while she looked them over,
checking for weapons bulges.

"What kinds of halucinogens do you have?' one asked.

"All of them," the clerk replied. "Mescaline, pslocybin, LSD, STP, MDT, ALR."



The jons exchanged looks. "Well, we were |ooking for something stronger.” Thefirst spesker hesitated.
His companion said, "A lot stronger . . . something with areal boogt.”

Thistime Janna and the clerk exchanged looks. Jannawondered if that were aguilty flush there around
the back of the clerk's neck. Could he be doing alittle subcounter dedling?

"Trick isillegd," shesaid. Thetwo tried to look innocent. " Oh, we certainly didn't mean we wanted any
trick."

"Itl cross-wireyour brain. Synesthesa. A milligram or two too much will scramble your tick for good.
At worst your brain can forget how to make you bresthe. Why don't you use something safe, like
dreamtime?"’

"Dreamtime." Their scorn ragped like afile. "That'sjust a deep subgtitute.”

"The hyperdreaming can give agood boost, and better, asafetrip.”

"No, thanks." They turned and |eft the Sore.

The clerk wastrying hard not to frown. "Sergeant.” He said it hesitantly. "I would prefer that you let me
handle the sles”

Jannalooked at him. "The pendlty for sdlling trick can be heavy. Some dealers go up on mandaughter
charges.”

Thederk swalowed vishbly.

"Alpha Gage Eleven, investigate an abandoned vehicle, Tenth and Fairlawvn.”

A girl camein. Jannalooked her over but was quickly satisfied she could not be one of the deeksthey
were waiting for. The paint on her depilated head was old and smeared. Her arms were tracked with the
scars of athousand launchings. She was along-time ulysses making odysseying alifetime pursuit, the

hard way.

She presented her addict'sidentification and Scib Card to the clerk. The purchase was recorded. The
ulysses|eft hurriedly, clutching her week'sration of herain.

"Beta Gage Twelve, see the man, neighborhood disturbance, twenty-six hundred block Arrowhead
Street.™

Jannawished she could hear the replies but the duplex system put replies on adifferent frequency than
the dispatch broadcasts, which was all her ear button received.

"Attention al units, armed robbery in progress, Seabrook Mall."

Janna raced for the door, tearing off the smock. "Y ou can relax,” she called back to the clerk. "They
picked someone else today."

Wim had the Monitor's fans wrapping up. Jannadived into her seat and did the door closed behind her.
"Werejust agtraight shot down Twenty-first. Let's sail.”



Wim revved the fans. The car bucked up onto itsair cushion. Janna dapped the pop-on cherry on the
dash and hit the Sren. The car shot forward.

"Attention dl units" the dispatcher'svoice said in her ear. " Suspects are two maes, twenty to twenty-five
years old, one Caucasian, one hundred seventy centimeters, eighty kilos, brown hair shoulder length,
wearing an orange jumpsuit with deeves and pantlegs cut off; other suspect is afroam, one hundred eighty
centimeters, seventy-five kilos, wearing gray pioneer-style shirt and trousers. Suspects are on foot
headed west on Twenty-first Street.”

"They're coming our way. Kick her, Wim!"

The fans screamed as the car lunged ahead. The traffic scattered before the whew-whew-whew of their
gren asif pushed aside by an invisible plow. The siren became a hoarse howl asthey rocketed through
an intersection.

Theradio said, " Suspects have turned north on McAliger.”

They had dmost reached McAlister. Wim wrenched the whedl, and the car banked so sharply it heeled
over hdfway onitssde. For one fearful moment it seemed they might roll and be driven top-first into the
ground by the fans, but then the car dewed around and straightened. They flew up McAligter.

They saw Cardarellaand Witt dmost immediately, on foot and running. About ablock beyond them
were two more runners.

"Therethey are”

Wim passed the Gage janes and started dowing. Opposite the two suspects, he shut off the fans. Then
they kicked the doors forward and bailed out of the car before it had even settled to its parking rollers,
abandoning it in the middle of the Street.

The suspects looked back. Seeing Wim and Janna, one abruptly ducked sideways through ayard. The
other cut across the street into another yard.

"I'll take the afroam.” Janna charged after him.

The man wasfast, she gave him that, and he jumped like adeer. These blocks had no dleysinthem. The
yards sat back to back, separated by fences. The black man cleared the barrier in one bound and landed
racing through the yard beyond. Janna vaulted after him.

Her choice of clothesfor the day had been bad after dl, she decided. They were dl wrong for running an
obstacle course. The romper was fine, but the hip boots were hot and cumbersome. Sweat was dready
running down her legsinside them. Her gun, holstered down inside one boot, began digging into her thigh.

Damn, that deek was fast. She was one of the top runnersin the department but she was barely gaining
on her man. He legped over another fence, through another yard. He amost ran over asmall child
playing in asandbox. The child's mother screamed. The black leaped the fence on the far side.

Following him, Jannafound hersdlf in agroup of children. One had been knocked down by thefleeing
man.



Janna's handsitched to pull her gun. A needle would stop that deek fast enough. She could not draw
here, though. There were too many children. If she missed, she would either have to come back looking
for the spent needle, or trust to luck none of these children found it. A child playing with aneedle could
prick himsdlf and inject the fifteen milligrams of percurareingde. Fifteen milligramswas enough to
parayze the muscles of an average adult. The drug would paralyze everything in achild, including the
digphragm. Such things had happened before.

So sheleft the Starke in her boot and cursed hersdlf for not bringing the shotgun from the car.

They pounded across a street and between two houses. There was an dley through the middle of this
block and the black turned up it. For thefirst time she was ableto tell she was gaining on him.

They reached the end of the dlley. Her quarry crossed the street with Janna close behind. A passing
runabout came so close shefelt it clip her hip asthe driver screamed curses at her. She ssumbled but did
not go down. In another stride she had the pace back. She was only meters behind her quarry, now. She
had aclear, easy shot a him. She reached for her gun.

He turned around suddenly, ashooter in hishand. "I'll kill you!"

Shelet go of the gun. No sense needling him now. The four to ten seconds the percurare took to work
was time enough for him to empty the shooter at her. Instead she dived to the left asthe shooter went off.
His aim was bad enough that the bullet did not pass close enough to hear, but it sent abolt of terror
through her, nevertheless. Where, oh, where was that much-rumored stungun R and D kept promising
police departments?

The man cocked the hammer for another shot.

Janna dodged again. Thistime she heard the bullet, adeadly zit near her right ear, just audible under the
flat popcorn sound of the shot. Before he could fire again, she dived for him. He brought the barrel of the
shooter down toward her head. She jerked to the Side, then grabbed a handful of his crotch and
squeezed with al her strength.

He screamed. As he started to double, shelocked on to his shooting arm. She went under it and back,
taking the arm with her. She twisted the shooter hard against his thumb. The thumb gave with an audible
pop and the black screamed again.

Jannafet aripple of resstance building in him, but before he could trandate it into action, shewas
pushing him toward a power pole. Her hand reached insde her boot for her wrap strap. She put alittle
more pressure on hisarm to keep him moving and shoved him hard against the pole, snapping the wrap
strap with a practiced flick of her wrist. The strap circled pole and suspect's neck in one loop and
adhered to itsalf. Jannamade sure it was tight, then let go and stepped back, panting hard.

The black pulled, but he was pinned against the pole by the strap. He spat obscenities & her.

Then reaction set in. Jannastarted shaking. This deek tried to kill her! She hefted the shooter ina
trembling hand, fighting adesireto lay the barrdl across his jungled scalp. " Shut up, toad.” She tapped her
ear button. Between gulps of air, she said, "Indian Thirty betato Gage control.”

"Go ahead Indian Thirty." "I have one of the armed robbery suspectsin custody. My loc unknown."

"Your T'son the board, Indian Thirty. Wait for amobile unit."



The unit was there in two minutes, awatchcar driven by apair of young leos whose uniforms somehow
managed to look trim and neat despite the humid heet. Briefly, Jannaenvied them. Her romper was
plastered to her with swest and the thick curls of her lion's mane lay sodden on her forehead and the
back of her neck.

"What about the other suspect?' she asked.
"Beta Gage Seventeen picked him up afew minutes ago. Needled him."

She grinned. Thelast of her shakes disappeared. That was good news. Vradel would be pleased. Riding
back to her own car crowded into the front seat with the Gage |eos, she wasjubilant.

The mood did not last long. She had expected to find Wim waiting for her by Indian Thirty with Beta
Gage Seventeen. He was not there. She frowned at the officers from Beta Gage Seventeen.

"Wasn't my partner behind thisjon?" She pointed at the man sprawled motionless on one of the
lengthwise seats in the back of the watchcar, head pushed against the laminated wire and plastic screen
that separated the control and prisoner sections, feet at the rear door.

Theleos shook their heads. "Hewas dl aone when we needled him."

Cardarellaand Witt had not seen Wim since he bailed out of Indian Thirty, nor had severa other teams
that wereloitering in the area.

Janna tapped her ear button. "Indian Thirty betato Gage control, requesting a T-check on Indian Thirty
dpha"

The dispatcher came back. "Indian Thirty alphas T north and west of you and ationary.”

Janna's ssomach flipped and tightened in a cold knot. The transponders were often despised for betraying
officers whereabouts to supervisors. The "breakage" rate on them was phenomend. At times they could
be useful, though. Thiswas one of those times.

The Gage dispatcher directed the search for Wim, watching all their trangponders on the board and
guiding them toward Wim's. Babra Cardarellafound him first. Her shout brought the rest of them running.

Wim lay in apool of blood between two abutting backyard storage sheds. He was unconscious but still
aive. It looked asif someone had tried to take off the top of hisskull. A deep laceration circled his head,
amputating the tops of his ears, cutting through the scap to bone, and sawing through the bridge of his
nose so far even bis eyelids and eyes were cut.

Janna swore. "Someone get an ambulance. | swear I'll cancel the deek who did thisto him."

One of the leos from Beta Gage Seventeen cleared her throat. "We took a monofilament garrote off our
man when we searched him."

Garrote! Jannas mouth tightened. The deek must have tried to use it on Wim. Wim saw him and ducked,
but not fast enough. She felt sck. Hewas lucky to be dive. Around histhroat, the fine wire would have
diced through to his spine before he even knew what happened.

She wiped the blood from hisface. It was amistake. Clearing the old blood only let her see new blood
and fluid lesking out of hisdashed eyes.



"Oh, god," someone gasped.

Janna swore. Wim had just two weeks |eft before he resigned, only amonth before his ship left. What a
hell of athing to have happen to him now agoddam-it-to-hell bitch. That damn deek. That skink toad.
Just aswell he waslocked in the back of the watchcar. She would have gone ahead and canceled him,
given achance, or a the very least broken him in haf one bone at atime.

She moved so her shadow fell across Wim, shading him from the sun. Moisture dropped on him. Her
sweet? Shewiped at her face. She discovered with surprise that the moisture was on her cheeks, flowing
from her eyes. Shelet the tears come. What arotten job this could be sometimes.

Chapter 2

From the doorway of Jorge Hazlett's office, Andrew Kellener asked, "Did you see the broadcast about
the Invictus?"

Jorge looked up from the printout he was pretending to read. Indeed he had seen the broadcast. In fact,
he had had his newscanner on "replay” and had watched the broadcast six times. Jorge had spent afew
terrible minutes on the edge of panic when hefirst started considering the implications of that message.
Cam returned, however, when he redlized he had only temporarily lost the gameinitiative. He was not
immediately threatened; there was just the chance of attack. If anything, that thought was exhilarating. He
had time to set up his defenses and regain the initiative before his opponents found his weakness.

"l saw it just afew minutesago,” helied to Andy. "It'stoo bad, ared tragedy."

"Just too bad?" Andy walked over and sat down in the chair across the desk from Jorge. "Aren't you
more concerned than that? Those colonists were our clients. We contracted with Boeing for that ship.”

Jorge widened hiseyes. "Our clients?' He reached for the computer termina that made an L of his desk.
He punched for records of the Laheli Company.

"| tried that alittle earlier,” Andy said. "The computer wouldn't give me anything.”
Sure enough, across the screen appeared: What's the password?
Jorge raised brows at Andy. "What's this?"

"l was going to ask you. Y ou handled the account. Y ou must have coded the recordsin. Don't you
remember?’

Jorge pretended to think hard. "No, | can't." He opened desk drawers and shuffled through the contents.
"I must have written the code down here somewhere, though.”

Andy's mouth tightened. "I hope you find it. Ther€lll be agovernment inquiry, of course. Well haveto
have our records ready for inspection.”

Andy was aging, Jorge thought. He till wore his hair afashionable shoulder length, but the fiery mop it
had been when they werein law school together was growing thinner and paler every year. It wasa
washed-out copper now. Jorge took pride in the fact that he had only some gray at the templesto mark
his age. Those brown and gray paidey jumpsuits Andy wore were the height of conservatism, too.



Something in the line of Jorge's dusty rose and yellow stripes would have been much more modish. Yes,
Andy was definitely aging.

"Jorge," Andy'svoice sharpened. "Areyou ligening to me?"

Jorge focused on him again. "Of course. Don't worry. Therecordswill bein order and ready for anyone
who wants to see them.”

That was no lie, anyway. When the two of them gave up Starving in law practice to take up colonia
contracting, they had falen into afeast. Jorge was not about to place himsdlf in apostion of having to
return to starvation or give up the luxuries for which he had acquired ataste over the years. The records
would indeed bein perfect order for any inquiry.

He kept pawing through hisdesk. "It will probably be aroutineinquiry, just to seeif Boeing can be
blamed.”

"I hope four hundred desths will rate more than an opportunity for some congressional committee to
target-shoot at a corporation.”

Jorge paused in his search, then resumed pawing. He frowned. Andy's zeal ot button had been pushed.
"Areyou sure you will be able to remember the release code?' Andy sounded impatient.

Jorge lifted his head and made his smile encouraging. "Of course. I'll have mysdlf hypnotized to get it if
necessary. Don't worry. I'll have the facsimiles by tomorrow, or Friday at the latest.”

He continued smiling as Andy rose and |l eft. His mouth tightened the moment the door closed behind his
partner. Jorge spun his chair back to the computer termina and punched in: Ruy Lopez Run.

The name of the chess opening cleared the query from the screen. The Lahei account promptly appeared
on the screen, one page after another, as they had been put into the storage chips. Jorge began to read
them. Everything was there: initid communications between the Laheli board of directors and Hazlett and
Kéelener, the application to the U.S. Coloniad Agency for a charter, approval and granting of the charter,
contracts with Boeing in Wichitafor the ramjet, permits from Forbes Space Center south of Topekaand
Schilling in Salinato launch the ramjet sections for assembly in orbit off the Glenn platform, reservations
for shuttle lifting of colonist and supplies.

All that wasin order. What would raise brows were | etters from Boeing expressing doubt over the
performance of the modified 800's life-support systems, and his casua repliesto those letters. Someone
might aso wonder when they checked Laheli bank records and found the company had paid for a
Starmaster 1000 instead of amodified 800.

Thefirm, of course, took its Six percent from the price of the colonia package based on the modified
800. The rest was Jorge's take.

Six percent. The amount rasped at Jorge even though he was collecting far more than that his own way.
Because of that paltry charge he had to resort to fraud. The normal feefor colonia contracting wasten
percent. But Andy had to be the dtruist, had to give the clients every advantage. Whenever Jorge felt a
twinge of guilt about what he was doing, he reminded himsdlf that Andy had driven himtoiit.

What bothered him most was not the fraud itsdf  if the colonists were so blind asto let themsdalves be
cheated, it was their fault but the prospect of being caught. A case like thiswould not be prosecuted asa



samplefraud. When the knowing and deceitful endangering of human liveswasinvolved, a prosecutor
could invoke the Tescott Act. Under it, actud death resulting from actions like Jorge's made the offense a
Class A feony, carrying amandatory desth sentence. Jorge was enraged at the idea of the State of
Kansasinjecting him full of T-61 just because one man felt colonidism was a holy misson and some
clientswere too careless to double-check to make sure they were getting what they needed and paid for.

Jorge cleared the screen and pushed away from the termina. He walked to the window and stared out
over the tops of the buildings across the street at the nearby green dome of the Statehouse rising into the
heat-bleached sky. He frowned at it while he considered his situation.

He had game plansthat included dternativesto beinitiated if there were adanger of being caught, but of
course he hoped he would never have to use them. Best not to come under suspicion at al. All would be
well if Andy would help him cover dterationsin the records.

Twenty years ago there would have been no question about Andy's helping. Back then he was every bit
the gamesman Jorge was. But he had devel oped this obsession with coloniaism. If anything, it put Andy
on the sde of the opposition. Jorge would have to counter the check by himself.

There were three ways to answer a check: move the king, capture the attacking piece, or interpose
another piece. Jorge had no intention of running away; and trying to do something about the agent the
government sent was out of the question. The remaining choice was to move Andy into the line of attack.

There lay the problem. If there were athreat of being caught at fraud, there was even morerisk involved
in offering Andy asasacrificein hisplace. A living Andy could protest, could possibly defend himsdlf
with success. Y et the dternative to that was dmost unthinkable. How could he kill a man who had been
hisfriend for nearly, thirty years? Besides, it would be dmaost impossible to do so without being traced to
the time and place of the murder.

He pulled his card case out of abreast pocket and took out his Scib Card. He flexed it, wishing he could
break it in two. For dl the benefitsit entitled him to in socia care and financia transactions, the card was
acurse. In the process of diminating cash from society, persona freedom had been strangled. By
checking bank records, investigators could learn where any particular person had been at agiventime.
Purchase records were afatal giveaway.

He dipped his card back into its case and shoved it into his pocket. How could he get around the
damned card? No purchases meant no record, but that was aso a blank which investigators would hunt
for waysto fill. No, what he needed was arecord of purchases, al right, but in an area of town away
from where he actually was. Jorge smiled wryly. What he needed wasto be able to bein two places at
the sametime. That, unfortunately, was

He broke off the thought and sat up straight. Wait aminute. There was something in the back of hishead
about being in two places at once, something he had heard. He remembered thinking at the time that he
should remember it for the future. But where had he heard it?

He searched hismemory. A party. He remembered a crowd. He doubled hisfist and tapped it against his
forehead. A party . .. Lawrence! That wasit. It had been at the mix-and-match party CollaHay-den
gavelast year.

There had been aman there, tall and eegant, with avery flash red-haired girl under one arm and anearly
identica boy under the other. Jorge had spent most of the party looking at the women most wore
nothing but their body paint, and even the most liberal clubsin Topekarequired that pubic hair and
female breasts be covered but he remembered hearing the man talking to a couple of handsome
homosexuals, who were a so wearing nothing but body paint.



"Would you bdieve I'min two places at once?' he had asked.
The hos had not believed. One of them tugged at the hand of his boyfriend and started to leave.

The man was abit toxy from liquor or drugs. He seemed to be trying to impress his companions and the
hos. "My wife, my very devout Bible cultist wife, thinks I'm in Omahaat a home furnishings show. She's
worried | might try to count coup on my assistant, who'swith me." He grinned. " Sheld never spesk to me
again if she knew who I'm redlly counting coup with." He gave the beautiful couple asqueeze.

The couple giggled. "Wefed sorry for your poor assistant up there dl done.”

The man looked righteous. "Not aone. I'm there. When the bank records come in, the purchase record
will proveit.”"

It was at that point Jorge had started paying close attention. To his unspeskable disappointment,
however, the man had changed the subject and drifted off with his beautiful companions.

Jorge had gone straight to Colla. "Who'sthat man?
Collawas preoccupied with two mae friends. "What man?| don't know. I'll find out later.”

He had never gotten back to her about it. Now he could kick himself for not doing so. Why had he let
himself be so distracted by that blonde creature whose most obvious charm was that she wore nothing
at dl but her glorious hair that heforgot to find out who the man was?

He returned to the desk in long, determined strides, fishing in his pockets for his memo book. Numbers
like Collas he kept with him. She would be at work now. He looked up her business number, alocal
one, and. punched it into the phone.

Collaanswered formdly, but broke into agenuine smile when she saw hisface on her screen. "Jorgie,
honey. How are you?' Her afroam accent made the greeting warm and intimate.

"Never better. When are you going to have another mix-and-match party?"

"When the neighbors stop complaining about the [ast one. Lonely? Y ou don't need a party to take care of
that. I'll be glad to look after you mysdif.”

"And anovajob you'd do, too." He flirted with her abit while he considered how best to ask about the
man. He did not want to seem too eager. Mogt of al, if there should be an inquiry at some future time, he
did not want her remembering that he asked for aman's name. After they had exchanged severa
propositions and innuendos, he brought the conversation gradually back to parties. "1 particularly
remember the onein May."

She blinked. "I didn't hold onein May thisyear."

"Last May."

Her eyeswent wide. "My, that must have been specid. | can hardly remember any back that far.”

"Do you remember who comes to which parties?'



She laughed. "Don't joke. Among al the people who come, and the friends who bring friends? | just
worry about running out of dcohol and junk.”

That meant he would have to work hard at jogging her memory about the man he wanted. He could not
ask directly, then. He would have to do it roundabout. " There was acouple | remember seeing at that
party. I've seen them severd times Since, too. They look liketwins: red-haired, blue-eyed, not terribly
intellectud. They like to wear star body decas."

"That sounds like Micha and Michad Taber."
"Who?'

She spelled the names. Y ou aren't interested in them, are you? They're bi's. They like threesomes,
especialy with people who get aboost out of incest. They aren't redly twins, though. They just pretend
to be. Actudly, they're married.”

"I've never thought of them for sex. | just think they're interesting to watch. Are they from Lawrence?'

"No, from Topeka, like most of the people who come to my parties. Y ou know how it goes. The
Topekaens come to Lawrence to orgy. Lawrence people go to Kansas City. | don't know where K.C.'s
hedonists go."

He had what he needed. Without seeming too hasty, he closed the conversation and punched off. He
turned to his computer keyboard and typed in arequest for the phone directory, for the Taber number. It
promptly appeared on the screen. He was starting to punch the number into the phone when he caught
himsdlf. He could dwaysjudtify caling Colla. Shewas afriend. It might be harder to give investigatorsa
reason for caling strangers.

He glanced a the chrono. It was amost noon. He punched the intercom. *1'm going out for lunch, Nina."
"Yes, dr," hissecretary's reply came back.

He left the office casudly, waving to the receptionist as he walked past the young Hispanic's desk.
Robert smiled and waved back.

Jorge took the elevator down to the ground level. Outside the entrance of the Sunflower Federal Bank
and near the elevatorsin the lobby was a bank of public phones. Jorge crossed to it and used oneto cdll
the Taber number.

The red-haired girl who answered was the one he had seen under the arm of the man he wanted. She
gave Jorge apolite, vacuous smile. "Y es?'

Jorge introduced himsdlf.

Her smile became more animated. "A friend of Colla? Wdl, welcome. What can | do for you?"
Hewasted no time on socid smal talk. "Last year in May you were at one of Colla's mix-and-match
parties. Y ou and your . . . brother Michagl werewith atall, brown-haired man in a peacock-blue velvet

uit.”

She thought amoment, then nodded. "Y es, | remember him. Novabody. A tongue that could send
anyoneinto orbit.”



"Thiswill sound foolish, but I met him, too, and now I've forgotten his name. It's driving me off my tick
trying to remember. Can you hep?'

Her blue eyes went wide enough to swimin. "Oh, | wish | could, but | don't remember his name either.”
Jorge scowled. "How can you not remember his nameif he was such amemorable performer?

She giggled. "Suns, who cares about names at atimelike that? That is, he did say who he was, but,
honestly, | don't remember it. I'm terrible about things like that. I've seen him at other parties, but we
haven't put three with him since, so I've just never had another chance to hear what hisnamewas."

Jorge wanted to reach into the phone and shake her. He dug his nailsinto the palms of his hands. "If he
sad his name once, maybe you can remember at least apart of it. Thisthing isannoying meto death.”

"Suns, | know how you fed, but ™ He would have thought it wasimpossible, but her eyes went wider
yet. "l do remember something. | havealittletrick | use sometimes, if | want to remember something
particularly. | make an association and make apicture of it in my mind, you know? | remember | wanted
to keep that jon's name because he was so good. The picture isataxi floating on the ocean between Itay
and Greece, an Adriatic taxi.” She grinned.

Hedtifled agrimace. "Adriatic taxi?' What kind of name generated a picture like that?

"That'sright." She beamed with pride at her cleverness. "And he owns abusinessin Topeka. He
mentioned that. Doesthat help?'

Not abit. Still, he had as much as he was going to learn from her. It wastime to get off the line before the
conversation became memorable. He made himsdlf smile. "It helpsagrest dedl. Y ou've jogged my
memory and made me remember the name. Thank you so very much.”

He punched off before she could ask him what the name was. Adriatic taxi. Disgppointment was bitterly
sharp. An Adriatic taxi who owned abusinessin Topeka

He thought about it while he ate a sandwich at a cafe down the street. He could not see that what she
had told him could help at dl. Going back to the office, he had to force himsdlf to smile a Robert on the
reception desk and at his secretary. Lunch's sandwich lay likelead in his ssomach.

It was only when he was behind the closed door of his office that he relaxed his control of hisface. He
kicked the wastebasket and swore passionately. That man at the party could be the key to everything.
Jorgefdt it. Y et there seemed to be no way to reach him . . . noway. All because abibi with an
overactive libido and afeatherweight brain could not remember names. Adriatic taxi! There must be
something more useful than that. There had to be!

He sat down and chewed on the knuckle of adoubled fist. Perhaps something the man had said would
help. Jorge went over the conversation as he remembered it, playing it back sentence by sentence.
Would you believe I'min two places at once? Nothing hepful there. My wife, my very devout Bible
cultist wife thinks I'm Jorge sat up straight in Omaha at a home furnishings show. Homefurnishings
show! The man had told the Tabers he owned his own business. Now what business would send aman
to ahome furnishings show?

Jorge reached for the computer keyboard. He typed arequest for the phone listings of dl the furniture
dedersin the city. Dutifully, the computer put the list on the screen and printed out a sheet. It wasalong



list.

Jorge went over it. Some could be iminated right away. Used furniture dedlers, for example. That il
left quite anumber. He sighed and started punching numbersinto the phone.

He made up a speech while the first number wasringing. "Hello, thisis the chamber of commerce. Were
surveying for the new city directory. Who isthe owner of your business?'

The gambit worked. The employee who answered the phone gave him the owner's name. It did not
remotely resemble anything that would suggest the image of an Adriatic taxi. Jorge punched off and went
on to the next number and the next and the next. As he progressed down the list, Jorge felt aknot
growing in his tomach. Damn that bibi. This calling was going to be endless, and it might al beinvain.
He contemplated giving up only briefly, though. The man was hiskey to saving himself from a Tescott
prosecution. He had to find that man.

He reached the last name without having any luck. He wanted to cry. He punched the intercom. "Nina,
bring me some caff."

She had acup on hisdesk dmost immediately. Setting it down, she noticed thelist of furniture deders.
"Isthat something | can help with?"

He shook hishead. "I'm just trying to find achair to match onein my study a home.”
"And you're cdling everywhere yoursaf? Why not do it the easy way?"' she asked.
Helooked up. "What easy way?'

"Call one of the decorating firms. Ask them to find the chair for you."

He stared at her. Decorating firms? Lord. He had completely overlooked decorators. They bought
furniture, too.

"I'll call oneif you like," Ms. Abram offered.

"No, that isn't necessary." He smiled to soften the refusal. He must not seem adamant about doing it
himsdf. "Thank you for the suggestion, though.”

She smiled back. "Anything | can do to help.”
He punched the computer for alist of decorators. The computer printed it out.
He noticed Ms. Abram ill hovering around the desk. "That'sdl, Nina."

Shesighed. "Yes, ar." Sheleft in asoft sway of hipsand swish of ankle-length skirt. The door closed
behind her.

He punched the first decorator's number. A young woman answered. He used the same speech on her
that he had on the furniture dedlers, and it worked just as well. He moved from American Interiors
through Contemporary Homes down the list to The Kastle Keegp. None of the faces answering was
familiar. None

of the names suggested an Adriatic Taxi. Many Mansions was next.



The woman who answered had atempting pouty mouth and impossibly blue eyes, dl framed by a
magnificent mane of chestnut hair. "Many Mansions, Marca Laclede spesking.”

Jorge smiled. "I'm from the chamber of commerce. We're surveying for the new city directory. May | ask
the name of your firm'sowner?'

"Mr. Adrian Cabot is chief decorator of Many Mansions," the woman replied.

The namejabbed him likeapin. "Adrian Cabot?' Adrian...Adriatic? That could be, but...taxi? Then it
cameto him...taxi on the water, a cab boat ... Cabot.

His heart was pounding, but he tried not to let himself hope too much. "Excuse me, but | think Mr. Cabot
and | may have met before. Ishe atal man with abrown lion's mane hair style, avery elegant-looking
man?'

The pouty lips parted to show small white teeth. The mouth smiled invitingly. "That soundslike Mr.
Cabot."

Jorge took a breath to clear histhroat so he could breathe and talk. "Thisisreally fortunate. I'm trying to
locate a certain type of chair for my study. Do you suppose Mr. Cabot would have time this afternoon to
talk about it?"

"Just aminute." She put him on hold. In acouple of minutes she was back. "He's free at the moment. Il
put him ontheline

That would never do. He could not talk about what he needed over the phone. "May | come over
ingtead?'

He checked the address. Many Mansions wasin the Santa Fe Building. That was just afew blocks
away.

"I'm close. | can betherein fifteen minutes. I'll bring a photograph of the chair.”
"| supposethat will bedl right. What isyour name, please?"

"Jorge Hazlett.”

"Well be expecting you, Mr. Hazlett.”

He punched off and touched the intercom. "Ning, | found a decorator who can help me, but | haveto
take him apicture of the chair. I'm going over."

"Don't forget you have an gppointment with Mr. Schlegel of the Citadel Company at two o'clock.”

He checked the chrono. Damn! It was ten to two now. "Give my gpologiesto the gentleman and
entertain him until | get back.”

"Ya S r.'n

She sounded astonished. He could not blame her. Clients were supposed to come first before everything



else a Hazlett and Kellener. It must certainly seem strange to give amere chair precedence. Theincident
might also seem suspicious looking back on it later.

He made himsdlf chuckle. "1t's brainbent to be so obsessed with achair, | suppose, but I've been trying
to find thismatch for sometime. Don't tell Andy | put it before the client.”

"No, | won't."
He could count on her loyalty, hefelt sure. "You're priceless, Nina. I'll be back as soon as| can.”

He walked the distance to the Santa Fe Building. It was faster than taking his car out of the Sunflower
Federa Building's parking lot and trying to find another space near the Santa Fe Building, which wasright
across the street from the Statehouse. Parking spaces were hard to find there. According to the building
directory, Many Mansionswas on the third floor. He took the stairs and almost ran up in his eagerness,
The entrance to the suite was awide glass door which did open at his approach. The pand beside the
door borethelegend: Superior Interior Designs to Make Any Castle a Home. Inside, thelarge
reception room had afloor that |ooked liketile but gave with the soft resiliency of carpet. Around the
room were scattered chairsin adozen styles and materids: molded plagtic, plastic foam, tip-overs,
colloida plastics, and the heavy fiber paper called hardboard. In the center of the floor was a piece of
carpet. At least Jorge assumed it was carpet, but it was so dark in color, so black, it swallowed dl the
light and looked like agaping hole.

Jorgetested it, cautioudy, with atoe. It felt solid. Still, he could not quite bring himsdlf towalk onit. He
skirted the area.

"Y ou're very prompt, Mr. Hazlett."

Helooked up to see Marca L aclede in the doorway of an inner room. Her body was as desirable as her
face, draped in what was, he discovered with interest, little more than half adress. It had an ankle-length
skirt, but above that it was difficult to tell what was fabric and what was merely painted on her skin. No
wonder Cabot's wife was worried about her husband's counting coup on his assistant. Jorge would not
have minded counting coup on her himsalf.

Marca Laclede looked back at him with equa interest, running the tip of aslver-nailed finger dong her
full lower lip. After aminute, she turned away, and made the most of the motion in swinging hipsand
swishing hair.

"Mr. Cabot isthisway, Mr. Hazlett."

Jorge enjoyed the delicious motion of her back as she led the way. He was sorry when she stopped in
the doorway of aroom and made him goin aone.

Adrian Cabot stood up behind his desk, amassive structure of chrome and lucite. He extended a hand.
"Sit down, Mr. Hazlett. What can | do for you?'

Cabot looked as elegant as Jorge remembered. His suit thistime, though, was as black asthe carpet in
the reception area. It made his head and hands look disembodied. He sat down when Jorge did.

"What'sthis chair you need?'

Jorge cleared histhroat. "Actudly, therésno chair. It's a persona matter and | felt you would want
discretion.”



Cabot's browsrose amillimeter.
"l was a a party CollaHayden gavein Lawrence ayear ago May. | saw you thereand "

Cabot'sface congealed into the immohility of amannequin's. ™Y ou're mistaken. | don't ever recal being
at aparty in Lawrence. In fact, the only time |l left town that May wastogoto ™

"Omaha, to afurniture show. Y ou were tdlling that story to people at the party. Y ou aso said you were
managing to bein two places a onetime. | find | need to know that trick."

"I repeat,” Cabot said, "you're mistaken. | don't know what you're talking about. | don't know any Colla
Hayden. Now, I'm abusy man, Mr. Hazlett, so you must excuse me."

Jorge stood up. There were people whom pushing could break; others merely became more stubborn.
Jorge judged Cabot to be the latter. The man wasterrified. Damn him. Gambit denied. "Of course.”
Jorge masked hisanger in asmile and backed toward the door. Damn the man! So close, and ill Jorge
was being denied the knowledge he needed.

He amost ran over the assistant outside the door. "Look at me," she said. Before he understood what
shewas doing, she had taken his picture with asmall camera. "'l heard,” she said.

Jorge waited. Anger began draining away, replaced by hope. Do you make a habit of listening at
doors?'

"Sometimes, when it ssemslike the thing to do." Sheregarded the slver perfection of her naillswith
intense concentration. "'l have afriend who looks remarkably like Mr. Cabot. Thisfriend and | went to

Omahawith Mr. Cabot's Scib Card.” She looked down at the picture extruding from the camera. "If my
friend can find someone who looks like you, | can help you, Mr. Hazlett." She smiled up a him.

Hefédt like abishop with along, clear diagond to his opponent'sking. He refrained from cheering,
though. "What will the price be?"

"Let'snot talk about that until | know if | can help you. I'll call you when | know, Mr. Hazlett.”
"It'simportant that | arrange this matter soon... Thisweek, if possble.”

“I'll try, Mr. Hazlett."

She saw him to the door of the suite and watched him leave with great satisfaction. Another potentia
client. Colonid contractors made good credit. If Tarl could find amatch, Mr. Jorge Hazlett should be

ableto pay well for adoppelganger.

Marca put the camera back in her desk and dropped the 2-D photograph in her purse. She strapped the
purse around her waist. She leaned in through the door of Adrian Cabot's office.

"l have some important errandsto run, Adrian. May | leave early?'

Adrian looked gray. "That man saw me at a mix-and-match party. | had better quit going to parties so
closeto home"



Marcasighed. "I doubt he plansto publish what he knows. Y our wife will never hear about it. Good
night, Adrian."

He was so busy muttering and wringing his hands, he never saw her go.

The man was afool, she thought. He either ought to confess hisbi preference to hiswife or accept the
monogamous sacramental marriage he had made with her. That anyonein this permissive time would
alow himself to be hagridden by guilt over sexua needswasto her ridiculous. When she found out what
atoad Karel was, she had not sat around gnashing her teeth; she had dissolved the marriage contract at
light-speed. She had taken only his name Laclede wasinfinitely preferable to, immeasurably more
elegant than, Dolitsky and run. He could have been asrich as Adrian's wife was, she would have done
the same.

Shewould havelet Adrian stew in his own cowardice but it had been such a shame not to take
advantage of that surprising likeness between him and her old cohab of college days. It was so profitable.
She dso loved thefeding of power it gave her to manipulate the supposedly foolproof bankcard system.

In the building garage, she unplugged her little bubble-shaped VW Moth from the charger and climbed in,
switching on the motor and the fans. The Moth trembled, then lifted clear of the ground and floated
toward the exit. On the street, she headed east.

Crossing the Sixth Street Bridge over Interstate-70, she could hear the hiss of the occasiona passing cars
below. A hundred years ago, there had been solid strings of traffic on cross-country highways, most of
the traffic privately-owned road cars. That was before energy rationing, of course, and before metal
started being saved for building shipsto go to the Moon and Mars and the stars, to build cities on the
Moon and Mars, instead of being wasted on earthbound vehicles.

Marcarevved the fansto full speed. The Moth legped ahead at its maximum of thirty kph. The speed
limit was a crawling twenty-five. She checked her mirrorsto make sure no prowling lions were around to
catch her, then headed toward the area of town called Oakland.

Tarl worked at amarket on Sardou Street. She pulled into the cracked, trashy parking areaand set the
Moth down on its parking rollers. While she climbed out of the runabout, she steeled hersdf to gointo
the market. If only there were away to contact Tarl without coming down hereto see him. Thiswasthe
only part of their arrangement she hated. The decay in Oakland and especidly this market disgusted her.
She pushed through the door. Grime was everywhere. The floor looked permanently gray. The cansand
boxes on the shelves|ooked asiif they had been sitting there for decades. The place smelled of dust,
unwashed humanity, and overripe vegetables. Marca kept her aams at her sides, holding up her skirt,

trying to kegp from touching anything.
"Where's Tarl?" she asked the Hispanic girl a the checkout counter.
Eventhegirl looked grimy. Her dark eyes swept Marca. "1 don’ know any Tarl."

Marcasghed. Did they have to go through this every time?" Of course you do. He's the digh who works
in the back."

"Then why don' you try lookin' in the back?'

Marcatwitched avay from her. She was careful, making her way back through the dirty aides, to keep
clear of the occasional shopper.



Shefound Tarl in the rear section of the store, opening cartons. He nodded as she pushed through the
swinging doors. "I'll befinished in afew minutes.”

She looked around for a place to Sit but saw nowhere shefelt she could tolerate. She remained standing.
How could Tarl bear working here day after day? He had done the same kind of thing in college. She
had thought that he would change when she brought him to Topeka to introduce him to Adrian and to
help her in the business Adrian'slikeness to him had inspired.

Not that they were really dike. They resembled each other only physicdly. Tarl had none of Adrian's
polish, and Adrian had never felt the inner anger that leaked out in everything Tarl said and did. Tarl had
a backbone, too.

Shefrowned. She wished she could understand dighs. Tarl was one of many she had met in college. Her
group had considered it kicky to mix with the holdouts of society, to give them bed space and food, and
help them drop in on classes. Marcawent aong, but she never understood why the dighs did what they
did. She even shared her quarterswith Tarl for over ayear in an effort to understand, but this hatred of
even the most innocuous government regulation or documentation was incomprehensble. How could
anyone find identation such an abhorrent invasion of privacy that he would refuseto enroll in socid care,
that he would refuse to take out a Scib Card and lose all its benefits, just to remain unrecorded by the
government? She had never minded the fingerprinting when she started school, nor the fingerprinting and
photographs of her retina patterns when she enrolled in socia care.

Look what dighs missed by not having acard: medica care, unemployment benefits, food and housing
coupons when there was no income for such things, old age care, bankcredit. They had to live by barter.
Tarl would be given afew cans of food and some meat or produce when he | eft today, items the manager
could mark off hisinventory as"damaged" goods. He worked somewhere €l se to earn abed.

"Isit redly worth it?" she asked.

He glanced around. There was no need for him to ask what she meant. She had asked the same question
for years.

"Yes!" he came back. "It'sworth it because in spite of everything, it's freedom...complete personal
freedom.”

That was what made him incomprehensible. Marcanever fdt alack of freedom. If anything, he had less
freedom than she because he had no bankcard and no bankcredit.

Tarl finished unpacking the carton and came over to her, wiping his hands on an aready filthy gpron.
"Does Cabot want to dip bisleash again, or isit one of the others, thistime?"

"l have anew one."

Hefrowned. "Don't you have enough clients dready?'

She sighed in exasperation. "Tarl, there can be very big credit in thisif welet ourselves grow.”

He shook hishead, sharply, emphaticaly. "There can be very big trouble. The haf dozen pairswe have

now are good. They use usregularly and keep their mouths shut. Get too many and well end up with
one-timerswho won't be so careful. Either adigh or acitizen will talk and eventually the lionswill hear



about it. We have anicelittle thing here; don't spail it with ambition.” He took abreath. "Do you have a
picture?’

She brought it out of her purse. "Hewantsit arranged thisweek if possible.”
Tarl sudied the photograph, frowning. "Hesin ahurry?1 don' like that.”

"It's probably abusinessdedl. Tarl, he'sacolonial contractor. He can afford to pay well, and I'll check
him out before | commit usto anything.”

"All right." He put the photograph in adeeve pocket. "I'll start looking for amatch this evening.”

Chapter 3

Jannahardly recognized Wim. In two days the man she knew aswell asthe face she saw in her mirror
every day had become a stranger in ahospital bed, his head helmeted in bandages. Not much more than
his mouth and the end of his nose were visible, and she had never seen that thin, grim set of hislips
before. He lay with unnaturd stillness, hands folded across his sscomach. It gave the box created around
him by the wood-grain ends and raised side pandls of the bed adisturbing likenessto a coffin. There was
only theriseand fall of his chest and the green LED readings of the vitals Sgnsindicatorsin the sde of the
bed to reassure her he was till dive. She recognized him mostly because beside the bed, sittingina
molded foam chair reading a pamphlet on organic gardening, was VadaKiest.

Vadalooked up as the door closed behind Janna. She adored her husband. She was one of the few
women Janna knew who had adopted her husband's name even though they had just the standard
marriage contract. Vadawas suffering for Wim, Janna could see. The Dresden perfection of her face
looked ready to crack and shatter. When she saw Janna, it did crack. She rose up out of the chair and
buried her face against Jannas chest.

In the bed, Wim rolled his bandaged head toward them. "Y ou don't have to be quiet; I'm not adeep.
That you, Jan?"

Jannaheld on to Vada Silent sobs wracked the body of the smaler woman asif tearing it apart. "It'sme.
How areyou feding?'

He paused before answering. " The doctors decided about my eyesthis morning.” She held Vadatighter.
"l heard."

The SCPD director's office checked every day on officerswounded in the line of duty. Thismorning
Director Thomas Paget himsdlf had called Lieutenant VVradd to report to Wim. Pass-the-Word Mordllo,
the squad clerk, whose name was nothing if not well-earned, had overheard. By midmorning it had been
common knowledge throughout the Capital division that there wasirreparable damageto Wim Kiedt's
eyes dueto the lacerations. The scar tissue was going to leave him blind.

"Cant they give you transplants?' she asked.

With the genoadaptive vaccines solving the rgjection problem, the medicos claimed they could rebuild
anyone.

"We asked about transplants.” Vada pulled away from Janna. Her voice was hitter. "They can't replace
eyes”



"The problemisin the optic nerve and ciliary muscles, they tell me." Wim spoke with the careful precison
he used in court. "Nerves are hard to connect.”" He paused. "I'm going to anew world but I'll never be
ableto seeit.”

Janna fdlt totally helpless. What could she say? She reached out to touch him on the shoulder. "Luck isa
bitch."

Hisfingers came up and locked around her wrigt. "'l was cardless. | was running a straight chase, never
thinking about lion traps.”

"Weweren't in Oakland, after dl, and even there we made mistakes. Remember that time | fdl into the
ankle share?"

Oakland was the lion trap Capitol of the county, the war zone. Any leo carelessenough to leave a
watchcar without ahelmet was asking for someone on arooftop to trephine his skull with abrick or
bottle. The vacant lots were full of pitsto break legs and snaresto trap the unwary. The snare Janna
tripped had been made of monofilament wire. The jerk of hitting it had cut clean through her boot. They
found a shalow laceration on her skin when they worked her foot free of the boot. If she had happened
to jerk at the snare, the wire would have gone to the bone. She might havelost her foot. "It wasjust
luck | didnt cripple mysdf then.”

She saw Vadadevel op the wistful frown she so often did when Jannaand Wim started referring to some
common experience she could never redlly understand because she had not shared

Wim sighed. "Deeks are deeks everywhere. Assoon as | lost sight of him | should have started watching
for him over my shoulder. | forgot to, and now I'm paying hard card for it."

"It'sarotten, terrible job,” Vadasaid. "1 should have listened to Grandma and made you quit years ago.”
Wim's head rolled toward her. ™Y our grandfather belonged to another generation of police work."

"Did he? So they cal you law enforcement officers now instead of cops and you have to have college
degreesto make rank, and you have to visit the department psychiatrist every month to remain stable.
What e se has changed? Grandmawarned me I'd Sit home worried sick wondering whether you were
going to come home after your watch. She said there are people out there who hate you and will kill you
if you let them. She said your supervisors know that and still send you out into the street. Y ou can't even
carry gunsto protect yourselves now."

"We carry guns," Jannasaid. "We just don't carry shooters, except for the shotgunsin the cars.”

"Y ou can't protect yourselves. | think thetick tech is braintraining you on those vidits, to keep you on the
job even when it makes you risk your lives" Vada stared up at Jannawith an intensity that sartled the
taller woman. "Quit, Jan. Wim told me he invited you to come out to Champaign with us. Please doit.
You'relike asster to me. Quit before some madman kills or maimsyou, too." She reached out for
Janna's hands.

Jannaevaded her. "Vada, | can't Wim... ?'
"Youll likeit on Champaign,” he said. "People out there don't wait for someone else to do everything for

them. They know they have to depend on themsdves. I've met most of the otherswho will be on our ship
and they're dl fine people. Well be building something new and clean. Come out and be apart of it."



Jannafdt asif she were being backed into a corner. "How am | going to raise that kind of credit? A
share cogtsfifty thousand, you told me. | can't find that much in timeto join the ship leaving next year."

"l have apension coming to me, but sncel won't be here, | won't need it. I'll have the department make
alump settlement and I'll giveit to you. That should buy you ashare."

"I'™ She could not take it. How could she?"I'll thing about it," she said.

She started for the door. "1'd better go. I'm just on my lunch break. Vradel expects me to keep working
for my bankcredit. I'll drop by thisevening.”

"All the pictures sent back by the probe show Champaignisalovely world," Vada said.

Janna nodded.

Leaving the hospita, she looked up toward the heat-bleached sky. She had no desire to leave Earth.
Stll, what might it be likeliving under adifferent sky, shewondered idly. Did Champaign have cooler
summers? Climbing into Indian Thirty to drive back down to the station, she wondered whether she
ought to think about Wim's offer, and if not, how was she going to tel him no?

About the time Janna was returning to work, Marca Laclede had Tarl on the phone. "I have amatch,” he
advised her.

Satisfaction warmed her. "A good one?"'

"He'sabit thinner, otherwise they look like twins. Hisnameis™

Marcacut him off. "I don't care who heis. Does he understand what we want him to do?'

"He understands."

"And he's agreed?

"Absolutely. He grew up asadigh, going to illega schoolswith one eye on the teacher and the other
watching for Juvenile leos coming through the door on araid. HE's never had achancelike thisand he
wantsit."

"Can he be trusted not to talk?"

There was a pause on the other end of theline. Marca frowned at her blank screen. She wished she had
animage, to see Tarl's expresson. He was caling from an Oakland public phone, though, so the screen

at that end was probably broken.

"l don't know him persondly,” Tarl said & last. "I do know dighs, though, and | don't believethisoneisa
Mouth. Heswaiting for meto tell him when and where to meet your client.”

"I'll haveto talk to the man first. Meet me at the Lion's Den &t five o'clock. I'll bring everything our
doppelganger will need.”

The pause a the other end was longer thistime, followed by an audible hiss. "Woman, you're off your
tick. That bar istwo blocks from the police gation. It'salion watering hole. At five o'clock it'll befilled
with lions. Forget whatever boost putting your head in the lion's mouth gives you; choose another place.”



"Now, Tarl." She made her voice apersuasive purr. "They'll be busy talking shop and drinking. They'll
never notice us."

Helaughed, a short, sharp bark without amusement. "I can't believe you expect me to accept that.
Everyone notices you. You'd befuriousif they didn't. Well be lucky if one of them doesn't take you for a
girl from the Doll's House and try arguing you into afreetrip upstairs.”

"Everything will bedl right, Tarl. The Lion's Den, & five. Bethere."

She punched off the phone. After the connection was broken, Marca sat contemplating the mirror finish
of her nails and thinking about Mr. Jorge Hazlett, wedlthy and successful colonia contractor. She had
spent most of Thursday and some of this morning checking on him. She had told Adrian she was hunting
some paintings for aclient, then driven her Moth to Hazlett's house. He had a luxury sunken townhouse
on Brentwood, out near the governor's mansion. She had stopped and struck up a conversation with a
man doing yardwork. According to the yardman, Hazlett had |et hislast marriage contract lapse years
ago. Now asuccession of houseguests the yardman described as "flash bibis’ rotated through the master
bedroom. Hazlett owned a car, not arunabout or pedal car but areal road car, a Mercedes Vulcan
sportster that he drove to work every day. The yardman was obviousy impressed.

Marcawas impressed, too. She rubbed at atiny flaw in the finish of her left thumbnail. Mr. Jorge Hazlett
could well afford any price she might care to ask for her services. It was best not to be too greedy, of
course; she wanted him to come back for more. Steady clients were the real creditmakers.

She punched the phone on and punched in Hazlett and Kellener's number. "Mr. Hazlett, please," shetold
the beautiful Higpanic young man who answered. "Thisis Marca L aclede of Many Mansions.”

Jorge had clientsin his office, four members of the board of aforming coloniad company. Hewas
explaining to them why they did not want to have Lockheed build their ramjet why, when two other
builders were right here in Kansas and why they did not want Beech-Cessna's custom-built ship.

"It'strue the B-C Rilgrim will be tailored specifically to meet your needs, but that kind of specid serviceis
expensive. Y ou can buy one of the stlandard Boeing Starmaster modelsfor less money and have some
extra pace in case you find people who want to buy shares a the last minute.”

The coloniaslooked over the literature he soread before them. They frowned thoughtfully.

Theintercom chimed. "A Marca Laclede of Many Mansonsfor you, Mr. Hazlett.”

Jorge's pulse legped. So soon! Thiswas wonderful. "Just amoment,” he told the clients. He punched on
the phone. "Hello, Ms. Laclede. | have clientshere so | have only aminute or two.” He did not want her

saying anything incriminating when someone could hear.

Laclede'simpossibly blue eyes smiled back at him from the phone's screen. "I've found that duplicate you
wanted. Can you come over soon and discuss placement and price?”

He glanced at the clients and at the chrono readout on his computer outlet. "I'll be right there."
Punching off, he turned back to his clients. He handed them the ramjet specifications literature. "Here.

Take these and ook them over. Tak about them with your company if you have a meseting before your
next appointment here. Well make adecision on the ship the next time." He eased them toward the door,



talking dl theway. "I certainly don't want to force you into anything, nor make you fed your aamisbeing
twisted." He accompanied them through the reception room. " Our objective isto get you to your
destination planet asinexpensvely and yet as safely as possible. Y ou are the future of the human race.”
Helooked at the receptionist. "I'm walking our clients to the elevator, Robert. I'll be right back.”

He walked them to the eevator. They looked pleased with al the attention he was giving them. He had
no trouble getting on the e evator and riding down. At street level, he shook hands with them, letting the
doors close behind him. He walked them through the lobby to the front door. Instead of returning
upstairs when they were gone, he lingered amoment or two, then left the building and ducked acrossthe
Street at the first pedestrian crossing. He headed for the Santa Fe Building and Many Mansions.

When he came back he would tell Robert and Ninathat the colonia company had kept him in the lobby
talking. He might even embellish the story with some invented bits of conversation. That should account
for thelength of hisabsence.

Hazlett was certainly eager, Marcareflected. She welcomed him to her office and made him comfortable
inacolloid plagtic chair. Its hard surface softened at contact and molded itself to his hips and back.
Every movement he made was accompanied by adight shift of the chair, so that the chair dwaysfitted
perfectly. Marca sat informally on the transparent top of her desk.

She went straight to business.

"As| said on the phone, Mr. Hazlett, we have a doppelganger for you. All 1 need to know now iswhen
you want to use him and if you'rewilling to pay for the service."

"How much are you asking and exactly what kind of servicedo | get for my credit?' He could be as blunt
asshe.

She smiled. She crossed legs sheathed in skintight hip boots. What there was of her romper had a
waidtline that pushed her breasts high, dmaost out over the neckline. She leaned forward, threstening the
neckline gtill more. "What you get, Mr. Hazlett, is freedom for aslong as you desire. Y ou can't purchase
anything, of course, but you can move around unrecorded. Meanwhile, your doppel ganger will be busy
elsawhere, making purchasesin your name and establishing your location asthere, rather than where you
actudly are. The charge depends on how long you use the doppel ganger, and on how risky his
impersonation is. If he hasto fool someone who knows you, for instance, that takes time and education
andis, nauraly, more expensve.”

"He can go anywhere he wants aslong asit isnt anywhere I'm known. I'll give you alist of placesfor him
to avoid. | need him for just one evening, three or four hours at most.”

Marcauncrossed her legs and recrossed them the other direction. "Five thousand, then.”
Jorge rubbed his nose. Five thousand. Not cheap. Still, for what he needed, it wasabargain. "How do |

pay you without giving myself away?"

"The doppelganger makes purchases worth five thousand on your card. Most of it will be jewelry. You
can dways explain the purchases away, if you need to, as giftsfor your various houseguests.”

He nodded. Gems, gold, and silver were the few portable credit equivaents. Nothing could be bought
directly with them, unfortunately, but they could be sold at any time for bankcredit.

Marcatook acard and pen off the desk and handed them to him. "I need your signature, and that list of



placesto avoid.” She picked up what looked like a powder compact but when she opened it, Jorge saw
that the bottom wasfilled with ajellylike substance. "Y ou have to press your thumb againgt this™ she
said, passing the compact to him. "How soon do you want to use the doppelganger?!

Jorgelifted hisbrows. "Thisevening?'

She shook her head. "That's too soon. He'll need time to practice your signature. How about tomorrow
night? The stores are open late on Saturday; hélll have time to make the necessary purchases.”

"Tomorrow, then." Still much sooner than he had dared hope. "How do we do it?!

"Y ou'll meet the doppelganger at atime and in aplace no oneislikely to notice you. Youll turn over
your card to him. He can't drive, I'm sure, so you'll have to find an excuse for not using your car.”

That was easy enough. Jorge felt excitement risein him. It was the opening of the game. Pawn to King
three.

"Y ou should aso have areason for your signature not being quite the same. People don't become expert
forgersin oneday. | suggest adight sprain of thewrist. Wear a bandage Sunday and Monday. It may be
needless preparation, but..."

But one should aways plan ahead, should be covered in case the need arose. Jorge understood that very
well. He could have taught this young thing alesson or two about planning ahead. "How do | get my card
back?'

"You'll meet again at the end of the evening. HEll return your card and give you the purchase receipts,
then you both go home." Marcasmiled. "Any more questions?”

"How does he counterfeit my thumbprint?"
"I'd rather not explain that. It can be done, though.”

"Onemore. | don't know anything about this person you've found to double for me, but helll know me.
What'sto prevent him from blackmailing me later?’

Her eyes widened. She considered the question for amoment. It was a possibility she had not thought of
before. Blackmail was unthinkable with a steady customer, of "course, but there might be atime when it
could be used on aone-timer. She blinked, a bit shocked at herself. What was she thinking about?
Blackmail was dishonest. "Thisisadigh, an Undocumented. Thelast thing he wantsisfor the government
to identify and document him. I don't think helll try to make trouble, but if he does, cal me. I know how
to reach him and I'll see he's dedlt with. Where and when do you want to meet him?”

They spent saverad more minutes setting up atime and location for him to meet his doppelganger. He
signed the card and listed the places the doppel ganger must not visit. Then Jorge headed back for his
office.

Marca opened adesk drawer and took out two small bottles of clear fluid. She poured alittle from each
into awatch glass. She swirled them together, then poured the liquid over the jely in the compact. She
swirled it once there, too, and poured the excess into her wastebasket.

In afew minutesthe liquid had become an dadtic film. She pedled what was |eft from the watch glass and



threw it away. Glass and bottles went back in her desk drawer. With more care, shelifted the sheet in
the compact clear of thejdly. Shehdd it to thelight and squinted through it. Using small scissors, she
carefully trimmed the plastic down to the edge of the thumbprint.

She regarded the result with satisfaction. In her pdm lay acopy of Hazlett's thumbprint in a clear, porous
plastic that could be glued to the doppel ganger's thumb. It would let the natural oils through so the whorls
would print naturally on the regigter.

The plastic was the invention of another college friend of hers. He had developed it to be painted on the
body to cover and protect the wearer so he or she could appear nude and yet be warm even in cold
wegther. Its porous nature was designed to keep the wearer from cooking to death inside.

Marca thought she was one of the few people to know of the plastic's existence. Luke was till trying to
find amanufacturer to produce it. What she had was hand-mixed batches she had persuaded L uke to
make up for her, claiming she needed it for persona use.

At times she pondered the coincidence of finding hersaf with abosswho looked like one friend and
having another friend who invented the plastic that made forging thumbprints possible. Amazing. Without
Luke'sinvention, she could never have made the doppel gangers work. Sometimes Marcathought it had
to be more than coincidence. She was no Bible cultist, but she did wonder about fate, wondered if
something very big and specid was intended for her.

She dipped the thumbprint cast and Hazlett's signature card into an envelope and dropped it in her purse.

The Lion's Den was located on the ground floor of the building officidly designated on city mapsasthe
"New Hotd Jayhawk." That was for the benefit of strangers and the active and voca Toca Bible cultists;
everyonein Topeka knew the building was redlly the Doll's House. The bar was owned and operated by
an ex-leo named Vernon Tuckwiller, who encouraged officers from the Capitol division to use hisplace
for informal tick talks and to defuse any stressleft over from the officid debriefings at the station. He kept
expendable glasses and chairs and tables of hardboard cheap to replace, nonletha when used as
bludgeons. He tolerated almost any disorder short of afull riot, leaving the leosto referee themselves.
There were just two unbreakable rulesin Tuck's place; no uniforms and no rank he treated Director
Paget himsdlf no better than the rawest rookie and any damage had to be paid for before the officers
involved left. Asaresult Tuck's had become one of the city's favorite lion bars, and around watch change
experienced citizens found somewhere eseto drink.

The Den started filling up about a quarter to five, as debriefing ended. The leos drifted up from the Sation
intwos and threes. The lion buffs came out of the woodwork, women and afew men who loved the
company of anything wearing abadge. The noiseleve increased exponentidly with every new arrivd. By
thetime Lieutenant Hari Vradel and JannaBrill camein just before five, anyone without agood set of
lungs might aswell have been content just to St and watch.

During the walk up from the station Janna kept wondering why Vradd had asked her to join him. She
had been to the Den often before, but not usualy with Vraddl, except as part of agroup celebrating
something. Vradd liked to mother his squad, though, and he had not really spoken to her snce Wim was
hurt. He must have brought her here to comfort her.

In the Den, Tuck himsalf was behind the bar. Janna could well believe he had worked Vice. He was built
for kicking down the doors of unlicensed and after-hours bars and gambling parlors. In fact, she thought
he looked asif he could take out adoor just by casudly leaning againgt it. She was amazed that aman his
Sze could turn around behind the bar without wiping out the entire stock of glasses.



"What'll it be?' Without any visble strain, Tuck managed to make hisvoice clearly audible.

Janna could not hear VVradd order. Tuck, though, either had excellent hearing or was alip reader. He set
up aglass of iced teaand anoxious blue drink the Ares | crew had invented those first bleak months on
Mars, known now as a Martian Cow. Janna was pleased that the lieutenant remembered her intolerance
of alcohal. Vrade went even farther. He turned over his card to pay for both drinks. He made his
thumbprint and signature on the register screen, then they picked up their drinks. Asthey started to leave
the bar, Tuck handed Vradd agrease pencil. "Usethis, will you? Ink doesn't come out of the tabletops.”

Vradd grinned sheepishly.

He pointed toward the back of the room and plunged into the crowd. Janna followed, staying close,
holding her glass above the arms that gesticulated with abandon while their ownerstalked shop or sex or
argued whether a Jewish President would be able to get tough enough with Isragl and if mining the
asteroids, asthe peoplein the Mars colony proposed, could redlly break the stranglehold Africahad on
the minerd market.

At the back was arow of booths. Severd of them were still unoccupied. Vradd did in one side of the
end booth. Jannasat down across from him. The colloid plastic of the bench molded to her hips.

Vradd took asip of hisMartian Cow and set it down. He started toying with the grease pencil. Above
the roar of voices around them he bellowed, "1 want you to know I'm sorry about Kiest. Hewas afine
investigator. It's adamned shame that had to happen so closeto hisresignation.”

Janna nodded. She watched her knuckles whiten around her glass.

The grease pencil dipped inevitably toward the tabletop. Jannawondered if it were true the edges of the
citations Vrade issued as atraffic officer had been adorned with caricatures of the cited individud,
doodled therewhile Vrade talked to the citizen. She wasinclined to believe it, accepting for fact the
story that in one case where the identity of the citee wasin question, it had been settled by comparing the
individua who presented himsalf in court with the Sketches on the citation.

Wim's face emerged from the tangle of linesVradd made on the tabletop. "Timeslikethese | regret not
being able to be persona friends with every officer in my squad. Then maybe I'd know better thingsto
say. Sometimes partners aren't friends. Sometimes they don't even like each other. Mordllo tellsmeyou
and Kiest were close, though. Isthere anything | can do?'

"Heisn't deed, lieutenant.”

Vradd looked up. His mustache twitched. "Blind, though ™ He bent his head over his ketch. After a
minute, he looked up again. "What are you doing with yourself these days, Brill? Taking any classes at
Washburn? Still cohabiting with that assistant medica examiner?”

It felt strange to be holding casual conversation at the top of her lungs, but Janna answvered, "1'm not
taking any classes but yes, I'm gtill cohabswith Sid Chesney.”

"Thinking of making amarriage contract with him?"*

"With Sd?' She grinned and shook her head. "I'm the wrong sex for Sid. | don't believe in marriage for
leosanyway. The job isahellish anxiety for aspouse. Sid, now, doesn't get frantic if I'm |ate and we can



talk to each other about our days without being shocked. He doesn't compete with me for dates the way
afemade roommate would. We're comfortable together. How many police marriages can make the same
dam?'

Now it was Vradel, who was smiling. "Oh, there are afew.” He drew another face. It was awoman's,
round and gentle. Janna had seen him draw that face often and with greet affection. "Hilly and | have
been renewing for twenty years." He smiled at the sketch, then looked up a Janna. "I ought to find you
another partner. Isthere anyoneyou ™

He broke off as a disturbance rippled through the bar. At first Jannathought it might be afight, but the
source became evident in amoment. Out of the jam of leos came aman and awoman. The woman was
pureflash . . . rich mahogany-red hair, sllver hip boots, shreds of aromper that matched her improbably
blue eyes. A path opened for her like M oses passing through the Red Sea. The sound of falling jaws and
dripping salivamarked her wake.

"A new girl of Risas, do you supposg, or alion buff?' Vradd said.

Janna eyed the couple. They were taking abooth at the far end of theline. "A kind of buff. Sheflirts, and
aways wears something to raise the blood pressure. The digh with her is new, though.”

Vradel looked past Jannaat them. "Heisadigh, isn't he? | wonder what he'sdoing in here."

Exactly what marked the digh, Janna could not say. There was nothing unusua about hishair or clothing,
but then, dighswere usudly careful to blend in. Probably it wasthe sudied indifference of hiswalk, asif
he wanted to be invisible, but lacking that, was fighting the urge to bolt or dive under the nearest table.
She, too, wondered what adigh was doing walking into abar full of lions,

Vradel began sketching the man. "'I'm curious. How do you fed about Undocumenteds?’

"They're brainbent, but there's nothing illega in being unidented. | say let them live the way they want to.
In Oakland | had anumber of digh friends. | dways hated raiding schools.”

Vradel grunted. "Anyone except arock jock hates strapping schools.”

The dithyschoolswereillega because they were uninspected and unlicensed. Licensing, after all, required
identation of al students. It was only amisdemeanor to run a school, though, or to send children to one.
That madeit dirty work holding abunch of kids just to force their parentsto comein and plead guilty to a
misdemeanor. In Jannas opinion, raiding schools was an underhanded ruse to ident digh kids and their
parents.

"What?' Sheredlized belatedly that VVradel wastaking to her again.

"Isthere anyone you'd like to team with? Anyone you'd rather not?"

She gave his question some thought, then shook her head. Most of the squad were good |eos. The toads
and timediderswere dl paired off dready.

"Any objection to taking anew man?| have one coming in Monday from the Soldier Creek division.”

Jannaamiled. "I'll bet he'sglad to bejoining civilization.”



Vradel put down his pencil and took along swallow of hisdrink. After amoment of thought, he took
another. "He's been other places besides Soldier Creek. He's been everywhere, one time or another,

induding Capital."

Janna had a sudden fedling she was going to be sorry she had not named someone she wanted to team
with. "What'sthisleo's name?"

"Sergeant Mahlon Maxwell."
Janna clutched her tea. "Oh, god.”
Vradd looked unhappy. "Y ou've met him?"

"I'veruninto hisreputation. He left Oakland just afew months before | transferred in. Mama Maxwell
has been with the department for twelve years. He has alaw degree, but he's still asergeant. In Oakland
he'sinfamousfor the Night of the Caged Lion."

Vradd chewed on the end of his mustache. "Hisjacket doesn't list offenses by title, I'm afraid. What'sthe
Night of the Caged Lion?"

Jannaleaned back. The colloid of the bench flowed with her. "Once upon avery quiet and boring
morning watch, MamaMaxwell and his partner decided that since nothing else was happening, they
would count alittle coup to passthe time. They climbed into the back of their watchcar, being very
careful to wedge the door open, and started in. Along came one of thelocal citizens on the way home
after the bars had closed. The citizen evidently saw what was happening in the car and kicked out the
wedge."

"Chrig." Vradd reached for his Martian Cow.

"Wait. The best isyet to come. They were parked in their favorite hole and since they didn't want the
sguad sergeant to learn where the hole was, they disconnected the car's transponder and their button
trangponders. So when they didn't roger their next cal, the dispatcher couldn't find them on the map. She
notified their sergeant, and every car in the divison was put to work looking for them. The hunt lasted
over two hours and eventualy included not only the alpha and beta squad sergeants but aso the watch
supervisor.”

Vrade finished hisdrink. "And the rest isrecorded in the disciplinary action in his jacket. Hewas
sugpended for six months, then sent to Cullen Village division. His partner resgned.”

"How did you happen to get stuck with him?* asked Janna.

"He's been doing good work in Soldier Creek, apparently. His present supervisors recommended
promotion to Investigator |." Vradel chewed on his mustache. "He's collected anumber of
commendations over the years and he's been using hislaw degree to defend officers against charges
brought by Interna Affairs. He's won more cases than he'slogt. Brill, he can't be too bad; will you team
withhim?'

She grimaced. "Why me?"

"Y ou need a partner. Besides, maybe you'll be agood influence on him."

Her lip curled.



"Take him at least until you find someone e se you want to work with. I'd make it an order but thisis
Tuck'splace. No rank. I'll just say please.”

Today was her day for being pushed into corners, it seemed. She sighed. "All right." She paused, shaking
her head. "MamaMaxwdl? Lord." She sghed again. "I can hardly wait until Monday."

Maybe it was time to give Wim's offer serious thought.

Chapter 4

Jorge spent Saturday vacillating between excitement and depression, between the high hefdt in agame
when his opponent was making dl the moves Jorge wanted, and the cold, swesty certainty that the

L aclede woman was wrong, that the digh could never successfully pass for him. The digh would be
caught, and start the entire domino row going down. He was tempted to call the woman and cancel
everything. Perhaps there would be no trouble convincing Andy to help fasify the records. About the
time he thought that, though, Jorge also started thinking what would happen if Andy would not help. That
brought on the cold sweat again.

By evening, he had decided that no matter how risky the gambit, he had to use it. The doppel ganger was
insurance, just in case.

Jorge dressed for the evening with care, asimple gold and blue jumpsuit and dark blue ankle boots. He
wrapped hisright wrist in asupport bandage. He could claim he sprained it in afal or during caisthenics.
He glanced at the chrono on his dresser top. Six-thirty. Half an hour until he wasto meet the
doppelganger.

Hewent to his study. After amomentary hesitation, he pulled open the top drawer of hisdesk. A .22
revolver lay insde. He regarded the weapon for amoment, licking hislips, then shook his head and
closed the drawer. A gun was not only noisy, but this particular one could be traced to him. As part of
maintaining alicense on it, he had to leave anew test bullet with the police department every fifty firings
orevery |

sx months. Theimage of any bullet removed from abody was routinely run through the ballistics
computer, he knew, and compared to the images of the test bullets stored in its memory. No, he could
not usethe gun.

Then he turned around to the Moses landscape on the wall behind his desk, swung it aside and spun the
three concentric rings on the lock of the safe concea ed behind the painting. When the three ringswerein
their proper relationship, the lock clicked. He pulled open the door, reached in and took out asmal
amber plagtic pill bottle.

Thelid twisted open hard. Jorge struggled with it for aminute before it gave. The bottle was about half
full of atalcum-fine, herbal -scented brown powder trichlorlysergic something-or-other. Trick. Jorge
shook the bottle. It made colorsthat tasted and sounds that had scent. It was the ultimate trip, some said,
and it could be aone-way ticket.

He recapped the bottle and pushed it into a thigh pocket. He had taken this particular sample away from
aweekend guest, who brought it hoping to make sex anew experience. Jorge preferred the old variety
to a new that could become a last. He understood his reasons for taking the stuff from Serena, but until
now he had sometimes wondered why he had kept it. He should have thrown it away. Perhaps he had
been subconscioudy thinking even then that the day might come when he would need something deadly
that would be untraceable to him.



Jorge glanced at the study chrono. Six thirty-five.

He crossed to the phone and punched in Andy's number. It buzzed twice and then the elegant face of
Liann Seaton, Andy's wife, appeared on the screen.

She amiled. "Hdlo. Jorge."

He smiled back. "Hi, you gorgeous cresture. Let's run away together.”

"I'm busy tonight. How about next week? Do you want Andy?"

"Aslong asyoure busy, yes."

The screen went white as she put him on hold.

Jorge waited, and found himsalf drumming hisfingersin nervous anticipation. He forced himself to stop as
soon as he realized what he was doing. Surely there was no need to be nervous. He could manipulate
Andy. Thetrick was getting Andy to leave the house without Liann's learning where he was going.
Andy's face appeared on the screen. "What isit, Jorge?’

"Areyou donethere?’

Andy's browsrose. "Y ou mean here a the phone? Y es. Why?'

"l was going over the Lahdli records late this afternoon and ™ He broke off.

Andy's raised brows pulled toward each other in a concerned frown. "And?" he prompted.

Jorge pretended to debate. After amoment he said, "I don't think | better talk about it over the phone.
I'd better show you. Are you free this evening?'

His partner's frown deepened. "1 promised Liann and the kids we'd go to the cinaround.”

"Weredlly ought to go over this matter before Monday. We don't know when the government will start
itsinquiry. What I've found could make or break the firm."

Now it was Andy's turn to debate. He did it with obvious effort.
"It won't take long," Jorge added persuasively. "Y ou'll be back in time to take them to alate showing."
Andy gavein. "All right. Shdl | cometo the office?’

"Yes." Now camethe hard part. "And would you mind not telling Liann that I'm the one who is dragging
you away? | don't want her mad at me for poiling your evening.”

"Shewon' be. Y ou know she hasthe disposition of asaint.”
"l don't want to spoil that disposition, either. Please.”

Andy nodded. "All right, I'll make up some excuse that has nothing to do with you. Seeyou at the office



in hdf an hour."

Jorge punched off the line. He headed for the door smiling in satisfaction. Now if the digh could only
carry off his part, the gambit just might work.

Owan Desfosses spent Saturday sick with fear. This scheme would never work. He could not hopeto

pass as this Jorge Hazl ett, no matter what Tarl said. He was an Undocumented, a socia truant. He had
lived hislife avoiding those places and activities a citizen accepted as everyday normas. Who wasthis

Tarl anyway? Owan did not know him. Maybe Tarl was aleo, setting adithytove trap.

But even while he sweated and his stomach churned, Owan sat in hisroom preparing for the job. Firgt,
he cut his hair to shoulder length and curled it to match the lion's mane of the man in the 2-D photograph
Tarl had given him. Then he practiced copying the Signature on the card and memorized the list of places
he must not visit. Owan wrote the name over and over, laborioudy at first, then with increasing ease as
the day progressed. He covered both sides of sheet after sheet of paper. After he filled each sheet, he
destroyed it, tearing it into pieces so smal no one would ever be ableto tell what he had written.

Watching the signature come closer and closer to matching the one on the card, Owan'sfear quieted. He
even began to fed atouch of excitement. Thisjust might work. If it did if it did work, he could enjoy the
life of acitizen for an entire evening.

Owan had envied citizens as long as he could remember. They could go anywhere, live anywhere. They
never had to cross the street to avoid aleo or take abuse from a store owner who made them work long
hoursfor little compensation. He was not quite sure why he remained adigh, except that it was the only
life he knew. His parents had raised him asadigh.

Combing his hair, he thought about the times he had considered applying for a Scib Card. He had even
tried. Once he had gotten asfar as asking for the application at a Socid Care office, but he had never
been able to make himsdf fill out the form. Something in him curdled a the idea of committing facts about
himsdlf to paper.

He looked at the clock on hisdresser. It was an old thing the apartment manager had given him so he
would not be late for work, an antique with around face and hands. It read twenty minutesto seven.

Hetook onelast look at himsdlf in the mirror and compared the image to the photograph. It was a
strange sensation' to see astranger looking up at him with his own face.

Owan opened the envelope lying beside the picture. He shook it. A small tube of glue and an oval of
transparent plagtic fell out into his hand.

His hands started to sweat. He put everything down while he dried them, then opened the tube and
dropped some of the liquid onto the center of hisleft thumb, spreading it around to the edges of the
ridged area. Carefully, he picked up the piece of plagtic. He held it obliquely to the light to make sure
which was the smooth side and that he had the correct end toward his thumbnail, then he pressed the
plastic onto histhumb. He smoothed it down, smoothed the edges.

He waited aminute to make sure the plagtic had set, and whileit finished drying, he tossed envelope,
glue, and picture into the top drawer of his dresser. Then helooked at the thumb. He could hardly tell the
plasticwasonit.

Owan took adeep bregth. Time to begin.



Heleft hisroom and climbed the stairs to the ground floor. Outside, he unlocked his bicycle and backed
it out of therack. He was proud of the bike. He had built it himself of parts he acquired one way or
another while he worked at a bike shop. He fdlt the result was a bike every bit asgood asa
commercidly built machine. At the very leadt it freed him from having to find ways of earning trangport
tokensfor buses. Except in bad wesather, he could travel dmost asfast by. bike as he could havein a
runabout or peda car.

He swung onto the bike and headed it toward the downtown area. The evening was unbearably hot and
humid. How many days had the temperature been over thirty-five now? It seemed like weeks. It had to
be nearly forty degreestonight. In no time hisforehead was running Sweet and his pioneer-style shirt
sticking to his back. He did not dow down, though. The time had to be close to seven o'clock and he did
not want to be late,

Every red light was an irritant, ademoniaca plot to delay him. What wasthe actud time? If he were late,
would this Hazlett wait?

Just over the Intergtate, he hit ayellow light. It would be along red, he knew. He pedaled hard and raced
through.

Behind him, asiren burped once. Owan froze.

The black-and-white bullet-on-a-plate shape of awatchcar drifted up beside him and dowed to hover.
A she-lion leaned out, folded arms on the edge of the window.

"You can get hurt racing ydlows" shesad.

Owan could fed theair kicked out by the car'sfans. It was hot againgt his ankles. The rest of him, sweat
or not, felt wrapped in ice. His stomach knotted. He swalowed. "Y es, officer.”

"A bicyclewill lose acontest with acar or runabout every time."

She did not necessarily recognize him asadigh, he told himsdlf. She was probably not trophy hunting. He
gripped the handlebars tighter to keep his hands from shaking. "1 know, officer."

Shelooked him over with narrowed eyes. " Something wrong, jon?"

His stomach lurched. When they started calling someone "jon" they were smdling lion mest.

He made himsdf smile. "Nothing wrong except I'm late for work."

He thought he said it smoothly but she sat up. Her voice sharpened. "What's your name, jon?"

Traffic was swinging around them. People in the runabouts and cars stared. Owan wanted to run.

"Tris" Never, ever giveared nameto alion. "No last name? Let's see your card, jon." "I ™ Hissmile
widened. "'l don't have one.” The she-lion's brows went up. She grinned. "Hey, Cade," she said to her
partner a the whedl, "we have adigh. How'd you get your bike licensed, jon? Do you suppose he stole
it, Cade? We better take him in and check onit."

A trophy hunter. Owan could have wept. They could not take him in, not now, of al times... not now.
"It'sregistered to afriend,” he said desperately. "Clio de Garza."



"Wdl, well just see” Shetouched theradio. " Alpha Cap Eleven to control, stolen property check. Hey,
Cade, do you suppose helll resist arrest?!

"Let him go," thelion at thewhed said. He sounded tired. "It's too hot for games.”

The she-lion frowned, then pulled back into the car. "' Alpha Cap Eleven to control, cancel thecall.” her
eyes bored holesin Owan. "Waich yoursdf in traffic after this, jon."

The watchcar'sfans revved and it pulled away from him.

Owan did not have time to be relieved. He leaned on the pedals and raced for downtown.

At the Sunco parking lot on Jackson Street Owan lifted the bike over the entrance gate and hurriedly
parked and locked it in the bicycle section. Thelot served workersin the office buildings nearby. At this
time of evening it was amost deserted. Owan looked around. He did not see anyone who seemed to be
waiting. Could Hazlett have left dready?

Then he heard avoice coming from the direction of the public phones. ". . . and the fans started to sound
grange. I'll leave the car parked here. Have someone look at it as soon as possible, please. The address
againisthe Sunco parking lot. Thirteenth and Jackson."

Owan headed for the voice.

The man punched the phone off and turned around

Owan felt asif he had been kicked in the somach. A chill crawled up his spine. Even the photograph had
not prepared him for the shock of meeting himself face to face.

Jorge Hazlett stared back. His eyes were coldly appraising. "Yourelate.”

Under that withering stare, no excuse seemed justified enough to give. "I'm sorry." His voice sounded thin
inhisears.

"Y ou understand exactly what you're supposed to do?'

Owan nodded.

The man reached into the breast pocket of his jumpsuit and took out a card case. He handed over the
Scib Card iniit. "Five thousand bankcredits worth of merchandise, no more. Try to spend moreand Il
hang both you and the woman."

Owan wondered what woman. He had met no one but Tarl.

"Be back here no later than ten o'clock, and don't forget the purchase receipts. Don't go near the places
onthat list | wrote out.” Histone said that Owan could not hope to fool anyone who knew Jorge Hazl ett

adl.

"Ten o'clock. I'll bring the receipts. | won't go to any of those places." He would not have had the nerve
in any case. Clubs and game parlors like those were places dighs saw only from the kitchen.



Owan left the l ot as quickly as he could without seeming to be running away. He was glad to escape from
Hazlett. The man made him nervous. He was glad the likeness between them was only physicd.

He wished he could use hisbike, but Tarl had told him he must act as Hazlett would and Hazlett had no
bicycle. Owan stood at the bus stop for several minutes before he realized he had no transport tokens.
There was atoken machinein the lobby of the building behind the bus stop. Owan stared at it, licking his
lips. His pams sarted to sweat. Well, there was no time like now to find out if this crazy switch would
work.

To hisamazement, it worked. The machine accepted the thumbprint and signature and coughed out half
adozen tokens. Owan climbed on the next bus feding giddy. Two of the tokens clattered into the bus's
hopper. He could fool amachine at least.

He was aboard the bus for five minutes before he happened to wonder where it was going. He checked
the next street marker it passed. Twenty-third and Kansas Avenue. The bus was going to south Topeka.
For amoment he was jubilant he could visit Clio and Tesha but his pleasure faded almost immediately,
he was supposed to be Jorge Hazl ett. Hazl et would have no reason to visit Clio and Tesha. Owan had
things Tarl had ordered him to buy, too. He would have to visit a shopping mall instead.

What he could and did do was to buy some vending tokens at the mall and use a public phoneto cdll
Clio. He had cohabited with Clio de Garzafor nearly three years some eight years before. There was no
marriage contract because contracts required registration and identification. The arrangement might have
lasted indefinitely except Clio became pregnant. Understandably, she wanted to raise the child with all
the benefits of full citizenship. Clio hersdlf was acitizen. When Owan could not bring himsdif to be
idented so they could marry, Clio finaly moved out. Owan did not hold that againgt her. He found it
miraculous that awoman as beautiful as she and some twenty years his junior could have found him
worth living with for even three years. They were dill friends.

Clio'sface appeared on the screen, Hispanic, darkly beautiful. She looked surprised but pleased to see
him.

"Y ou'rein south Topeka? Are you coming to vist?'
He shook hishead, sighing. "I can't. That'swhy | cdled. Is Teshatill up?’

"Shewas on her way to bed, but I'll go get her." Moments later he saw the olive face of his daughter on
the screen. Teshawasthe real miracle of thetime| with Clio. Every time Owan saw her he marveled that
he could have been part of producing thisexquisite| cresture. Watching her grow up wasthejoy of his
life. Helived every week for the Sunday afternoon visit with her.

How areyou, chiquita?"' he asked.

She launched into an enthusiastic description of what she had learned at school that week. It wasared
school. No illega schoolsfor Tesha, no fearful waiting for policeraids.

Cliointerrupted finaly. "That's enough for tonight. Y ou can tell him the rest tomorrow. Y ou will be here
tomorrow, won't you?"

"Of course. And I'll have asurprisefor you, chiquita.”

Teshaseyeswidened. "What kind of surprise?’



"If I told you, it wouldn't be a surprise, would it? Good night."
Sheblew him akiss.
Clio did, too. "Callect the real one, and more, tomorrow."

After he punched off he wandered through the three levels of the mdll, trying to decide what to buy first.
Five hundred of the five thousand bankcredits were histo spend on whatever he wanted. What did he
want? There was so much to choose from.

He saw atoy shop. Teshas surprise ought to be the first order of business.

As he entered the toy shop, he wondered if it were wise when he saw the polished perfection of the
clerk. He knew enough about placeslike thisto know clerkslike that sold merchandise that cost dearly.
Stll, he had five hundred to play with.

"I'm looking for something for avery bright seven-year-old girl."
Theclerk amiled. "Thisway, sr."
Sr. Asif hewereacitizen. Owan felt ameter taller.

The selection of toys she showed him was dazzling. He had never dreamed such things existed. They had
certainly never been part of theworld of adigh child. The toys crowded the shelves around him: dolls,
educationa put-togethers, toysto develop learning skills, toysto exercise the imagination, toysto
develop physical dexterity, toysto cuddle, role-practice toys.

It took him twenty minutes, but out of them dl he finaly chosetwo: asmal computer which the clerk
assured him would be an invauable school aid, and a Dyan Pennock doll. Owan had never heard the
name before. It was the dark beauty of the doll that attracted him. Until he read the biographical booklet
that came with the doll, he had not known that the most famous shuttlgocky in the world was ablack
woman.

The computer was the largest of the two packages and awkward to carry. He had to set it down severa
timesto get a better hold on it. The clerk had offered to have it delivered, but he could not risk that.

While he was struggling with the package, he found himsdf standing in front of aclothing shop. Thetwo
jumpsuits on digplay amost made him forget Tesha's computer. The colors were soft but glowing. They
shifted subtly asthe light on them changed. He reached out to touch one, drawn amost magneticdly. He
had never felt anything in hislife that soft and light. What arich feding it would be to own and wear a suit
likethat.

Owan picked up his package and walked into the shop.

Even with the doppelganger late to the meeting, Jorge still reached the office before Andy. He left the
lights off and sat in the reception room | etting the air-conditioning cool him off.

He had been disappointed by the doppel ganger. Did the Laclede woman redly think that rabbit |ooked
like him? A poor expression of judgment, if so. Still, if thefool stayed away from the placeson theligt,
the substitution might work. Card photos were always so bad that the doppel ganger came close enough



to matching the one on Jorge's card.

The office door hummed. Jorge sat up. Someone was pressing apalm to the capacitant plate of the lock.
In afew momentsthe information on the size, shape, and st content of the hand on the plate was
relayed through the computer and the computer satisfied itself that the hand belonged to someone who
had access rights. The lock opened with aclick.

Andy camein, wiping hisforehead. "Terrible hest outside, isn't it? Murderous. | wonder how many
peopleit will drive into assaults thisweekend." He plucked at hisjumpsuit, pulling it away from hisbody.
"The air-conditioning was out on my bus, too. Now, what isit you need to show me?"

"Let'sgo to your office.”
If someone came by, such asthe building security guard, Jorge wanted lights nowhere in the suite but
Andy'soffice.

Andy pressed his hand to the plate of his office door. The door hummed, consulting the computer again,
and clicked open. Theroom was il bright with light coming through the window strips. Andy did not
bother turning on any lamps.

Like Jorge's office, Andy's was dominated by his big L-shaped desk. The chairsin the room were
arranged facing it, except for several grouped around alow table near the door. Whereas Jorge had
covered hiswallswith pictures of ramjets and photographs of distant worlds taken from orbit by tachyon
bioprobes, Andy's were decorated with matted and framed cartoons of lawyers, part of hislega humor
collection. Behind Andy's desk hung alarge brush-and-ink drawing of Justice peegping, winking, from
under her blindfold.

"Now what did you need meto see?’ Andy asked. He sat in hisdesk chair and leaned back, raising
expectant brows at Jorge.

Jorge came around the desk to the computer outlet. He punched it on. "I finally found the code for
retrieving the Lahdi records.”

He punched in the request for the records.

The computer screen said: what's the password?

Jorge punched: Ruy Lopez ... run ... printout.

The computer hummed. Facsmile pages began dropping one after the other into thetray.

"I need help, Andy." Jorge madeit aplea.

"You said thiscould ruinthe firm?" "It can. Read that."

Andy picked up the pages and began reading. At first his eyesraced down the sheet quickly, then with
an amost audible roar of reversing fans, he stopped. He went back and began rereading, thistime with
dow care. After severa pages, helooked up at Jorgein horror.

"Good god, Jorge. Why?"

Jorge shrugged. "1 don't know. | have the house. and those flash girlfriends who like expensive presents.



I' T didn't think anyone would be hurt."
"Not hurt? Jorge, those lettersfrom Boeing say it al. Whereisit?'

Heflipped back through the printout sheets. "Here. "We cannot guarantee the continued function of these
systems without constant, expert maintenance.” Constant, expert maintenance, Jorge. Y ou surely
couldn't have thought the colonists were going to be able to become expert in life-support systems
maintenance with the crash course they take." He stared at Jorge in disbdlief. Y ou had to know how
dangerousit was. | can't believe any of this. Those peopl€'s lives were dependent on those systems.
There's no walking home from aramjet. Yet you let them ™ He broke off and dropped the sheets on his
dek asif they were burning his hands. "Lord. Y ou know what this means, don't you? If agovernment
investigator seesthis, helll invoke the Tescott Act. Y ou willfully and deceitfully jeopardized those peopl€'s
lives"

"Not willfully, | swear." Jorge leaned toward Andy. "That'swhy you have to help me dter the records.”

Andy dtiffened. "Alter the records?' "We're partners, remember. Were both liable. Y ou wouldn't want
Liann or the kids dragged into anything as nasty as a Tescott prosecution.”

Theworry frown cleared off Andy'sface. His mouth thinned. "We're partners, yes. That makesthe
partnership liablein acivil suit; but the Tescott Act isacrimina prosecution. I'm not ligbleinacrimind
action. | won't make mysdlf aparty by becoming an accessory.

Jorge " Andy ran both hands through his hair. He sighed. "I don't understand what in god's name you
thought you were doing. We're dedicated to hel ping colonists build new worlds and new lives. To send
them off in what's essentidly aleaky rowboat isatotal contradiction of our goas."

Andy's goas, maybe. Irritation was rising in Jorge. He tried to keep it under control and look frantic
ingtead. "We certainly can't help colonistsif were out of business. Help me straighten this Laheli thing

Jorge still hoped Andy would cooperate. They had been friends and partners along time. They had
shared an apartment during their senior year at law school, sweated out their exams and then the bar
exams together, counted coup on the same girls. They had comforted each other in their starvation those
early yearstrying to develop alaw practice. He hoped Andy would not be afool and force himinto a
corner.

Andy's eyes dropped to the computer pages. "We can't cover thisup. | ought to let you faceit alone.
After dl, you got into it done. Y ou ought to be responsible for your own actions.”

Jorge amogt hissed. Lord, asermon. If thisturned into arecitation of Libertarian cant, he was going to
drangle Andy.

"But werefriends," Andy said.

Jorgefelt awash of relief.

"Maybe we can avoid the Tescott Act." Andy picked up the printout again. "'l wish your answersto
Boeing had been less arrogant. '| have explained the Situation to my clients. They say they understand

perfectly and are prepared to cope with any possible problem. They would not have ordered this
particular ship if it was not what they wanted.' " Helooked up, frowning. "But you hadn't talked to them,



had you? Y ou never warned them at al. Y ou let them think crewing the ship would be just a matter of
following the computer's orders and feeding in new programs when required.”

"I didn't think there was any need to warn them.”

Andy shook his head asif something were biting at it that he wanted to shake off. "Y ou, the chess player,
the master of aternatives and planner of seven moves ahead you didn't consider what might happen to
them?1 can't believethat." He flipped through the sheets.

Jorge waited, very till. He had a sudden fear what Andy was about to do. He hoped he was wrong.

Andy regarded him thoughtfully. His mouth thinned. "I think you did know they ought to be warned. |
think you knew very well what might happen. Y ou dways have agood idea how everything you do will
turn out. You just didn't care what happened to those people.”

His voice was so calmly unemotiona Jorge felt panic grab him. A calm Andy wasathinking Andy. A
thinking Andy was a dangerous man. Jorge met the accusation with an unwavering gaze. "'l would never
conscioudy do anything to harm aclient.”

Andy threw down the printout. "Crap. When you're playing games, other people are just pawns. Y ou
treat them al as expendable. Y ou were that way in the moot court in law school. Y ou were that way with
the clientswe had in law practice." He stopped. Hisface grayed. Jorge wondered if Andy were
considering that the Laheli Company was not the first client Jorge had defrauded.

"Jorge, | need to know something. Be honest with me. Isthisthefirst time you've put clients aboard a
ship that'stoo small and too crowded?"

Jorge was ready for him. Helet hisjaw drop asthough in dismay. "Andy, what do you think | am? Of
coursethisisthefirs timeit's happened. | swear.”

Andy smiled, but there was stedl under it. " Then you won't mind going over the records of al our past
clients, will you?'

Silently, Jorge cursed his partner. The fool. He had to back Jorge into a corner. He had given Andy a
chanceto help, but Andy would not take it. God only knew what Andy would do when he saw the other
records. At the least he would denounce Jorge to the Colonial Agency and the U.S. Didtrict Attorney. It
was a check, and the easiest counter this time was to remove the attacking piece.

Jorge smiled back. "Of course | don't mind. That's going to take awhile, though. | think I'd like some caff
to drink while we work. How about you?"

Andy nodded. "Good idea."
"Il haveit ready inaminute.”

Jorge knew where the office staff kept the cups and caff and tea mixes. He took the ingredients out of
their cabinet and mixed two cups of caff with hot water from the suite washroom. He dropped a tabl et of
swesetener and a cube of lightened powder into hisdrink. Two sweetener tabs and no lightener went into
Andy's. Jorge glanced toward Andy's office door to make sure he was not being observed, then reached
into his pocket for the tube of trick. He had tried everything to avoid this. He had given Andy every
opportunity to cooperate. The consequences were Andy's faullt.



He poured athird of the powder into Andy's caff. A swirl with adtirrer dissolved it. He carried the
steaming cups back to Andy's office.

His partner was watching the computer print out alist of their clients. Andy accepted the mug with a
murmur of thanks and sipped it. After the first swalow, he drew back and frowned at the cup.

"Something wrong?" Jorge asked.

"It tastes alittle different. Did you put in two Sweetener tabs."
"Yes"

Andy took another swallow.

Theligt finished printing out. Each client had a.code number ending in either K or H, indicating which of
the partners handled them. Andy started down the fist with ared pen and, between sips of caff, circled al
the H numbers.

He paused over one. " Strange.”
Jorge lifted abrow. "What is?"
"l don't remember handling an Outreach Company, but it hasa K number.”

Hewould be doubly shocked, and perhaps redlize what was happening, when he saw the Lahdli
Company had aK number, too. Jorge hoped the trick would work before then.

"Curiouser and curiouser,” Andy murmured. He circled another number. "When | movethe pen, | hear a
chiming sound.” He looked up and around him with surprise. "And when | tak, theair isfilled with a
minty scent.”" He sniffed the caff. "It isn't the caff. That smellsrich purple. Hetook alarge svalow. "It
tastes green, though. It ™"

Andy stared into the cup in horror. Suddenly he whipped around and threw it across the room. Caff
gplashed onthewal. "Y ou put something in it, Jorge. What are gray and greeb iffing snowaysfor?' The
horror overwhelmed his eyes. He put both hands over his mouth. "I didn't creech the say and yoder
meaning."

Jorge finished his own caff. He went to pick up Andy's cup. "I don't suppose you did, Andy, but you
can't hep yoursdlf. Y our brain'sworking on new directions. Enjoy them while you can.”

Andy lunged for him, but the trick’s cross-wiring effect was so strong now, different sets of muscles
reacted to the orders of the brain. He jerked backward and fell fiat. Then the convulsions started.

Jorge turned his back. He wiped the wall clean. He set Andy's cup on the desk. He picked up al the
printout sheets and cleared the computer. He recoded access to the Lahdi records with anew password:
writeme A VERBAL CONTRACT.

He heard Andy gasp, looked around. His partner's mouth and throat were working as he struggled to
breathe, but his digphragm had forgotten how to work. Andy wasturning blue.



Jorge carried his own cup to the washroom and cleaned it. After drying it carefully, he put it away.
Findly, he closed the door of Andy's office. It locked with a soft click.

Jorge looked at the closed door for amoment. He sighed. Why did Andy have to be so difficult? Jorge
hoped thiswould not be too hard on Liann and the kids.

He l€eft the suite, letting the outer door lock behind him, and walked down the firestairs into the hot street.

Chapter 5

Monday morning no unfamiliar faces gppeared at rollcal, but Pass-the-Word Mordlo read the crimeslist
inVradd's place. Jannanoticed her colleagues eyeing her with expressions ranging from amused through
sympethetic to pitying. That was not very encouraging, particularly after what Wim had told her over the
weekend.

Though she had had to work both Saturday and Sunday, she had managed to spend the evenings a the
hospita . Watching Wim start the painful process of learning to live with blindness, she had wondered

how he was ever going to be able to cope with an entirely dien world. Even while Wim struggled with the
problem of feeding himsdf, however, hisvoiced worries had al been for her.

"Y ou ought to come along with us. It would be much better than putting up with-MamaMaxwell." He
shook his bandaged head. ™Y ou should have refused to team with him. He'salunatic. HEll pull you into
things you'd never do on your own."

"Like counting coup in the back seet of awatchcar?'

"Y es, like counting coup in the back seat of awatchcar.” He chased peas around his plate with hisfork.
"l think dietitians are sadists.” He captured a single pea. "He had me lying to two sergeants, alieutenant,
the division captain, and an LA. peep, to keep them from learning he carried a shooter walking his beat
onenight.”

Janna gtared. "He carried a shooter ?" She could just bet the man did not want his superiorsto know
about that. "Why wereyou inonit?"

"I was driving his mobile back-up. The shooter was a beautiful weagpon, an old Colt .38 revolver hed
taken off some suspect and never turned in. He must have had it in his runabout and switched it for his
Starke after rollcal inspection. | never asked him and he never volunteered that information. What |
know for certainisthat | got acal from him about three o'clock one morning to pick up abreaker hed
caught going into the back of one of the stores on Stuart Street, found him in the aley behind the store.
The place reeked of gunpowder. The prisoner was a greaser turned abino with fear. He kept screeching
that Maxwell had tried to kill him. That fool Maxwell had not only carried the shooter, he'd fired a
warning shot at the breaker with it. The ammunition in that shooter was hot-loaded. It must have sounded
like a cannon going off. No wonder the breaker was scared shitless.”

Jannafelt chill. Shooters and warning shots were both against regulations. "Did he tell the booking officer
... about being shot at?"

Wim snorted. "Hetold everyone in the station about it. The booking officer had to report it to the
sergeant and lieutenant, of course. It went up theline clear to Internd Affairs. Maxwell and | swore
thered never been ashooter. We said the breaker was just trying to make trouble because after his
prior list of convictions he wasin big trouble. I'd switched weapons with Maxwell driving in so when the
breaker started wailing and weeping about having been put in fear of hislife, Maxwell had an innocent



Starke to show. Let metell you | sweated blood until the furor died. Facing the peep | was sorry 1'd ever
agreed to hdp Maxwell."

"Why did you?'

"Hédll, I don't know. | guess because being mobile back-up isamost like being partners. Damn!™ The
pess kept evading him. With ahiss, he gave up formality and started trapping them againgt hisfork with
his fingers. "If the man isn't off histick, he'sat least brain bent, running on abugged program.”

Jannasucked her lower Up. "Vradd says he has commendations.”

"He never earned one while | wasworking with him. | think they promoted him from awalker to car
patrol because hetalked Irin Vadose into asking for him. That ruined her career." He quit eating and
turned his head toward her. His voice wasintense. "Jan, he can get you in trouble. Worse, he can get you
killed. Shed him asfast asyou can.”

It was not agood thought to be taking to work with her. Now the squad was looking at her asif she
were asacrificia lamb. Pass-the-Word Morello had been talking, of course. The question in Jannas
mind was what had he been telling everyone? After rollcal she caught the squad clerk’'s eye and crooked
afinger a him. "Mordlo, I'd liketo talk to you."

"Y our new partner'swaiting for you in VVradd's office. Thelieutenant said to send you right in after
rollcal.”

Jannatook a deep breath and turned toward Vradel's door, pausing amoment to gather courage before
knocking. Shefelt the eyes of the entire squad on her. She squared her shoulders. She would be senior
partner. Surely she could keep control of him. She knocked.

"Comein."

Vrade sat behind his desk, sketching on his memo pad. Helooked up. "Morning, Brill." Hisvoice was
brisk. He pointed his pencil from Jannato the man across the desk from him. "Brill, Mahlon Maxwell.
Maxwell, JannaBrill "

Janna hardly heard the introduction. She was staring in dismay at the man who unfolded from the chair,
pushing at heavy-rimmed glasses that were diding down his nose. Now she understood the pitying looks
outsde. Mahlon Maxwell was afreak! He was even taller and thinner than she, afact emphasized by the
narrow cut of his green and purple jumpsuit. His head was bald as an egg a Dutch-chocolate egg. He
looked grotesque, like some child's drawing of ablack stick-man.

"Just cal me Mama," he said in adeep, resonant voice. He held out his hand.

She shook it gingerly. She could aready hear the wisecracks the other squadmembers would make,
comments on the partnership's being like night and day, to salt and pepper. There were other black/white
partners, of course, but none where the partners were so well matched in height and build they could be
considered amost a positive and negative of each other. Christ. She wanted to get sick and go home.
"Good morning, Sergeant Maxwell."

How did he get away with that head? The hair regs forbid lengths and stylesthat could obscure vision,
but the rules had never been intended to encourage officersto go skinhead, like trippers. Maxwell had to
redlize how unprofessiona it looked. If hisbadness were natural, he ought to have ahair transplant.



The glasses puzzled her, too. The only people she knew who wore window framesin preferenceto
contact lenses were those like Sid Chesney, who hoped glasses would add maturity to his babyish face.
Why did Maxwell wear his?

"I now pronounce you partners.” Vrade picked up astack of papers. "Put him to work, Brill."

Janna stood looking at him but Vradel kept his head bent over the papers. Janna sighed and led the way
out! into the squadroom. "Have you ever doneinvestigative work before?"

"I've been Investigator | twice." He pushed his glasses up his nose.

"And was demoted back to patrol both times?' The words were out before sheredized it, and with an
acid edge she never intended.

Hefollowed her to her table without responding, Pass-the-Word Mordllo had left a pile of complaint
sheetsin the middle. Maxwell picked them up and began tapping the edges even. " take it you don't
much like the idea of teaming with me."

"No." Her squadmates were gill covertly watching her. She kept her voice down so only Maxwell could
hear. "l agreed because | lost my partner and I'm asucker when the lieutenant says please.”

He replaced the complaint sheetsin the exact center of the table, squared with the edges. "L ost your
partner. Oh." Helooked up. The sharpness of the move sent his glasses down his nose. He pushed them
back up. "Wim Kiest was your partner? Hell of athing." He took the pencils and pens out of the cup she
used as aholder and began replacing them writing tip down, pencilsleaning to her right, pensto her left.
"l once worked with Kiest mysdif.”

"Hetold me"

His eyebrows lifted. She did not need to be atelepath to know what he was thinking. He had to be
remembering the shooter incident, and maybe others when Wim had covered for him. He must be
wondering how much Wim had told her. Let him wonder.

The newscanner murmured that employee shortages were increasing. The number of unfilled jobsin the
U.S. had reached four-point-two percent.

"Maxwell, I'm not hard to live with. | have agood record as Investigator 11, and | intend to make
Investigator 111. Just remember thet. If you follow the rules and don't try any of your lightwit untswith
me, well get dong fine." She sorted through the complaint sheets. "Now, we have six assaults, including
one ADW and three batteries, to investigate. If you're done housecleaning, let's get started.”

She was turning away when the phone buzzed. She looked around the squadroom. Everyone was buried
in papers or away from their tables. The phone sounded like an angry insect. " Someone get that,"
Mordlo said. No one moved. "Brill," Mordlo sad.

Sheglared a him. "No, damn it." She waved the complaint sheets. "I have aday'swork aready."
Vradd's head came out of hisoffice. "That better not ring afourth time."

Janna stabbed the phone on. "' Crimes Against Persons, Sergeant Brill."



It was the basset-faced civil servant on the 911 desk. "We have areport of abody in the Sunflower
Federa Bank Building. Suite ten-oh-three. They don't know if it'shomicide, suicide, or accident.”

Janna grimaced. A deader. A fine sart for the week. " Send aforensc team and notify the medica
examiner. Someone from here will be on theway in aminute.” She punched the phone off. ™Y ou want me
to takeit, lieutenant?"

"Go ahead." His head disappeared back into his office. Morello went back to paper shuffling.
Jannalooked at MamaMaxwell. "Let'ssall.”

A watchcar was parked at the curb outside the Sunflower Federal Bank Building's main door. Janna
stopped Indian Thirty just behind it and let the Monitor settleto its parking rollers. The guard on duty a
the bank door watched them curioudy and waved asthey came into the lobby.

"Have you seen the team from that watch unit?" Jannaasked the guard.

"They went updars”

She and Mamatook the elevator up to the tenth floor. She found the mobile team waiting by the door of
Suite 1003. She knew them by sight though not by name.

"Morning," shesad.
They nodded to her. "Morning, sergeant.”

Jannaread the lettering on the door. Hazett and Kellener, Colonial Contractors. "What do we
have?'

"The body of aMr. Andrew Hamilton Kélener, according to the peopleinside," one of the watchcar
team said. "Maggie that's Margaret Pfeifier, thelocal waker isinsde with them.”

Jannawent in, MamaMaxwd | following. The expensive smplicity of the reception room made Officer
Pfeifier'suniform look as out of place asacannon at aflower show, but the two men and one woman
with her were clustered around the walker's sturdy form.

Janna showed them her identification. "'I'm Sergeant Brill from Crimes Against Persons. Thisis Sergeant
Maxwdl."

Their eyesregarded him skeptically. The walker looked asif she were straining to keep astraight face.
Thisisalion?ther expressonssad.

Jannareturned her 1D to adeeve pocket. As she did, she tapped on theflat little microcorder she kept
there. "Will someone pleasetell mewho al of you are and what's happened?

A wispy-haired man with aface like two profiles glued together said in ashaky voice, "I'm Nels
Peddicord."

"He'sMr. Kdlener's secretary,” Officer Pfeifier replied. She pointed to abeautiful Hispanic manand a
plump girl whose hand hewas holding. "Thisis Robert Sandoz, the receptionist, and LillaZontine, the
fileslibrarian. The body isin that office. Mr. Peddicord found it."



The secretary ran nervous hands through what remained of hishair. "It? That's Mr. Kdlener, not anit. |
wish hewereanit. | hardly recognized him."

Janna and Mama crossed to the indicated door.

"Chrig," Mamamuittered. "Poor devil."

His had not been an easy death. Andrew Kellener's body lay on its side on the floor beside abig desk.
Hisface was pulled awry and colored dark blue around the lips. Hisarms and legs were twisted
directions human limbs were never designed to bend. He looked asif some giant had practiced
knot-tieing with him. Making the Stuation dl the more bizarre were the cartoons on the wals dl around

and the big drawing of Justice winking from under her blindfold at him.

Jannadid not go in. Shelooked around the office from the doorway, briefly studied the door itself, then
came back to Pfeiffer and the office staff.

"How did you happen to find him?"

Peddicord rubbed his hands together. The fingers twined together, came apart, retwined. "l wentinto
get some papers | knew were on Mr. Kellener's desk."

Jannallifted her brows. "That's a biolock on the door. Was it programmed for you or was it unlocked?"

The secretary's eyes widened. "Neither. When it appeared Mr. Kellener was going to be late, | had
Lillaoverridethelock."

"Override?!

The plump girl spoke. "Asfileslibrarian dl functions of the computer are my responsibility. Since the lock
is programmed through the computer, too, Mr. Kellener had an override command put in, for usein
emergencies. We never thought the emergency would be something like ™ She clutched the hand of the
receptionist. "I'm the only one who knows the command, aside from Mr. Kellener and Mr. Hazlett.”

Close to Jannds ear, Mamamurmured, "'l hadn't noticed it was abiolock."

Jannafdt aflash of satisfaction. She saved it to enjoy later. Right now she checked the reception room
chrono. "It'seight thirty-five. If Mr. Kellener werelateat ™ She paused.

Peddicord filled in thetime. "Eight fifteen.”

"Thank you. If he werelate a eight fifteen, what time did he normally comein?'

"A bit beforeeight.”

"Y ou open that early?'

Peddicord nodded. "Many of our clients are working hard to pay for their ships. We open early and

closelate so they can see uswithout losing work time. Mr. Kellener worked from eight until about three,
or later. Mr. Hazlett and his secretary Ms. Abram work from eeven until Sx."



Janna heard footstepsin the hal. The team from Forensics arrived towing an equipment case on aleash.
The case moved with near floating slence onitsglide - bearings.

"Inthere.” Janna pointed.
The team opened the case and began removing holo cameras. They carried them into Kellener's office.
"When did you last see Mr. Kellener dive?’

"Saturday afternoon when | left work." Peddicord's eyes followed the forensic team. "When | opened
that door and saw him there this morning what could do that to aman?"

"WElI try to find out. Do you keep any poisonsin the office?"
"Not unless you count the chemica s for the duplicator and telescriber,” LillaZontine said.
"Do you know who his enemies were?' Mama asked.

Peddicord looked shocked. The receptionist and librarian looked startled, too. Jannawished she had a
gag to use on Mama. He could have started with gentler questions.

"| can't believe anyone hated Mr. Kellener," Peddicord said. "He was aloved and respected man.”

Aslong asthey were covering dl posshilities, Jannabrought up one they would probably like even less
than murder. "What had hismood been like lately?

Now Peddicord was outraged. "Y ou can't mean you think he killed himsaf? Impossible. Mr. Kellener
wasn't that kind of person. His mood had been fine."

"| thought he was worried about something.” It was thefirst thing the receptionist had said. His accent
was just enough to be charming.

Peddicord glared at him.
Janna smiled encouragement. "How long had he acted worried?!
"Since Wednesday."

Janna reflected that it must have been abad day al ‘round. First the message came in from the Invictus,
then Wim was assaulted, and finally something happened to upset Mr. Andrew Hamilton Kellener.

"When you found Mr. Kdlener, did you touch anything?'

"Just Mr. Kellener." The secretary swallowed. "I felt for apulse. When | realized hewas cold, | came
right back out and called the nine-eleven emergency number from Robert's phone.”

That ought to take care of the preliminaries. Jannatapped her deeve pocket to shut off the microcorder.
She headed back for the door of Kellener's office. The forensic team was hol otaping the body.

One of them looked around from banging the cup on the desk. "IR scan didn't show anything, not even
the body. He's room temperature. Y ou can take alook at him now. Don't touch anything. We're starting



to dust for prints.”

"Be sureto check the floor and wastebasket. Look for anything that seems out of place and may relate to
poison.” Where was the medica examiner?

Asif summoned by her thought, Dr. Sid Chesney walked into the reception room, followed by two aides
and agliding stretcher. Jannasmiled a the Sight of his earnest, boyish face with itswire-rimmed glasses
and struggling attempt at amustache. Hisingstence on looking mature dways amused her. What did his
patients care about how old and wise he looked?

"Did you draw us, Sid, or volunteer?"

"I volunteered when | heard you were the investigeting officer." He sent aglance toward MamaMaxwell.
"Isthat your new ™

Jannanodded. "The body isin here."
Passing her, Sd whispered, "Doesn't look much like alion, does he? He's beautiful . Invite him dancing
with us somenight.”

"Treece would scratch my eyes out, love.” MamaMaxwd |l beautiful? Janna squinted at the black man,
trying to see something she might "have missed "before. She shook her head; she did not seeiit.

Insde the office, Sid becametotally professiona. He knelt beside the body and opened his case. " Shut
the door, will you?' The next eventswere not for the eyes of civilians.

Sid opened a pack and took out half adozen sensor probes. He pushed the sharp needlesinto the body
to the hub, into thorax, abdomen, neck, and extremities. He clipped |eads from the medicorder to the
probe hubs and began fiddling with the dids. " Temperature twenty-one degrees, same asthe air
temperature.” He switched modes and flexed the limbs where the probes were located. "No rigor.” He
pulled out the probes and cleaned them off. "Dead probably between thirty and forty hours, by my rough
estimation.” He fiddled with the medicorder. "My little black box here narrows it down to thirty-six hours,
give an hour or so each way. The postmortem exam of stomach contents may help narrow the time some
more."

Sid straightened the body, palpating each limb as he moved it. " Crepitation in the left radius and ulna, and
in theright femur. He has some broken bones, it would seem.” He sniffed the dead man's mouth. He
peded back the half-closed lids to check the eyes. He looked at the arms, turning them thisway and that
inthelight. His hands probed the skull. With the aides help he rolled the body onto its side and stripped
down the jumpsuit. He saw dark marks, bruises, on the shoulder, ribs, and hip. "Homeostasisindicates
he died in the position he was found. Cyanosis of the lips and fingers. No bruises, no contusions, no
blood. No externd signs of trauma.”

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Y ou can't mean he just lay there and let someone do that to him.
Or do you mean you think he did it to himsdf?"

Sid looked up with raised brows. "It depends on what you mean by doing it to himsdlf. If you find acow
dead in afidd after a storm and she has both femurs broken, what killed her?"

Mamasared at him. "What does that have to do with this?'

"Think about it. What actudly killed this citizen was suffocation. The cyanosisis definite indication of
anoxia. What caused the anoxia, however . . ." He shrugged.



"Comeon, Sid. You must have someidea”

Sid smoothed the hair on Ms upper lip. "Well, when you see his spouse, spouses, or cohab, you might
aK if heever tripped, particularly on hallucinogens.”

Janna blinked. "Halucinogens?' She sared at the body. "Trick?"
"Sure" Mamasaid. "It must be."

Sid frowned. "He shows anoxiaand convulsions. It could be. Let me do my post before jumping to
conclusions, please, sergeant. Okay," he said to the aides. "Package him.”

They lifted the body onto the stretcher and zipped the cover over it. Mama opened the door for them.
They were gliding the stretcher across the reception room when Janna noticed a new addition to the
group, awoman as quietly elegant asthe room itsalf. She was|ooking at the stretcher with an expresson
so controlled Jannawondered what storms lay beneath.

Shelifted her eyes and looked at Janna. "'I'm Liann Seaton, Andrew Kellener'swife."

Peddicord said, "I called her &fter | caled you."

"May | ssehim?"

The aides|ooked at Janna. She nodded. The body would have to be formally identified and if not here, at
the morgue. It was better done here. They unzipped the cover just enough to expose the face.

The woman flinched once, then looked hard at the face. "Y es, that's Andy." She sat down abruptly in the
nearest chair.

Sid motioned his people out. They disappeared with the stretcher. Jannareached for her pocket to tap
on the microcorder again.

"When did you last see your husband, Ms. Seaton?"

She did not answer immediately. Her mouth was pressed in atrembling line. Her breathing was quick and
ragged. Jannawaited. After severd minutes, Liann Seaton said with careful deliberation, "He's been
missing since Saturday evening at fifteen minutes to seven. He said he had an errand here at the office and
would be back in time to take the children and meto the late showing of a cinaround show. Y esterday |
reported him missing to the Gage division police.”

"What kind of errand, did he say?"

"No."

"Had anything happened immediately prior to the time he left that might suggest what the errand was?"
"He had acall from his partner Jorge Hazl ett.”

Janna exchanged glances with Mama and Officer Pfeffer. "Do you think he was meeting Hazlett here?"



"| asked him that. But he said Jorge was not involved in his coming down here. He was emphatic about
it, said the call had been about something el se and talking to Jorge just happened to remind him of
something held forgotten to do.”

The phone chimed. The volume was low. Janna could not hear the party on the other end.

The receptionist listened, then said, "I'll tell him." Helooked up at the leos. " That was Mr. Hazlett's
garage service. I'm supposed to tell him they checked out his car and can't find anything wrong."

"Y ou say Mr. Hazlett comes in about eleven?' Janna asked Peddicord.

"And his secretary.”

"Cdl himfor me now, will you, please?'

The receptionist picked acard out of afile and fed it into the phone. Janna moved over by the screen.
Theimage that came on the screen was that of amodish-looking man approaching middie age. "Mr.
Jorge Hazlett, I'm Sergeant Janna Brill of the Shawnee County Police. There's been an accident at your
office. Will you come down right away, please?"

Jorge alowed himsalf some surprise, some concern, nothing more. He met the eyes of the bony,
smoky-haired she-lion with what he hoped looked like candidness. "Accident? What kind? Ismy partner
there?'

"Heisn't a the moment.”

Jorge admired her smooth lie. It was a much more honorable game when played againgt people who
were also playing. "I'll be down assoon as| catch abus.™

He punched off fedling hot and cold smultaneoudy. The game wastruly on now. Did the she-lion want to
break the newsto him gently, or with ashock, to see how he would react? Was he already a suspect?
He would not know until he reached the office,

Whilethey waited for Hazlett, Jannawatched the forensic team finish and pack. Every so often her eyes
returned to the winking Justice.

"What'sthat for?' shefindly asked.

Liann Seaton came to the office door. "Judicia humor ismy was my husband's hobby. He collected
books and poems and cartoons that involved lawyers and the law. | had that Justice drawn for himasa
birthday present last year."

Jannatoured the office, reading the captions on, the cartoons. They were ydlowed, ancient things, now
sedled in plagtic to preserve them from further deterioration. She thought one of the truest oneswasthe
lawyer saying to hisclient, "Y ou have a pretty good case, Mr. Fitkin; how much justice can you afford?"
Without warning, MamaMaxwell said, "Did your husband trip?'

The woman stiffened. "Never. Andy believed a person should be responsible for his actions. He never
took more than one mildly acohalic drink in an evening and he never used any drugs except dreamtime.”



"Never used halucinogens?' Janna asked.

"Especidly not halucinogens" Shewas emphdtic.

"Did you hear any of the conversation between your husband and his partner Saturday night?'

She shook her head. "Andy took the call in hisstudy.”

"Had your husband been worried about anything lately?"

"Y ou don't have to answer that, Ms. Seaton," Peddicord advised her.

Sheraised her brows at him. "Why shouldn't 17 He had some problem, yes. He'd been preoccupied
since Wednesday. | asked him about it but he said it was nothing serious yet, and he wasn't ready to talk
about it. | |eft it at that. He has ways talked to me when he needed to." She frowned. "Y ou're thinking
about suicide? | assure you, whatever the problem, it was nowhere near that serious.”

Jannawent over the situation with the office staff, but they seemed to fed the same way even Peddicord,
once he finaly admitted he had aso noticed Kdlener worrying. Whatever had been bothering Kellener
had been affecting him no more than problems with clients accounts usudly did.

When Jorge Hazlett arrived, nattily dressed in apioneer gingham jumpsuit, she felt like arecording loop
as she prepared to go over everything again. Hazlett was shocked by the news. He held out hisarmsto
Liann Seaton. "Liann, | can't believe. | talked to him just Saturday evening. I'm so sorry. Isthere anything
| can do?'

Shetook his hands and squeezed them. "Y ou're adear, Jorge. I'll let you know. Thank you for asking.”

Mamatook the offensive. "For openers, you can tell us about your phone call to Kellener and what went
onwhen you met him later."

Jannabit her lip. The query could have been made with more diplomacy.

Hazlett blinked. "We didn't meet later. Therewasjust the call. That didn't amount to much, either.” He
dropped Liann Seaton's hands. " There was a client's account | needed to go over with him. | asked him
to have the records printed out first thing this morning so we could review it when | camein.”

"Sergeant,” Liann Seaton turned to Janna, "there will be an inquest, of course. Do you know when?"

Janna shook her head. "As soon as the medica examiner can schedule it two or three days. You'll be
contacted.”

"I don't suppose | can have my husband's body until after that."
"The morgue will release it once the autopsy findings are complete. That could be as early astomorrow.”

Thewidow looked relieved. "Thank you. Isthere anything & se you need mefor?”’

"Youmay go."



"If anything does come up, I'll be a home."
Sheleft.
Mamalooked after her with admiration. "That is one novabibi. Past Pluto.”
Peddicord bristled. "That isa lady, sergeant.”
Mamaturned and looked down at Hazlett. ™Y ou say you went out for the evening. Where?!

Hazlett frowned at the blunt, accusing tone. " Shopping in Whitelakes Madll. | bought afew things, had
dinner at Peron'sthere, and caught a bus home.”

"Y ou ride the bus?' Mama sounded skeptical.

"When something iswrong with my car, yes. Saturday the fans sounded strange. | parked the car in alot
and rode the bus."

Jannaremembered the call from his service garage. Y our garage saysthey didn't find anything wrong.”
Hazlett looked pleased. "That'sgood. I'll drive it home tonight, then. | really prefer the VVulcan to abus.”
A Mercedes Vulcan? Jannawas impressed.

"What happened to your wrist?' Mamaasked. Hazlett's mouth thinned. "I sprained it pushing the car into
aparking dot. | don't think | like your tone, officer. Do you suspect me of something? Check my bank
recordsif you don't believe where | was."

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Wewill, jon."

Jannainterrupted. "Thank you for answering our questions, Mr. Hazlett." She edged toward the door.
"We may have more questions later. If not, well seeyou at theinquest.”

She sent Pfeiffer back to her beat and the watchcar leos on their way. Mama she backed into a corner of
thelobby. "Just what the hell are you trying to do, Maxwe | ?"

"Hekilled hispartner.”

"What?" Shedared at him. "Wherein the wild blue yonder did you find that idea? There's nothing yet
to suggest anyone killed Kellener at dl."

Mamashrugged. "Not yet, but therewill be. Bibi, I've never seen aman who was such walking lion mest.
Hazlett reeked of killing the moment he walked into the office."

"Smdled like akiller?' Jannasnorted.

"Yes. I've had twelve years on theforce. | get these fedlings about people. I'm not usualy wrong. You
know investigative work isan art, not ascience. Intuition isavaid and valuable tool.”

"Which hasto be backed up by scientific method to gather evidence." She spoke carefully, asif toa
retarded child. "Y ou have alaw degree. Y ou ought to know the rules of evidence. Right now anything we
take or hope to take to court has to be impeccable. Thisis an election year. John Diaswantsto be D.A.



for another term before he moves on to higher government office. Heisn't prosecuting any casesthese
daysthat don't guarantee him a conviction. If we could take him something like the San Francisco
Terrorist prosecutions that put Dannel Lippe on the road to the White House, held love us. Y ou take him
afeding, though, agut reaction, and your next transfer won't be to Cullen Village; it'll beto Silver Lake
or Pauline

"Y ou were recording the interviews, of course. At least we can check Hazlett's voice for stress and take
alook at hisbank recordsto seejust how good hisdibi is."

"Takealook at Chrigt." Jannagrimaced in disgust. "What do you intend to list as probable cause?
Forget it; the authorization request will never pass Lieutenant Vradd. Well check the stressindicatorsin
the voices, if you want, but first we're going to look for the security guards on duty in this building
Saturday and Sunday and find out what they know, if anything."

The light from the bright street outside was reflecting off hisscalp. A skinhead |eo. He was garting to
show his peculiarities of thinking already. With achill, she remembered Wim'swords. He can get you in
trouble. Worse, he can get you killed. Now she believed it. She suddenly felt asif she were Strapped to
atime bomb. She crossed her fingers, hoping she would be able to get |oose before it went off.

Chapter 6

Jorge Hazlett had no thoughts of time bombs. He was exuberant. It was a struggle to keep a solemn face.
Thanksto Andy's philanthropies, he and Andy were well known in the city. Within an hour after the
police left, newscanner station reporters were calling. They came by to see the death sceneand to
interview him. They taped him in Andy's office. Theincongruity of the winking Justice fascinated them.

"No, we don't know how it happened yet," hetold them. "It'sagreat shock. Andy and | have been like
brothers since law school. His death leaves aholein my life that won't soon befilled.”

"No, I'm not closing the office. We have people who are depending on us. Andy was vitaly concerned
about the hopes and aspirations of our clients. He considered colonid contracting amost aholy mission,
aserviceto people in whom the pioneer spirit ill burns. I think remaining open isamorefitting tribute
and memorid than closing in mourning.”

By afternoon, he had the pleasure of seeing himsdlf on the newscanner channds. He watched the
broadcasts with satisfaction. He had photographed well. The views shown were dl flattering. He thought
his words sounded el egant.

Marca Laclede felt satisfaction, too. She and Tarl met in the back of the store where he worked to divide
the jewelry Tarl collected from the doppelganger Sunday morning. She let herself be talked out of the
Lion's Den for the meeting. Even she had to concede that any lions hanging around the Den thistime of
day were likely to be curious about apile of jewelry.

Shetried on asapphire bracelet and held it up to thelight. "I must say the digh followed instructions well
enough. He bought what we ordered him to and wasn't distracted by the flash baubles. What did he buy
for himsdlf, do you know? Food and clothes, as usud?!

"He said he had dinner at Peron's and bought two novalon suits.”

Her brows went up. "He treated himsdf better than mog.”

"He bought some toysfor hiskid, too."



"Toys?' Shelaughed. "I wonder what Mr. Jorge Hazlett will think of finding purchase receiptsfor toys.
I'd like to hear his explanation for them.”

Tarl smiled dryly. "He's going with younger girls these days?'

Marcashrieked in ddlight. "Tarl, that's beautifully wicked. | wish you'd joke more often, the way you
used to when | wasin college.”

"Things have changed since college." His head bent over thejewdry.
She looked around at the filthy storeroom, thinking of the places he had worked then. "Not al that much.
Why do you till work thisway? With what we've made off the doppelgangers, you could afford not to

work for awhileat dl."

"Restaurants don't take barter, and even if they did, how would they make change?’
"What do you do with your share?"

He held up a pearl pendant. "I'm saving to buy acolonia share.”

She stared at him. "Share? Y ou can't redlly want to leave Earth. Theré's no way of knowing what's out
there”

"Freedom is out there." He dropped the pendant in his pocket.
"Freedom?" She sniffed.

He shrugged. "I don't expect you to understand. Just let me know when you need another
doppelganger.”

Owan wore one of his new suitsto work. Since he ran the dishcleaning machine for the Pioneer's
Pessure, hisfinery camein for some kidding. The other club employeesraised brows.

"Now we know; you arent adigh at dl. Y ou're arich eccentric. No digh can afford novaon."”

Owan answered the kidding with a smile. Some days the sarcasm of the | egitimate employees stung, but
today it was asif the blue of the suit were aforcefidd insulaing him from their dings and arrows.

"Wheredid you get it? Did you gtedl it?" The bartender was curious.

After the question had been asked severd times, in different ways, Owan sad, "I have afriend who gave
ittome"

With aglow of pleasure, he remembered the previous afternoon. Tesha had been ecstatic about the
computer and the doll, particularly the doll.

"It'sjust what I've wanted, Daddy!"
A faint line had appeared between Clio's brows.

"Where did you get those, Owan? No store owner ever gives avay merchandise like that."



Her suspicions had dmost spoiled the afternoon. He had been hoping she would not ask that question.
He had never lied to Clio. They were proud their relationship was an honest one. There were so few
people adigh could trust completely and be completely honest with. Hetried to find an answer that was
not alie.

"| did afavor for someone. Helet me put afew itemson hiscard in return.”

"A few items? Owan these things have to be worth several hundred bankcredits. What kind of favor was
it?"

Hebit hislipinanguish. "I cant tell you that."

Her eyeswidened in horror. "It wasillega, wasn't it? Oh, Owan . . . you earned toys for Tesha by doing
somethingillegd?"

"It wasn't very illegd. | wouldn't get involved in something redly serious.”

"If it isn't serious, why can't you tell me about it?' He sighed. "Because | promised | wouldn't say anything
to anyone. Clio, | won't get in trouble. Please let Tesha keep the toys.”

He had suffered agonies while she debated, but finally she gavein. After that, she had not pressed him
about how he had earned the toys, either. The rest of the afternoon had been adelight. He had not even
minded the heat. He had worn the yellow suit and felt asif it were made of gold. When they went out to
dinner, which Clio paid for, hefet dmost like the head of ared family with amarriage contract and
everything. He had sat with his head up. It was even better than dinner at Peron's had been, where the
waiters had bowed and sir'd him until hefelt likeared citizen. Theyellow novaon suit had impressed
them, too.

The bartender of the Pioneer's Pleasure interrupted Owan's daydreaming. He called into the kitchen,
"Hey, digh, you're on the newscanner.”

All pleasure disappeared. Owan's heart and stomach turned to ice. On the newscanner? How? His body
wanted to bolt out the door, but he fought to resist the urge. Pushing hisreluctant feet, he forced himself
to leave the kitchen and go watch the newscanner.

"Itisnt redly you," the bartender said when he appeared. "But it's some jon who looks enough like you
to beyour twin. Weird, isn't it? Just think, you could probably go change placeswith him, likein The
Prince and the Pauper. How would you like that?"

Owan'stongue was frozen solid in his mouth. The novalon suit felt asif it were condricting around him,
suffocating him. His hands sweated. "No, thank you." His voice was aragged squesk.

Helifted his eyesto the newscanner set above the bar. The man on the tape was Jorge Hazl ett. Owan
did not listen to the story at first. He was too busy wondering how many people would seeit and think
how much aike this man and a digh named Owan were. Would Clio seeit?

"... amorefitting tribute and memoria than closing in mourning,” Hazlett said.

Mourning? Owan Sarted listening.



The voice-over announcer continued. ""Postmortem examination is expected to be performed this
afternoon but until it isfinished, officidsin the medica examiner's office refuse to speculate on the cause
of death.”

"Whose death?' Owan asked.

"A jon named Andrew Kéllener. He and that fellow who looks like you were partners colonia
contractors. | met that dead one once. He contracted for the ship my sister emigrated in.”

Owan reached up and tapped the replay button. The story started again. He watched it through, ice
creeping out from his heart to his hands and feet. He had trouble bresthing. He used acitizen's card and
that same night the citizen's partner died mysterioudy. Maybe it was just a coincidence, but Owan
swallowed what if it were not?

He crept back to the kitchen on legs that shook. His stomach churned. He wanted to throw up. Could he
have helped murder aman?

The autopsy on Andrew Kellener was over by three o'clock. Sid called up to the squadroom to tell
Janna

"Thanks, Sid. Well beright down."

She tapped Mama on the shoulder. He was watching Jorge Hazl ett on the newscanner.
" Sanctimonious bastard. Look at him, bibi. Grief-stricken, indeed.”

"Comeon." Shetugged a him.

He came, gill grumbling. "Hekills his partner and now he's parading adl over the newscanner channels
shedding crocodile tears. Makesme sick."”

Jannatried to ignore him. "Did you read the report on the andysis of the contents of that cup found on
Kelener'sdesk?'

That digtracted him momentarily. "No. What did it say?"

They passed the medica examiner himsdlf, Dr. Sandor Kolb, who was shuffling dong the hall muttering
to himsdlf. As he had every time Janna had ever seen him, he wore an aged gray jumpsuit that draped
around himin great wrinkles,

"Does heredly spend hisnights here, like they say, deeping in the cooler drawers?' Mamawhispered.
"I dways heard it was the autopsy tables." He certainly looked asif hedid.

"I don't understand how he keegps hisjob. He looks senile.”

"Not aways," Jannasaid.

They found Sid fiddling with gas chromatographs and electron microscopesin the laboratory. He peered
over thetops of hisglasses at them. "It wastrick, dl right. Massive overdose. Ingested, probably.”

"Put in hisfood?' Mama asked.



Sid shook his head. "He'd eaten about an hour before he died but he couldn't have gotten the trick that
way. The stuff is absorbed too fast. At most he would have had to have taken it within five or ten minutes
of thetime hedied. A dosethat big would have hit him hard and fast. The convulsons were so severe
they broke hisbones."

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Oh! Like the cow. Shewas hit by lightning and the muscle
contractions broke her legs.”

Sid arched hisbrows. "Right. Very good." He stacked up several graphs. "Other findings are whét |
expected. There were hemorrhages in the mucous membrane of the trachea and on the pericardium. It
confirmsthat what actualy killed him was anoxia, likeal trick OD's. Now al you haveto find out ishow
he got the trick.”

"Easy," Jannasaid. "Forens cs says there were traces of trick in the cup we found on the desk."

Sid considered that. " So the next question answering a question just changes the question, doesn't it is
who put it in the caff?"

"Hazlett did,” Mamasaid.
Sid peered over hisglasses at Mama. He looked at Janna, lifting abrow.
She shook her head. "The reasoning process by which he arrived at that conclusion is called fantasizing.”

"I'm not fantasizing." Mamas voi ce climbed toward fasetto. " The man reeks of murder. If we check his
bank records, I'm betting well find they don't support hisdibi.”

Jannarolled her eyes. Chrigt. He certainly was persstent.

"Wel..."

Thelong syllable was Sid's. Jannalooked sharply a him.

Sid smiled acringing dog smile. "Why would aman take that much by himself?1f hewanted to trip, he
would have to be stupid to use adose that Sze. Even if he weretrying to kill himsdf, he wouldn't have
had to take anywhere near that amount, not if he understood the drug. Becoming a pretzel isapainful
waly to go, and most suicides don't like pain. He was probably dosed by someone dse.”

"Thanks, Judas.”

Sidwinced at the acid in her voice. "But maybe he took it by accident,” he added. Mama sniffed. " Of
course. Therewasabig jar of it in the cabinet with the caff supplies and he thought it was brown sugar.”

Jannamade atry at introducing scientific method into the conversation. "None of the security guards saw
Hazlett in the building Saturday.”

"Wheat does that prove? None of them saw Kellener either. We need to look at Hazlett's bank records, |
tdl you."

Janna gritted her teeth. "Maxwell, what we need to do is clear Six assaullts. Let's not [ook for more work.



Thanks, Sid. I'll seeyou thisevening ... if | get caught up here.”

It was too late to visit the complainantsin person, so she called each by phone. That cleared acouplein
ahurry. One of the smple assaults decided he did not want to press charges. One of the batteries
punched off in fury when Janna explained that rgpe was no longer acrimina charge. Sexud assaultswere
all prosecuted as batteries.

Shetried to talk the ADW out of prosecuting. The case was very poor.
The complainant ingsted. "He had aknife. | want that son of abitch put awvay."

"Yes, maam." Janna punched off with asigh. "Well follow it up, collect our pointsfor the squad, then
Diasor one of hisassstantswill refuse to takeit to court.”

She could not reach the other smple assault. She did reach the other batteries, however, and both men
wanted to prosecute.

Punching off after thelast cdll, Jannatotaed it up. "Two cleared. That leaves us one smple, the ADW,
and two batteries to work on tomorrow, plus your obsession with Hazlett, and whatever new complaints
Mordllo gives us. After that, dl we haveishdf akilo of paperwork my very favorite part of police work.
Did you ever stop to think how many billions of words police departments turn out each year?'

Mama shuddered.

Janna started on the day's paperwork. She would go visit Wim, she decided, and cry on his shoulder a
bit. Did colonigts have miserable days or did they find endless satisfaction in digging their toes and fingers
in the soil and making things grow?

She did asde glance at MamaMaxwell. He was fussing with the pens and pencils again, and shaking
papersinto perfect stacks. Sherolled her eyes. Maybe she should ask for a special appointment with the
tick tech. Shedid not know if her sanity would last the two weeks until her regular visit.

Owan tried to rationalize away the fear the news story started. As he washed glasses, he used every
argument he could think of. The death of the man's partner was a coincidence- no concern of his. No
one knew who hewas, except Tarl. Not even Tarl knew where to find him. If anything should come of it,
he was safe. No matter how nearly he convinced himself of his own safety, however, he could not avoid
the thought that he might have helped kill aman. If nothing else mattered, that fact would continue to
gnaw at him. Along with afear of identation, his parents had indtilled in him afervent belief in the
sacredness of life.

He was not sure quite when hefirst considered asking Jorge Hazlett about it. He did not like theidea
memory of the citizen's cold eyestied his ssomach in knots but he needed reassurance that the death had
no connection to hisusing Hazlett's card. All el se was secondary. Hazlett was the best person, the only
person, to give him that reassurance.

Owan asked the bartender for avending token.
"Y ou have to cal someone now?' The bartender waved at the customers starting to come into the club

for after work drinks and early dinner. "We need you running the washer." He gave Owan the token.
"Makeit quick."



Owan looked up Hazlett's business number. On the newscanner Hazl et had said something about
keeping the office open the usud hours because his partner would have wanted it that way. Heimplied
that meant working much later than most people.

It suddenly occurred to Owan that it might be bad if anyone €lse saw how much he looked like Hazlett.
He put his hand over the screen just as awillowy, dark-haired woman answered the phone. "Jorge
Hazlett, please.”

"Who may | say iscaling?'

What could he say? Hazlett did not know his name. Owan could not very well announce himsdlf asa
doppelganger. "I met Mr. Hazlett Saturday night. Hell remember me.”

Jorge was clearing up hisdesk in preparation for closing the office when Nina Abram announced the call.
"A very mysterious man,” she said. "He says you met him Saturday night. He wantsto talk to you."

A surge of fury rose up through Jorge. There was only one person it could be. So the digh would be no
trouble? Hereit was only two days and the digh was aready after him. Hewould tell the Laclede woman
to take care of him and take care of him fast. Thiswas not supposed to happen. The Pawn was not
supposed to move like this. He might aswell see what the creature wanted, though.

He stabbed on the phone. It wasthe digh dl right, looking overdressed in anovaon suit. "How dareyou
cdl me"

The digh quaked visibly on the screen. "I'm sorry.” Hisvoice wasllittle more than awhisper. "I don't want
to causetrouble, but ™

Hereit came. "But " Jorge prompted.

The digh took a breath. "1 saw the news story about your partner. That didn't have anything to do with
with you know, did it? I've been worrying about that. | don't want to beaparty toto ™

Wl thank god he was not blurting out everything over the phone. "No, of courseit didn't have anything
to do with Andy. That wasjust coincidence.”

The digh chewed hislip. "Youre sure.”
What amiserable piece of humanity the creature was. "Of course I'm surel™
Thedighflinched again. "Yes, of course”

Belatedly, Jorge started thinking. The rabbit was frightened. He wanted to be comforted. Without that
comfort, there was no guessing what erratic behavior might result. The man was therefore dangerousto
him. Another threatened check. Again, there were three waysto ded with it.

Jorge swallowed his anger and made himsdlf amile. "1 can seeyou're upset. Naturdly. I'm upset mysaif.
That'swhy I'm snapping at you. | tell you what I'll do. Just for your peace of mind, I'll meet you again,
same place, ten o'clock. I'll show you what | was doing that evening. Will that help?”

Thedigh grinned inrdief. "It certainly would." Hisforehead creased in concern again. "It won't
inconvenience you or ruin something for you to show me, will it?'



What aquestion. Jorge lied. "Quite the contrary. Now you just relax and I'll seeyou later.”

He stabbed the phone off with a violence that scooted it hafway across the desk. He wanted to dam his
fist through the desk top. That unmitigated fool! Jorge was going to tell Laclede just what he thought of
her blithe promises about troubleless dighs. Before he touched the phone, however, he caught himself.
No, he had better not tell her. All the rabbit wanted was a clean conscience. The woman would be the
oneto seethe possibilitiesin blackmail. Jorge would ded with the digh by himsaif.

He consdered what method to use. There was no doppelganger for an dibi thistime, so he would have
to make himsdf asinvisible as possible. Transportation could be by his car. VVulcan sportsters were not
common, though; he would have to disguise the car somehow.

Changing the color wasimpractica. So wastrying to hidethe fact it wasaVulcan. If only he could think
of away to change the license number.

He studied the plates on vehiclesin the building garage as he walked through to his Vulcan. Some
numberswere smilar to others. Eights and threes had the same basic shape. He squinted a hisown
license. Perhaps the numbers could be atered.

On the way home he stopped and bought aroll of plastic tape the same color as the plate background.

At home he went through his closet. He found the oldest, most nondescript clothes he had and put them
on. He hunted up a pocket flask and hdlf filled it with his best whiskey. Then hewent to hiswall safe
again. Haf the remaining trick went into the flask. He capped the flask and shook it.

While Janna Brill sat in ahospital room across the city listening to Wim Kiest extol the virtues of aplanet
named Champaign and Owan Desfosses ran tableware through the sonics of the dishcleaner and Marca
L aclede hummed a jivagueme tune while she painted |ace on her arms and legs, preparing to go dancing,
Jorge Hazlett paced his house, waiting for ninethirty. Thewait seemed eternd. The seconds flicked with
the crawl of hours. He dmost cheered when the chrono finally read half past the hour.

Hetook the steps to the garage two at atime and vaulted over the door into the cockpit of the Vulcan,
just missing the center bar of the safety frame. He backed the car out acrossthe lawn to the street. The
fans purred like some grest cat.

Jorge forced himsdf to drive dowly, obeying al traffic regulations. The car felt impatient under his hands.
He was impatient, too. He wanted to wrap up the fans and sail, to meet the digh and dedl with him, to get
it over with. Ingtead, he restrained himself. Tonight was no time to be cited for traffic violaions. He
passed severa police cars on theway. The reflective stripes on their sidesflared brilliantly red as his
fights caught them. He smiled and waved at theleosin them.

He swung into the Sunco lot afull ten minutes before the digh was supposed to meet him. So far, dl was
well. He climbed out of the car and, picking up ahand light, squatted down on his hegls behind the
Vulcan. Hetore pieces of tape from theroll, which he carefully pressed over part of the numbers on his
license plate. A four became aone, and an eight, athree. He worked quickly, with an ear dert for any
approaching footsteps. It would not do to be seen doing this.

No one came. He sat back to admire his handiwork. License SHH 41348 had become SHH 11313.
The dteration would not fool anyone on close inspection. The tape was not even a perfect color match.
He hoped it would pass casua observation, though.



He had just time enough to put tape and hand light back in the car when he saw someone stop at the
entry gate and lift abicycle over the barrier. The newcomer did around the end of the barrier and picked
up hisbike.

"Mr. Hazlett?' 1t was the voice of thedigh. "Yes." Jorge made hisvoice hearty.
"Welcome." The digh chained the bicycleto arack. "I'm redly grateful to you for doing this."

"Think nothing of it. | might need to use your servicesagain, 0 | want usto befriends. Get inthe car. I'll
show you where | spent my recesstime.”

Owan climbed over theairfoil skirt into the cockpit. He sank into the deep seat with athrill of pleasure.
He had never even dreamed of riding in acar likethis. It looked designed for interstellar flight, not ground
travel. "Beautiful.”

"Itis" Jorge agreed. "The solar batteries give the car an dmost unlimited range. Instead of mirrors, it has
ascreen for ahundred and elghty view to the rear and sides, adjustable for normal or magnified viewing.
Vibrationisminimd."

Jorge switched on the fans. Owan felt the car tremble, then float upward, off its parking rollers. What a
world of difference there was between acar like thisand Clio's runaboui.

Jorge guided the Vulcan toward the street. "'l was as shocked as anyone to learn about my partner this
morning. | even found mysdf feding guilty about him. While | was out enjoying mysdf, Andy was dying.
It was aterrible thought.”

Owan ran his hand down the interior paneling of the door and over the dash. He caressed the seats. They
werered leather. "Do you know how your partner died?

"A drug overdose, they think." Jorge shook his head. "I never thought Andy was aulysses. | guess
people never know about their friends. They have secret inner lives we never touch.”

The night was close and hot, but the air rushing into the open cockpit of the sportster felt cool. Owan
revdedinit.

Jorge headed the car across 1-70 into east Topeka and down into the Oakland area. He pulled the flask
from his pocket. "Carefor adrink?"

Owan shook his head. "No, thank you."

Jorge would not let himself frown. "It'sfinewhiskey." He uncapped it with one hand and tilted it up,
pretending to drink. Not one drop passed the tight seal of his mouth. He lowered the flask and passed it
to Owan. "Try just asp.”

Owan took the flask. He looked at it. He never drank much; acohol and drugs were luxuriesfor dighs.
Here hewasin afine suit, though, riding in one of the best cars made, being offered adrink by arich
citizen. Why not enjoy the experience whileit lasted? " Thanks." Hetilted up the flask. The liquor was
good. He hardly tasted it until it was hafway down histhroat, then alow heat spread up and down his
throat and out of his stomach through hisbody. He took afew more swallows and passed the flask back
to bisnew good friend and twin Jorge Hazlet.



Jorge pretended to drink and passed the flask back. Owan had another drink.

"What did you do down here?' Owan asked. "I'm hel ping some digh friends set up aschool.” Thelie
cameeasly. "l come down and teach law every few weeks. Lately, though, I've been afraid the lions
have heard about the school. | didn't want them tracking me, so | decided to seem to be somewhere
de"

Owan began experiencing some of the strangest sensations of hislife. The night wasfilled with ariot of
color, and hisnose drank in smells of indescribable deliciousness. Hetried to tell Jorge about them but
the words would not come out right. He giggled. So thiswaswhat it was like to be drunk. No wonder
citizensliked to drink.

Then without warning the night wasfilled with excruciating pain. His body wrenched.

As soon asthe digh started babbling nonsense, Jorge looked for a place to dump him. He turned the
Vulcan up Jacquot Strest.

What had possessed the city officiasto give the name of that most eegant of Presidentsto thisderdlict
street, Jorge could not begin to imagine. The ghost of the man must shudder to see hismemoria. Weeds
grew up through cracked and tilted paving, so high they scraped the bottom of the car. On either side,
twentieth-century wood frame houses moldered in tangle wood yards.

Jorge eyed the houses. An empty one would be a good dumping place. Most of them aong here looked
empty, but he had no way of telling in passing which were unoccupied and which merdly without lights.

Hebit hislip. The digh's convuls ons were becoming louder and more violent. He was starting to shout
nonsense. Jorge had to find an empty place soon.

Ahead, he saw a boarded-up store on a corner. Jorge stopped the car and was out of the cockpit even
beforeit finished settling to the ground in the trash-choked areathat had once been the stor€'s parking
area. He dragged the digh out and around the back of the building. He hoped there would be a back
door he could force open.

There was. Even better, the door was aready open. Jorge hauled the digh inside.

Theair assaulted him like akick in the ssomach. Jorge gagged. Neighborhood trippers and winos
evidently used the building for alatrine. In the stifling hot interior, the stench of drugs and acohol mixed
thickly with the reek of urine, excrement, and vomit. Jorge dropped his burden on the floor and bolted
back into the outside air.

He stood for severa minutes waiting for his ssomach to settle back in place before he made himsdlf edge
close enough to the door to pull it closed. He was careful to scrape his ankle boots thoroughly clean
before climbing back in the car.

Going home he used the same care he had driving down to the Sunco lot. He checked each Street to
make sure there were no police cars on it before driving that way. He drove through to Sardou and
headed west over the Kansas River into north Topeka. There he stopped at an all-night automeatic car
wash where he stripped off the tape over his license numbers and scrubbed the Oakland dust from the
Vulcan. From there he went to abar for adrink. It took three to clear the stench of the building from his
memory. When hefelt clean again, he drove home.



Theflask was rinsed out and put away. His clothes went into the [aundry. Only then did he let himsdlf
relax. With relaxation came exultation. The check had been successfully countered. A dangerous Pawn
was captured. Now there was only the inquest and the government inquiry into the Laheli Company to
face.

Chapter 7
Lieutenant VVradd leaned out of hisoffice and pointed at Janna. He crooked hisfinger. "Brill, in here”

Janna picked up the complaint sheets and wound her way between the tables toward his door. Mama
was late. He had not been at rollcal. Maybe she had gotten lucky. Maybe he had resigned during the
night.

She closed Vradd's door behind her. "Yes, sr?

Vradel held up asheet of paper. Aboveit, hiseyes had the glitter of winter sun onice. "What'sthis?'
Sheleaned forward and peered at it. Oh, god. It was arequest to examine Jorge Hazlett's bank records.
Mamamust have submitted it after sheleft yesterday. She looked to see what he had given as"'probable

cause”

"Subject is under suspicion for murder. It is necessary to verify hiswheresbouts during the time period
involving the commission of thecrime.”

She winced.
"Do you know what thisis about?"

Janna grimaced. "Unfortunately, yes." Shetold him about MamaMaxwell's conviction Hazlett was a
murderer.

Vradd listened in sllence. He chewed on his mustache and doodled on his memo pad.

"Lieutenant, I'm sorry about that request. | didn't know he was going to submit it. It lookslike | can't
control him. Maybe you'd better team me with someone else.”

Vrade raised abrow. "l know he must be frustrating after Kiest."

That was an understatement.

"But al new partnerships need time to shake down. One day ishardly afair trid of ateam. Maxwell has
turned in some brilliant police work during hisyo-yo career. That's why he hasn't been fired. The brass
want us to encourage street officersto be innovetive and imaginative.”

"Maxwel isimaginative, al right."

Vraddl's mustache twitched. " A bit more so than Paget ever intended, probably, but some of his best
work has come out of intuitive leaps. What he needsto do islearn to follow up hisinspirations with solid

evidence. Now you turn in careful investigative work that follows procedure, spirit and letter. I'm hoping
the two of you will meshwdl."



Her somach felt somewherein the vicinity of her knees. "So I'm stuck with him?*
"For awhile
Even five minuteswould be an eternity. She pointed at the request. "What about that?"

Vradd wrote acrossit. "Denied. Make him produce a good reason, a documentabl e reason, for
suspecting Hazlett, then I'll okay abank check. All right; that'sdl."

She went back into the squadroom fedling ill. So the lieutenant wanted to make a permanent team of
them.

The newscanner was running a press conference held by President Lippe the day before. Smiling, he was
fending off questions about his plansfor deding with Isragli aggresson in the Middle East.

MamaMaxwed| was gill nowherein Sght.

"Have you seen that black rack who was with me yesterday?* Janna asked Maro Desch.

Desch'sreply was awordless snarl.

Janna backed off. "Sorry. | didn't know Maxwell had made such fierce enemies already.”

"Itisn't your partner,” Desch said. "It'satropine. | have asuspect in there.” He pointed at theinterview
room. "He knows his pupil response to questions about a certain armed robbery is going to convict him
s0 hetook atropine before coming down. His pupilslook like this" He made a circle with histhumb and
forefinger. "But I'll fix him." He chuckled. "The deek can just Sit in there until the atropine wears off. Then
I'll ask my questions.”

MamaMaxwell banged through the squadroom door. Jannawinced. His suit this morning was orange
and green paidey. A gtrip of graph tape hung from his hand.

"Stress, bibi," he said triumphantly. He came between the tables like abroken-field runner to thrust the
tape a her. "That'sa stress recording of Hazlett's voice. This section is hisanswer about the phone call
Saturday night. It'sfull of sress. Hewaslying through his teeth.”

Janna glanced at the tape, then looked at abulge in the breast pocket of hisjumpsuit. "Did you have
Forensics run the other voices, too?!

Mamafrowned. "Yes, but ™
She held out her hand. "Give them to me."
His frown deepened, but he opened the pocket and handed over three cylinders of rolled paper.

Janna unrolled the one marked " Seaton." Shelooked at it. " Stress, Mama. Did Liann Seaton aso murder
her husband?'

Mamashrugged. "Wdll, shesgrief stricken.”

"But you know for an absolute fact that the stressin Hazlett's voice isfrom lying. Crap. The stressaone



proves nothing.”
"l was watching his pupil regponse while you weretaking to himand ™

"You know aswell as| do that what you saw is only helpful to you." She tossed the tapes on their table.
"Pupil responses count only when we have Hazl ett videotaped so the experts can read him.”

"Then let's bring him down for an interview."

"Forget it!"

Every eyein the squadroom turned on her.

"Need areferee?’ Desch asked.

"No, thanks." She lowered her voiceto ahiss. "We have six assaults to work on today. Let'sgo.”
"Just aminute. | have to see the lieutenant about ™

"He saw me," sheinterrupted. "Y our request isdenied. Denied!" It gave her pleasureto say it. She
pointed to the door. "Sail."

Two hourslater she wished they had stayed at the office and interviewed Jorge Hazlett. Two hours later
she was crouching behind awatchcar in the furnace sun with swest soaking her jJumpsuit. Bullets kicked
up dust beyond her. It was her fault, too. She should have known better than to let Mama drive the car.
She should have anticipated that something like the "man with afirearm™ report on the radio would prove
too much for himto ress.

As he had revved the fans and dewed Indian Thirty around in the middie of the Street, she protested.
"We're not awatchcar or jane unit. It isn't our job to answer calls. Do you know how much more
paperwork thiswill makefor us?'

He had not been listening. The car shot ahead and she could only hold on, swearing. Shewas no Bible
cultist, but she prayed alittle, too. Mamawas not so much driving as piloting the Monitor.

"Sow down, damnit,” sheydled a him. "We don't have to go thisfast. Areyou so afraid of missing the
exctement? Maxwell." He had to be desf.

They plowed through traffic with runabouts and bicycles fleeing before their siren. One runabout cut aside
too sharply. The blast of itsfans caught abicycle. The bike wavered and tipped, throwing the rider into
the Monitor's path. There was no time to stop or swerve around him. Janna prayed he had the senseto
day flat.

The Monitor skimmed over him. When Jannalooked back, he was scrambling for his bike. Janna sarted
breething again.

The car rocketed on.
The man with the firearm was in one of the new gpartment complexesin the lower end of the Highland

Park divison. Three black-and-whites and two jane units had reached the scene ahead of them, pulled
up in front of one building. Janna saw aflash in athird-floor window. Mama parked the Monitor out of



range around the corner of the next building and they climbed out to join ajane team and uniformed team
gtanding with two frightened-looking women.

One of the women was the apartment manager. The other was the cohab of the man with the shooter.
"Heisntacrimind; he'sjust tripping,” she said. She was obvioudy afraid for him. "He was having agood
flight and al of asudden it went bad. He started yelling that someone was after him. He grabbed arifle
and started shooting out the window, saying he'd never let himsdf be taken. | dipped out the door and
cdled adoctor. Why did you come instead?”'

"Tripping on what?' one of the uniformed leos asked.

Thegirl bit her lip. "Dug.”

A jane d9ghed. "With everything that'slegdl, why do people still use the forbidden junk?”

"Where did he get the shooter?' Janna asked.

"Roy collectsguns. He has dl kinds of antiques clear from World War 1."

"I suppose he keegps them al in working condition and has ammunition for them.”

The girl nodded. She chewed her lower lip.

The leoslooked at each other. " So much for sitting under cover until he runs out of bullets.”

"Has anyonetried taking him down?' Mama asked. "Dusters are suggestible.”

"Wetried. Wetried using his cohab here, and none "

The uniformed officer was interrupted by a shot and ayell of pain. Asone, the leos spun toward the
sound. A uniformed leo collgpsed behind one of the watchcars and huddled groaning, holding his
shoulder. Benesth hisfingers, theiron gray of hisuniform turned rusty red.

His partner hit her ear button, yelling for an ambulance. Kegping down, she reached into their car for the
shotgun racked there. In another minute everyone was bringing out shotguns and moving up behind the
cover cars.

Thegirl screamed. "Dont kill him! He doesn't mean to hurt anyone!”

"Don't damage the building," the manager caled..

"Shit," the partner of the wounded leo spat in disgust.

"lan't it wonderful ?*' someone muttered. " The public demands aggressive law enforcement and then
expects usto ask for anationa referendum before we can shoot back at some deek who's trying his best
tokill us"

A bullet whined off the street behind them.

"How about gas?'



No one had any pellets, only some canisters of K-12. They peered up at the window. It was one of the
new building desgns. Instead of one single expanse of glass, the windows consisted of four vertica strips
separated by sections of stone, perfect for firing out through, terrible for hitting from the outside.

"How about going in the back and kicking in hisdoor?" Janna asked.
"No back door," camethe answer. And none of them was going to dide through those window dlits.

"There's some cover under the balconies,” Mamasaid. "I could get up on that first balcony and goin
through the ba cony door, then on up the gairs.”

"Alone?'

"Oneleoisasmaller target than two. Give me one of the K-12 canistersand I'll take it with me.” Janna
snapped, "Y oulll get yoursdlf killed." Heignored her. He settled his glasses, took a can of gas, and was
off running toward the building on an erratic course. A bullet kicked up dust near hisfeet. Janna pumped
ashdll into the breech of her shotgun and fired at the window.

Masonry chipsflew. Somewhere off to the Sde of them the manager called angrily and the girlfriend
screamed, "Roy!"

"Isyour partner arock jock or trying to be ahero?' "He's brainbent.” She pumped in another shell and
kept her sights on the window. "The old Wyatt Earp syndrome.”

Mamaflattened againgt the building. The bal cony was between him and the tripper. He legped for the
railling. Hisfingerslocked around the uprights. Grunting, he pulled himself up and over the edge.

The balcony door was locked. Jannasaw him trying it without success. A bullet struck the metd railing
near him. The shot was answered by four shotgun blasts and screams from the manager and girlfriend.
Mama put a booted foot through the glass. In another minute he had the door open and wasinside. The
leos crouched behind the watchcars, waiting. More units were arriving. It was beginning to look like
rollcal at the gation. One of the arrivals was the beta squad sergeant. The uniformed leosin her squad
filled her in on what was happening. The ambulance sailed in. With the rest of them covering him, the
wounded officer was helped over toit.

Janna frowned at the building. What was Mamadoing that took so long?

A shooter went off threetimesin rapid succession. Janna stiffened. No bullets were coming their way.
They mugt dl have been fired insde.

The sergeant dapped four leos on the shoulder. "Go."

They dl raced for the door, shotgunsin hand. Janna pounded right behind them. She could hear the
girlfriend il pleading with them not to shoot her cohab and the manager shrilly forbidding them to cause
any more damage. They scrambled up the sairs.

On thethird floor the gpartment door was open, itslock smashed. Mama Maxwell was on his hands and
kneesin the opening, gasping hoarsaly. His glasses|ay lenses down on the floor beside him. The sergeant
hauled him backward by the seat of hisjumpsuit. He landed rolling and stopped against the wall,
clutching at histhroat. She stepped over him into the gpartment.



"Mama" Jannawas beside him. Was he hit? She saw no blood. What was wrong with him?"Are you
hurt?'

Hejust lay with his eyes squeezed shut, gasping as though he was strangling. Jannatore at the collar of
hissuit. Had hislarynx been crushed?

"Mama, what happened?”
The sergeant came back out of the gpartment. "The gas got him. Bring him out.”

Two leosmoved in. They regppeared with atightly curled, whimpering knot of humanity who wastrying
to pull away from their grip and crawl into himsalf. They carried him down the sairs.

"Good old K-12," the sergeant said. "Replaces fight with fright." She knelt beside Janna. "Here. I'll help
youwith him."

Janna picked up Mamal's glasses. They pulled his arms around their necks and, between them, carried
him down the stairs to the ambulance. The medic took one look and dapped the oxygen mask over
Mamasface.

The gpartment manager rapped on the door of the ambulance. "1 want to talk to someone in authority.”

The sergeant swore under her breath, but she put on asmile and climbed down out of the ambulance.
"Y es, maam. What can | do for you?'

Mamawhispered something. Janna could not hear what it was, but the medic nodded and reached into a
drawer for ahypo.

"L ook at that building. The stonework around the window isruined. | don't know how something like
that can be repaired,” the manager said. "The bal cony door and the one up in the hal will be expensive to
replace. | want to know who's going to pay for this damage. | have to answer to the owners of the
complex, you know."

The hypo hissed against the skin of Mamas arm. "What's that?' Janna asked.
"Antihigamine. Y our partner will be fine now."

That was hard to believe. Mama was dying one minute and would be fine the next? Before long she saw
the medic was right, though. Mama began breathing easier. In afew more minutes he took off the oxygen
mask and grinned at her. His eyeswere red and puffy but otherwise he seemed dmost normd. "May |
have my glasses?'

She handed them to him. "What was wrong with you?'

He held out hisright arm. Two long red lines crossed the wrist. "There were catsin the downgtairs
gpartment. One of them scratched me when | was trying to put them in a bedroom so they wouldn't get
out through the broken door to the balcony. I'm dlergic to cats." She did not know whether to laugh or
be exasperated at the idea of taking time from stopping a dangerous tripper with a shooter to shoo cats
into a bedroom. It was several seconds before the last sentence registered. She blinked. "Allergic to
cats?'

Hisgrin wasrueful. "And milk and weeds and dust and half the rest of what makes up theworld. That's



why | don't wear contact lenses and can't take ahair transplant.”
"All that choking wasjust an dlergy?'

Suddenly shewas furious. She had worried about him. She had been afraid the tripper hurt him. What a
waste of time. It was only an alergic reaction.

Outside, the manager's voice was shrill. " Someone has to pay for the repairs. Y our trigger-happy
storm-troopersdidit al. | think the city ought to be responsible.”

Janna swung out of the ambulance and stalked to Indian Thirty. An allergy. She passed the sergeant,
listening to the manager with a polite smile, her knuckles white around the shotgun she il carried. Janna
did under thewhed of the Monitor. In afew minutes Mama climbed in the other Sde. They watched the
ambulance sail out with the wounded leo.

Jannalooked from the ambulance to the sergeant and complaining manager, then to Mama. "What a
bitch of aday."

It did not improve, ether.

Mamaregarded her with athoughtful expression. "Y oure very tense, bibi. Do you redize that? It comes
from trying so hard to stick to the book. Y ou should | et your imagination loose, work by gut fedl for a
while”

Shekept her eyes on the street ahead. "'I'll think about it." Would using the shotgun on him be excusable
homicide?

When they got back to the office, she was going to throw herself at the lieutenant's feet and plead with
him to take this albatross off her neck. She had a clean record. Was there something wrong in keeping it
that way? Why did Wim have to be blinded and leave her at fate's mercy?

Theradio murmured, "Indian Thirty, return to the Sation.”

Jannatapped the broadcast button on the car speaker. "Indian Thirty, roger.”

Pass-the-Word Morello greeted them as they came into the squadroom. He jerked athumb toward
Vradd's office. "The lieutenant wants to see you."

Vradd was not donein his office. With him was a paunchy man who blinked asif he were wearing
irritating contact lenses. "Brill, Maxwdll," Vradd said, "thisis Agent Milo Taous, Department of Jugtice.”

Department of Justice? Jannaand Mama glanced at each other with raised brows.

Agent Taous looked them over. He raised brows at Mama, then turned his attention to Janna. *'|
understand you're investigating the death of Mr. Andrew Kellener."

Jannanodded. "Why does that interest the Department of Justice?”
"Kédlener'sfirm handled the colonia contracting for the Laheli Company.”

Jannastared a him. "The one on the I nvictus?"



"Exactly." The government agent looked like a bookkeeper but he sounded authoritative. "It'smy job to
find out why the Invictus broke down. | thought you might like to be dong when | interview the surviving

partner.”

"l surewould," Janna said. Kellener had been upset since Wednesday, the day the news of the Invictus
was broadcast. That shed alot of brand new light on Kellener's degth.

She made herself the last out the door. Before she left, she caught Vradd's deeve. "When we come
back, | haveto talk to you. The partnership isn't shaking down; I'm being shaken up.”

Morello came up behind her. "There's been awoman calling for you. A Grania Huston. She wantsyou to
cal her back. She saysit'simportant.”

Jannabardly listened to him. Her eyeswere on Vradd. "I'll cal her, Mordlo. Lieutenant, give me some
time, please.”

Vradd patted her shoulder. It was no comfort at al to take with her to Hazlett's office.

Jorge examined Milo Taous identification and extended a cordid hand. "Welcometo our hotbox city,
Mr. Tdous™" His pulse hammered in histhroat. The opening moves were behind him. The middle game
had begun.

"Washington isworse, | assure you.” Talous|ooked past Jorge at the chessboard on the desk. "Yourea
player?”

"Addict, actudly. | wasjust playing the computer agame.” He cleared away the board. "I've been
expecting you, Mr. Talous"

"Then perhaps we can go straight to examining your records of the Laheli Company.”

Jorge rubbed his nose. "Unfortunately, it isn't that easy. The account was my partner'sand when | try to
retrieve the records, thisiswhet | find."

He punched arequest for the records into the keyboard beside his desk.

The screen printed: what's the password? " Andy and | were going to go over the records yesterday
morning, but. . ." He sighed.

Taousfrowned at the screen. "Did your partner always lock records in under acode?

"Never beforein my knowledge." The smoky-haired she-lion behind Talous said, "Is this the matter you
caled your partner about Saturday night?*

"Y$,"

The she-lion sucked her lower lip. "There's an override command on the door locks. Might there be one
on record retrieval ?'

Jorge frowned, pretending to think. "I don't know of one, but then, | never code in my records. Andy
may have set one up with our librarian." He touched the intercom button on the phone. "Lilla, we need
the records on the Laheli Company but Andy seemsto have coded retrieva of them. Do you have an
override command?'



The plump librarian shook her head. "' didn't know any of the records were coded in."

Jorge grimaced. "Maybe Andy |eft anote of the code in his desk somewhere. Thank you, Lilla"" Heled
theway to Andy's office. Mamamurmured in Jannas ear. "He's lying. He knows how to get the records.
Weatch his pupil response.”

Shewatched, but only so she would have evidence from her own observation to refute him. Watching
Hazlett was hard. She kept being distracted by motions of his hands and by the surroundings Tike the
Justice winking down at them from the wall. She could see why the experts wanted interviews taped, so
they could study them at leisure and without distractions.

"What kind of codes might your partner use?' Ta ous asked.
"I'venoidea." Hazlett's pupils dilated.
Jannalooked quickly at Mama. The black man smirked in satisfaction.

Hazlett bent over the desk and began searching through it. Talous and the leos helped, each taking a
drawer. They combed through, paper by paper. Every list was scrutinized, and promising onestried on
the computer. What appeared to be agrocery list proved to be just that. The computer did not respond
toitin any way. The maddening what's the password? remained on the screen.

Jannafound thelist. It wasin the top drawer, pushed clear to the back beneath atray of paper clipsand
rubber bands. The paper had two columns. One was names. Rondeau, Novaterra, Sans Souci, De
Novo, and, about midway down, Laheli. Down the other side of the paper were typed cryptic phrases.
Wiersmav. Long Beach, Barddll v. Pickwick, write me averbal contract, the laughing fox.

"Do these references have any specid meaning?' Taous asked.

Hazlett studied the ligt. "Some are obvioudy legd references, though they aren't cases I'm familiar with.
Wait aminute." Helooked up. "Laughing fox. That's the name Andy gave Pearson versus Post when we
sudied it in law schoal. It'salandmark case that always attracted Andy because of the comic aspects of
it. Now | can remember some of these other cases, too. Wiersmaversus Long Beach is a humorous case
involving the question of whether wrestlers are humans or dangerous animals. Every one of these
referencesisto legal humor of somekind.”

"Lega humor was Mr. Kellener's hobby, wasn't it?" Jannasaid. Shelooked up at the winking Justice.

Hazlett nodded. He looked down the list and hisfinger crossed the page from Laheli to "writemea
verba contract.” He turned to the computer and punched in the phrase, then: run . . . printout.

The computer hummed. It began feeding out facsmile pages.

Taous picked them up and read them as they dropped out. For along while hisface remained
expressonless, then he stiffened. His nodtrils flared. Jannawanted to snaich the sheets away from himto
see what they said.

"You say Mr. Kellener handled the account?' Talous said.

"That'sright."”



"Then why do al these papers have your Sgnature?

Janna watched Hazlett's pupils dilate, contract, dilate again. "My signature?’ He took the sheet Talous
offered him. He peered at it. "' don't understand. That's my name but | don't remember signing ™ He
looked up a Tdous. "That isn't my signature, there's a strong similarity, but see here." Hetook apen
from Kellener's desk and signed his name on amemo sheet. Hetook his card from his pocket and gave
them both to Talous.

Jannaand Mama edged over to where they too could see. The signature on the card and memo pad
matched amost exactly but on close examination the letter formations|ooked larger and more ornate than
those on the Lahdli records. The records showed signatures with tighter loops and squarer corners.

Tdous studied the three Sgnatures with pursed lips. "Do you have anything signed by your partner?’
Jorge punched on the computer's keyboard. In afew momentsit kicked out another facsmile sheet, this
one signed by Andrew Kdlener. The signature was different from the other three but even Jannacould
see that the loops were small and neat and the letters generaly angular.

"Would you like our handwriting people to go over those?" Janna asked.

"Thank you, yes." Taous handed her the sheets and the memo with Hazlett's sgnature. He returned the
card to Hazlett.

"l can'timagine why Andy should sgn my nameto the papers.”
"Can't you?' Mamamuttered so only Janna could hear.
"Read these | etters from Boeing." Talous handed them to Hazlett.

Hazlett read them over. "So? Colonists can be remarkably pig-headed and foolhardy. They canignore al
common sensein trying to save credit.”

"But the Laheli bank records show they paid not for amodified 800 but a Starmaster 1000." Hazlett's
jaw dropped. His pupils dilated.

"What do you think?* Mamawhispered.

"My god." Hazlett leaned on the desk. He seemed stunned. "My god. | can't believethis”

Taouss mouth wasasingle dash of lip. "I'd like to see the records on these other clients, too."

They were dl smilar. The groups had ordered Starmasters smaller than the size they needed and had the
ships modified to carry more. In each case Boeing had cautioned about the function of the life-support
systems and in each case been reassured that the customer was ordering exactly what it wanted.

"Thisisincredible," Hazlett kept saying. "'l can't believe Andy would do anything likethis."

Once Mama gtraightened up and opened his mouth, whereupon Janna kicked him in the ankle. "Don't
you dare," she muttered.

They called in Nels Peddicord. "Does Mr. Kdlener have anewscanner here a the office?’ Taous
asked.



The secretary looked wary. "Yes." Hedid open awall panel. A set lay behind it. "He dwayswatched
daily briefsfirg thing in the morning and when he had time throughout the day.”

"And he was depressed since Wednesday, according to the police reports.”
Peddicord stiffened. "Mr. Kellener was not depressed, only preoccupied and concerned about
something.”

Without knowing why, Jannalooked over to Jorge Hazlett, and suddenly she knew what Mama meant
by someone smdlling guilty. The eight years she had been on the force had taught her dl the body English
people used. She had learned to differentiate between the nervousness of guilt and that of merely having
to talk to apolice officer. She could tell when acasua saunter was too casua, when acitizen'stears
were faked. Hazlett showed none of the signs she knew and could identify. He was doing nothing except
watching Milo Taous with apparently genuine bewilderment and concern, yet Janna had the
overwhelming urge to wind him up in her wrap stra.

She shuddered. Oh, god; Mamawas infectious. She was catching hislunacy.

With Mamaand Ta ous, Janna headed for the office determined to corner Vradel, determined to plead
her case so convincingly he would free her from Mama. She turned the Monitor down the ramp to the
dation garage.

"Do you redly think Kelener killed himsdf when he redlized he could be charged under the Tescott
Act?' Mamaasked Milo Taous. "Why save the state the trouble of executing him?”

From the rear seat of the car, Talous said, " Perhaps he was thinking of the effect of the disgrace on his
family. Well see how the coroner'sjury feels about suicide at the inquest Friday.”

"Anocther thing why should hekill himsdlf when hewent to al thetrouble of Sgning Hazlett's nameto
everything so his partner would be blamed?!

Tdous had no immediate answer for that.
Janna parked the car. It settled to the concrete in a dying whine of fans. She pushed her door forward
and swung out over the airfoil skirt. Let Talous and Mamaargueif they wanted; she was going upgtairs.
She pushed into the squadroom, aiming for VVradel's door. Morello intercepted her. "Brill, that Huston
woman has caled three more times for you."
Jannatried to circle him. "Put the number on my table. I'll call her as soon asI've talked to the lieutenant.”
"Y ou might aswell cal her now. Thelieutenant'sbusy.”

Damn. Bloody damnit to hell. She scowled. "All right. I'll call the woman. What's her number?”

Mama came into the squadroom while she was punching the number into the phone. He sat down on the
edge of thetable. "That Taousisamule. HE's convinced Kelener committed suicide because of the
Invictus."

Jannadid not ook up. " Strange how some people fix on anideaand can't see anything ese, isn't it?’

A man appeared on the screen. "Hough's Department Store, Publicity Department.”



"Ms. GraniaHuston, please.”

The screen flickered. A square-faced woman came on. Her expression became grave at Janna's
introduction. "Thank you for caling. The newscanner said you were the officer in charge of investigating
the death of that man in the Sunflower Federal Bank Building."

"Yes, maam."

"Do you know yet how he died?’

"Why do you ask, maam?"'

Ms. Huston chewed her lip. "Well, | saw something Saturday night. | don't know whether it had anything
to do with that or not, but at the risk of seeming likeafoal, | thought | ought to tell you about it."

Janna could feedd Mama breathing down her neck. She elbowed him back. "Please do tell me.”

"l saw aman leaving that building inwhat | can only describe as avery furtive manner. He kept looking
around, asif he were afraid someone was going to see him, and he walked very fagt."

Over Janna's shoulder, Mama asked, "What time wasthis?'
"A quarter past eight. | made apoint of looking & thetime.”

Mamas breath felt hot on Jannas neck. "Praise M ouths from whom great blessingsflow," he murmured
in her ear.

Janna pursed her lips. "How did you happen to see him?"

"I'm awindow designer for Hough's. | was working late Saturday getting awindow ready for Monday
morning. | looked out every so often, just to see what might be going on, and on onelook out, | saw the
man leaving the bank building."

"Can you describe him?"

Ms. Huston frowned in thought. "I couldn't see him redlly well. Thetreesin the Ssdewalk planterswere a
littlein theway, and it was night. | think he was about medium height, and weight. | don't remember
anything specia about hishair. | do remember the clothes he was wearing, though.”

"Describe them, please.”

"He had on tank pantswith flared trouser legs and alow cut to the top so that alot of his chest was
exposed. He wasn't wearing a shirt under it. The color was dark, blue or green, | think, and it had a
lighter stripe crossing the trouser legs diagonaly from the hip to the inseam at the cuff."

"Sounds like the kind of thing Hazlett would wear,” Mama murmured.

Jannasaid, "Ms. Huston, do you think you could identify himif you saw him again?"

"l don't know. I'd bewilling to try."



"Thank you. If you'll arrange to be free about ten tomorrow morning, well bring you down and let you
look at some people.”

"I'll be ready. Good-bye, sergeant.”

Janna punched off.

An incandescent grin split the darkness of Mamas face. " Jackpot. The description fits old Jorge.”
Jannafrowned. "And haf the male population of Topeka. Don't count your | Ds before they're made.”

"You'rejust annoyed because it might very well be Hazlett, and if we place him in that building, it might
mean hesguilty and I'mright.”

Shelooked at him coldly. "I'm not looking forward to having to admit that you're right, but that won't
stop me from following up the lead.” She stood. "Excuse me. | haveto see the lieutenant.”

Vrade stepped out of his office and headed for the door.
"Lieutenant...”

"Sorry, Brill." He kept moving. "'l have an gppointment with the deputy director and then | haveto leave
right away. Theres a Commander's Exchange thisevening.”

The door dammed behind him, leaving Janna staring impotently. Commander's Exchange? If he had
stayed to listen afew minutes she could have given him a beautiful problem to take and share with his
fellow commanders. He could have shared the further escapades of Mahlon Maxwell.

She dropped back into her chair, swearing astring of profanities that raised the brows of her colleagues
and reddened the face of the one civilian woman in the room. When she saw everyone staring, Janna
broke off, muttering an apology. She reached for the report forms and went over to feed them into the

dictyper.

Chapter 8

Liann Seaton descended on the Crimes Against Persons squadroom like atornado. Shewasa
controlled, elegant tornado, but a devastating storm al the same. "'I'm sorry,” shetold Lieutenant Vrade,
"but thisisimpossible. It'sridiculous. My husband could not possibly have had anything to do with the
deaths of those people on the Invictus." Her voice was quiet, but very firm.

She sat across his desk from him, in his office's most comfortable chair, looking polished and
sophisticated even in her gingham pioneer dress. Sheregarded Vradd with unwavering eyes.
Occasionally shelifted her head to look at Janna Brill and MamaMaxwell standing behind Vradd, but
her gaze dways came back down to the lieutenant.

That she had shaken him was evident. He toyed with apencil but had not made asingle mark on his
memo pad with it. He was not even chewing on hismustache.

"Médam, were not accusing Andrew Kellener of any such thing.”

"Mr. Peddicord made it quite clear when he called me yesterday afternoon. Y ou believe the records
prove my husband perpetrated a fraud on those poor colonists, that he deceived them into buying aship



that was inadequate, and that because he was about to be exposed, he killed himself. An Agent Milo
Taous of the Department of Justice visted me last night. He believes Andy made a practice of
underequipping colonists. He spoke of something called the Tescott Act which it appears he regrets not
being ableto invoke. Lieutenant, | totaly reject dl your claims and assumptions.”

Vradd ran hisfingers up and down his pencil. Janna could see the sketching itch tingling hisfingers, but
he could not look away from Liann Seaton long enough to draw. "Maam, we merdly gather evidence.
The cause of death will be determined by the coroner'sjury Friday and any guilt regarding the colonistsis
up to the Department of Jugtice.”

"But you and that Mr. Talous are gathering the evidence. If you're biased, the evidence could be, too."
"Ms. Seaton ™

"I want you to know something about my husband. | want to make it clear to you why he could not have
committed suicide and why he could not have been responsible for the harm done to those colonigts.”

Vradd ill did not chew his mustache, but he smoothed it with the fingers of hisleft hand. "Very well. Do
youmind if we record this?'

"To check my voicefor stress? No, certainly not." Vraddl took a microcorder out of a desk drawer and
et it on top. Hetapped it on.

"My husband," Liann Seaton said, "was a Libertarian. Y ou can check hisrecord. Hewas very activein
campaigning for Libertarian party candidatesin local and national eections. He believed thet every
person should bein control of hisown life and totaly responsible for it. He didn't approve of the
womb-to-tomb care our society gives people. He believed it robs people of individudism, of inititive,
and of pride. | suppose he might have become a digh except that since dighs don't vote, they can hardly
help shape or change society.

"What Andy did approve of, heartily, was colonization. Colonists, he would tell me, are people who take
responsgibility for themselves. They're going where thereis no oneto look after them but themsalves.”

It was almost an exact echo of Wim'swords, Janna thought.

"Andrew Kellener wanted to help send everyone possible to the stars. He worked dave hours and
inconvenienced himself in order to be availableto clients. He and Jorge Hazlett charged just Six percent
instead of the usua ten percent commission for their services, so colonists would have to spend lessto
leave. Lieutenant, he wanted every one of his clientsto arrive on his chosen world with the very best
possible chance of surviva. He would have done nothing™  she leaned forward and an €legant doubled
fist came down emphatically on the top of Vradd'sdesk "nothing to have jeopardized the lives of his
dientsin any way." Shetook abreath. "He spent his own credit to insure that the supplies and ship of
every client met better than minimum standards. | can show you records that proveit. Andy earned a
great dedl of credit asacolonid contractor, but he spent most of it on colonists and contributing toward
shares when deserving people could not quite buy them on their own. Welive in an apartment instead of
ahouse. Andy rode the bus to work. Our one runabout is an economy modd. If he cheated the colonists
asMr. Taous clams, he would have accumulated much more credit. Whereisit, lieutenant?”

If Liann Seston had been pleading a case in court, Jannawould have found for her client.
The woman stood up, extending her hand to VVradel. "I've taken enough of your time. Thank you for
hearing me out. If you'reinterested in Andy'sfunerd, it's at two o'clock this afternoon.”



Vradel shook her hand. She turned and Ieft, closing the door quietly behind her.
Vradd dumped back in hischair. "That iswhat in my youth would have been caled ahot apple.”

Janna and Mama came around to the front of the desk. Mama picked up a stack of papers on one
corner and Sarted tapping them into line. "Shel'safinefine bibi, and bright; but I'm surprised she missed
mentioning that Hazlett spreads alot of credit around. | checked on him. He has aluxury townhousein
addition to the VVulcan, and lots of very flash friends who take frequent weekend party tripsto distant
cties”

A winter glint cameinto Vradd's eyes. "And that makes him amurderer? The governor has anice house
and severd road cars. She dso travels on weekends and attends expensive parties. Available evidence
says Hazlett is a respectable member of the community. What do you have that refutes that?"

"How many murderers and thieves have you known who were respectable people?”

"Not one who didn't have evidence againgt him."

Janna silently cheered. Go, Hari.

Mamaturned the stack to shake it down the other way. "We have evidence against Hazl ett, skipper.
Likel told Agent Taous, why should Kelener kill himsdf if he planned to have his partner blamed for the
frauds? And how did he bring the trick to the office?"

Both Vradd and Janna blinked. Mama set the papers down and picked up another group. "We didn't
find any kind of container in his pocket or the trash, not a bottle or an envelope.”

Vrade frowned. "We could have been carel ess and not searched every wastebasket in the office.
Kellener may have disposed of a container out where he mixed up the caff.” Mama sniffed.

Jannasaid, "Hemay have brought it in agdatin capsule.”
Vradd nodded in satisfaction. "That'saditinct possibility.”

Mamaturned on Janna. "How about you, bibi?Y ou were watching Hazl ett when we went over there
with Talous. Y ou saw hisreactions." He tapped the papers on the desk top. ™Y ou saw how guilty he
wes."

"l saw hisreactions.” She remembered her irrationa urgeto strap Hazlett. It sent acold flush of guilt
through her. "l saw nothing to suggest he's guilty of anything.”

"Your pupilsaredilating. You'relying to me." Vradd suddenly stood and leaned across the desk to
snatch the papers away from Mama. "Will you stop that? When | need you to keep house for me, I'll see
that it's added to your job description. Now, | like to encourage intuitive thinking in my officers, but |
want more than that. Morello put a stack of complaint sheets on your table twenty minutes ago. Go take
care of them. Don't bother me about Jorge Hazlett again until you can bring me documented,
court-admissible evidence againg him."

"Sign the authorization to look at his bank records. I'll bring you documented proof.”

"Givemejust causefirst. Maxwell, if you loiter in here one more minute, you're going to lose aday off.



Now both of you get to work. Sail!"

They left. Mamawas bregthing hard down Jannas neck. "Y ou know he's guilty, bibi. Y ou just won't let
yourself admit it. By-the-book Brill." He sounded scathingly pitying. ™Y ou're so tied to procedure by dl
the braintraining the department's forced on you that you can't believe good intuition. Look &t it, bibi.
Admittoit and beieveinit.”

Hewas never going to let thisthing done. She ground her teeth. There was only one thing to do. She
scooped the complaint sheets from their table and thrust them at him. "Take these and go down to the
car, unless you want to be the second partner I've ever hit."

Leos nearby looked around sharply.

"I'll joinyou inabit. St on therider sde. I'll drivetoday."

Jannawaited for him to leave the squadroom. The newscanner reported that Bible cultists were picketing
the Statehouse today, insisting on revocation of taxes on church property. Farmerswere
counter-protesting, claiming reducing taxes anywhere e se would drive farm taxes up.

When Mamawas gone, she went back to Vradd's office. "Sir, may | have another minute?'

Helooked at her, Sghing. "Brill, | know he's difficult, but he hasn't redlly done anything yet to justify
bouncing him out of here."

"l wasn't going to ask for that."

His brows went up. His mustache twitched.

Jannatook a breath. "If he were convinced Hazlett had an dibi, maybe he would lose this obsession and
gart being more productive. On the other hand, if this Huston woman identifies Hazlett asthe man she
saw leaving the Sunflower Federa Building, well need to check his bank records anyway. So, lieutenarnt,
ar, asafavor to me, will you please okay the authorization for the check on Hazl ett's bank records?”
Vrade frowned. His pencil stroked his memo pad. A woman's face emerged, smiling up at him. He
contemplated the drawing for aminute, then looked up. "All right. Go try to clear afew of those
complaints. Seeif your witness recognizes Hazleit. The authorization will be waiting here for you when
you get back."

Jannablew him akiss. "Y ou're nova, skipper. Thank you, Sir."

If the heat had been broken by along, cool rainstorm she could not have felt better. She felt so good she

dapped Morello on the rump as sheleft and hummed a jivaqueme tune while driving Indian Thirty to their
firg cal.

Mamaeyed her with suspicion. "Y ou've gone happy dl of asudden. Did you tak the lieutenant into
demoting meto patrol agan?'

“No."
"Y ou just wish you could have.

She stopped humming and sighed. "I'd like to like you, Mama, but you make it hard. What are you?



Where do you come from?"
He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Ulysses, Kansas."
"I've never heard of it."

"It'swest of Dodge City, dmost on the far side of the Moon. We were one of two black familiesin the
town. They're so conservative out there they ill vote Republican.”

"How'd you end up here?'

"l used to spend my summersin Dodge with an aunt, working in Front Street. | played one of the bad
guysin the shootout enactments. | learned how to fall off arunning horse and off thetop of abuilding. |
thought that gave me a calling to be an actor, so after high school | went to Kansas City to study acting. |
fdl inlovewith agirl in the UMKC Crimina Justice Course and switched curriculumsto be near her. The
relaionship didn't last but | found | liked being aleo.”

"So why didn't you go to work for the KCPD?"

Herolled hiseyes. "The year | graduated, they were sniping lionsal over K.C. | didn't need that. |
applied severd other places. They finally accepted me here.”

The radio murmured, " Alpha Highland Three, anaked man in the intersection of Thirty-first Terrace and
Burlingame"

"What about you, bibi?'

"I grew up in Wichita. My father isadesigner for Boeing."

"Seeing al those ships getting ready to go to the stars didn't make you want to be acolonist?

She shrugged. "Off and on it did, but mostly | wanted to be alawyer. | was ayear through the Washburn
course when | realized what | redlly wanted to do was police work. | switched curriculums, too. Here's

our first complainant. Poss ble kidnapping, complaint filed by aMr. Ross Bord."

Mr. Borel was aportly man in hisfifties, well dressed, well housed. It was his business partner who had
been kidnapped. "1 think some government took him to stedl hisinvention.”

"What invention isthat?' Mama asked.

"A new spacedrive that will make ramjets obsolete. Sol that's Sol Thoday Teft for Wichitalast week to
arrange for an experimental mode to be built. He said held call me thisweek, but he hasn't. That'swhy |
think something's happened to him."

"What's this spacedrive like?" Janna asked.

When Borel explained she could hardly keep from wincing. It wasthe Dean Drive. That old skin again.
"When you paid your share of the partnership | don't suppose you used bankcredit?!

Borel shook hishead. "I bought jewery and gave that to Sol. Hewas afraid if | used bankcredit, the



wrong people would learn about hisinvention and stedl it. Looks like they learned about it anyway.”
Mamasaid, "I don't think he was kidnapped.”

They told him what had redlly happened to his"partner.” While he was till recovering from the shock,
they took down thefacts of his meetings with the skinner and adescription of the skinner himself. They
invited Borel down to the station at his convenienceto look at pictures.

They climbed back into Indian Thirty and marked the complaint for referral to Crimes Against Property.
Janna checked the car's chrono. "It's nearly ten. Let's go pick up our Ms. Huston.”

"How do you want to handleit?"

"By secret show-up, of course.”

She could not see bringing Hazlett down to the station for aforma show-up, and if they just marched
Hazlett in to her and asked if he were the man, every defense attorney in the world could demolish a
positive identification in court. They had to present Hazlett in such away he did not know what was
happening and she was not being influenced.

Grania Huston was waiting for them at the entrance of Hough's. Instead of opening arear door for her,
however, Janna set the car on its parking rollers at the curb, illegdly, and they climbed ouit.

"Before we take you down to the station we have to run across the street to the bank building,” Janna
sad. "Come on dong. Wewon't beaminute.”

Ms. Huston's eyes brightened. "All right." Shefollowed them willingly, even eagerly.

They took the elevator to the tenth floor and sirolled into the Hazlett/K éllener suite. The receptionist
looked up and smiled palitely. "Good morning, sergeants.”

"Buenosdias,” Jannasad."IsMr. Hazlett in?"

"Yes, but heiswithaclient.”

"We don't want to disturb him, then. Would you just ask him to come out for amoment?"

The receptionist considered. He punched a button and murmured into the intercom.

Moments later Jorge Hazlett came out into the reception area. He smiled at them. "Good morning. What
can | dofor you?' Inside he wondered what the hell they were up to. The leos had expressons so
carefully polite they were dmost arming. And who was that avid-faced little woman with them?

The she-lion drew Jorge to one end of the reception room while her black partner remained by the door
with the little woman. "Y our partner'swife wasin vigting usthismorning." She repested Liann Seaton's
remarksto him. "Iswhat she says about Kellener true?'

Jorge rdlaxed. "l would have said so before Monday morning. That's how he's aways acted like he

believed, but now . . ." He shrugged. "How could he believe in the holiness of colonidsand il cheat
them?'



"Youthink hedid?"

"Someonedid, and | know | wasn't the guilty party.”

Jannawatched him as Hazl et answered. He looked back without flinching. His eyes dilated dightly,
however. She noted it for future consideration. "Wdll, | won't take more of your time. Thank you, Mr.

Hazlett."

They left. Riding down in the elevator, Jannaasked Ms. Huston, "Have you seen either of those men
before?'

Ms. Huston's eyes went wide. Y ou mean one of them might have been the man | saw?' She frowned. "l
don't think they were. The young man was more dender than the one | saw and Mr. Hazlett didn't walk
the same way the man | saw did."

Above her head, Jannaand Mama exchanged glances. Mamawas disappointed. Janna had to admit to
feding that way too. An ID would have settled something, at least. This settled nothing. It raised
guestions, in fact. If Hazlett were not the man, who was?

They stepped off the elevator. The bank guard nodded to them. As one, Jannaand Mama stopped cold.
They looked at each other. The guard's uniform was dark green. The trousers were flared and decorated
by agold stripe crossing each pantleg diagonally from hip to inseam &t the cuff.

"Was the man wearing something like that?" Janna asked.

Ms. Huston looked at the guard. "The trousers look right, but he didn't have that kind of jacket.”

Mama gtrolled over to the guard. He reached out to finger one deeve of the jacket. "That's nice materia
and anice cut. It almost looks good enough for street wear. What are the pants like under the jacket?"

"They have atank top," the guard replied.

"Do you wear ashirt under it?" "In thisweather? No. You redly likethis?' He looked down at the
uniformwith surprise.

"The color istoo conservative, though. Have agood day."

They ushered Ms. Huston out to the street. Jannasmiled at her. "I don't think well need you to identify
the man after dl. Thank you for caling. If it turns out we need you again, well reach you."

"I'm dways happy to help the police. How else are the streets going to be made safe”?”

They watched her cross the street and disappear into Hough's. Janna asked, "Do you still have the names
of the security people on duty Saturday night?"

He pulled a notebook out of athigh pocket. "I have them."
Firg onthelist was Mr. Klim Hightower. Guard Hightower was not happy to seethem. "Thisisthe

second time you've waked me up. What isit, more questions about Saturday? | dready told you al |
know."



Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Except which of the guards|eft in the middle of the shift Saturday
night."

The guard stared at them. "L eft? None of usleft during the shift.”

Janna shook her head. "Wrong. He was seen leaving. He took off hisjacket so he wouldn't seem to be
wearing auniform.” She paused. "Wasit you?"

"No!" Hisface s&t. "I don't know what anyone thought they saw, but it wasn't one of usleaving. We
were d| three there the entire shift. Maybe your witness saw someone disguised asaguard.”

They could not move him from that. They headed for the next name on thelist.

"Hehas apoint,” Mama said. "Maybe Hazlett thought he could fool apossible witnessthat way.” Y ou
don't redly believe that." Mamalooked wistful, then shook his head. "No. He would have worn the entire
uniform. Theguardslying."

"They dl may, and gick toit."

"Well shekethem."

Shelooked at him. " The peeps couldn't make you and Wim change your minds about denying you
carried ashooter on duty.”

Hiseyesdid toward her. " So hetold you about that."
"He wanted to warn me what your partners can find themselvesinvolved in."

Mama opened his mouth as though to start aprotest, then closed it again and sat back, shrugging. "l
didn't ask himto lie for me. Wim was a good back-up."

The second guard aso denied that anyone had |eft duty, but as he did, his pupils dilated. They smelled
fearinhim.

"Wl that'stoo bad,” Janna said with asigh. "We didn't want to bring your employers at the bank into
this, but ™

"WEell haveto,” Mamainterrupted. "It'l probably mean al three of you will befired." He turned asthough
to leave.

The guard went gray. "Wait."

Mama stopped.

"Theré's no point getting the othersin trouble. They're just covering for me. I'm the one who left.”
"Why?

"It was nothing to do with that business upstairs. There was trouble here a home, afight between my
wives. | had to stopit." He was swesting. "Don't tell the bank. | wasn't gone more than an hour.”



"When did you leave?'
"A little after eight.”
The two leos exchanged looks.

"All right," Jannasaid. "We won't mention it to the bank, but if you have to cometo court, don't perjure
yoursdf."

They headed back for the car.

"So much for our eyewitness, Mama, and so much for Hazlett being in the building. If he were there, Ms.
Huston would probably have seen him leave.”

" She couldn't have been looking out the window every minute." He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "We
need to see his bank records.”

Bank records. "So you say. Let's go back to the office.”

Hisbrowswent up. "We haven' finished clearing
these complaintsyet."

"Let'sgo anyway."

Mordlo waswaiting for them in the squadroom. " The lieutenant said to give you this."

It was the authorization, as promised. Mamastared at it increduloudy for along minute, then whooped
and threw both arms around Janna. He would have danced her across the squadroom except that she

broke his hold and dumped him flat on his back on the floor, much to the amusement of the entire squad.

Mama seemed undisturbed at being dropped. He got up grinning. "Bibi, | knew you could fed Hazlett's
guilt, too. Count him lion mest as of now."

Jannadid not like being her colleagues entertainment. She towed Mama after her out of the squadroom.
"l don't believe he'sguilty,” she sngpped. "I'm just hoping thiswill prove his non-involvement to you."

Mamas grin never wavered. He grinned al the way to the National Bank Central. Asthey parked and
went into the bank, she said, "Y ou're certainly stubborn.”

"It makesme agood leo, bibi."

Sheralled her eyes.

They presented the authorization to ateller. She took them to the manager. He handed them over to the
computer librarian. She punched in Jorge Hazl ett's number. In five minutes they were Sitting studying
Hazlett's purchase record for Saturday, July 30.

Thefirgt glance through the printout, Jannaheld her breath. All the while they were being shuffled through

the bank, the fear had grown that the record would prove nothing. What she saw on reading relieved her.
Purchases were recorded for the evening, from transport tokens at seven fifteen from avending machine



on Kansas Avenueto dinner a Peron'sin the White-lakes Mall, which had been paid for a nine forty.
The recordsincluded a number of purchases from shops, dl in the WhitelakesMall.

Jannatried not to sound smug but some of it leaked into her voice anyway. "It looks like Hazlett was at
the other end of town dl evening.”

Mamawas disappointed for only aminute. "He could have killed Kellener before."

Janna closed her eyes. Give her strength. She opened them again. "Not possible. Kellener left home at a
quarter to seven. The bustrip downtown had to take at least twenty minutes. | don't think that gives
Hazlett time to meet him at the office, kill him, and run down the street to the vending machine by seven
fifteen.”

Mama pushed his glasses up his nose. "Then he faked the record, somehow.”

"Faked the record?" Shekept her voice down so the librarian would not hear, but it was ashill
whisper. "Maxwell, you are afflicted with the tightest tunnel vision I've ever seen. Fake abank record?
You'velog dl your chips"

Mama shrugged. "1 know it's supposed to beimpossible, but | also know this deek killed his partner. |
fed it in my bones. So the record hasto be wrong."

Shefdt like pounding her head into awall. "Chrigt."

"Thereésoneway to find out. Well check to seeif hiscar wasredly in the parking lot, and well talk to
his neighbors to see when he came home. We can dso ask him to produce those things he bought.”
Mamafrowned at the printout. "Buying this much jewe ry suggests he was making a quiet payment to
someonefor something.”

"The child's computer and doll don't fal into that category. And what about the meal and suits?

"He was bound to buy some persond items. Or maybe we need to learn who was hel ping him. Someone
had to help him, I'm sure. Maybe by finding who helped him, we can strap Hazlett.”

Janna sighed. "Y ou have the philosophy of investigation wrong, Mama. We're supposed to look at al the
evidence, form a hypothesis based on what we've found, then prove or disprove the hypothesis. We
don't randomly pick someoneto be'it' and look for evidence againgt him.”

Mamatook off his glasses and polished the lenses on histrouser leg. "My hypothesisis Hazlett did it, so
let's proveit. Now, he said his car broke down and that's why he took the bus. Let's seeiif that'strue.”
He put his glasses back on.

Janna consdered. It would be good to have al the corroboration possible of Hazlett's dibi. It might even
discourage Mama. "Well check the parking lot records, but if we don't find anything there to suggest he's
guilty, werre going to drop it and follow up these other complaints. Understood?’ "Well find something.”
Jannarolled her eyes.

They ate aquick sandwich for lunch, then drove to the centra office of the Sunco Corporation.

Sunco's gates issued tickets to dl incoming vehicles and required the return of that ticket plus enough
tokensto pay for the parking time before the exit gate would open. Unknown to most people, the
company taped al entriesand exitsfrom itslots. Thevisua record was what interested Jannaand Mama.



"We do it because the bicycles cheat," the tape librarian said as she hunted up the tape reels they needed.
"Theriderslift the bikes over the gate. By taping, we can see them and have warrantsissued on the
license numbers™

"Werejust interested in cars." She ran the Saturday night tape for them. According to DMV, Hazlett's
car was atan Mercedes Vulcan (officia color name of sundust), license number SHH 41348. The tape
recorded the rear end of a vehicle with the number SHH 41348 entering thelot a Thirteenth and
Jackson at seven o'clock in the evening. The entire rear end of the vehicle could not be seen in the frame
but enough was visible to determine the approximate size and color of the car. It was a sportster's rear
end colored that muted gold color that looked tan.

They had the librarian run the tape forward until the computer recognized the number again and froze the
image. According to the time indicator on the tape, SHH 41348 had | ft the Sunco lot at Sx-twenty
Monday evening.

"It lookslike he didn't drive anywhere Saturday night," Mama conceded.

"So let'sforget it and follow up complaints.”

"Just one more stop, bibi. I want to check with Hazlett's neighbors.”

"Maxwell, thisis enough!"

He widened his eyes. "But we haven't found anything yet that either proves or disproves my hypothesis.”

She must be brainbent, she decided, for continuing to go along with thismadness, but . . . "Well seethe
neighbors, then, but that's absolutely the last call we make on this case today. Absolutely.”

"Unlesswefind evidence against Hazleit.”

They knocked on the doors of the townhouses around Hazlett's. At most, there was no answer and
among the few people they did find home, questioning established that people in the area either went to
bed early or were immovably planted in front of the holo-v until they retired. However, across the street
from Hazlett's townhouse, they found awoman who had seen him come home.

"It was alittle after ten thirty. He was walking up from the bus stop. | called to him and asked him where
his car was because I'd seen him drive out earlier. He told me one of the fans went bad and that he'd had
to leave the car parked downtown. He said he couldn't understand how people managed to shop and
ride the bus. He found it awkward riding and carrying packages.”

"He was carrying packages?' Jannasent Mamaatriumphant look. If Hazlett brought purchases home,
there was agood chance he had bought them in the first place. Her relief vanished at the neighbor's next
words.

"Hewasn't when | saw him, no. He said after he'd ridden hafway back from south Topekawith them, he
decided to leave what he'd bought locked in his car and bring them home later.”

He could very wdll have done that. The child's computer would have been a particularly awkward thing
to handle on abus. It aso occurred to her that if he had never bought the items, he might still give the
neighbor that story to explain why he had no packages.



But of course he had bought the items. The bank records said so. No matter what wild blue yonder
notion had stuck in the glue that served Mahlon Maxwell for abrain, bank records could not be faked.
The computer checked the signature on the register plate againgt that on the card. It checked the
thumbprints. Prints were certainly impossibleto forge.

She led the way back to the car. "That'sit, Mama. Now we start clearing other cases. Nothing weve
learned out here suggests Hazlett is guilty of either tampering with abank record or with his partner'slife.”

"Nothing suggests he didnt, elther.”

"Youforget, guilt hasto be proven. Lacking that, aparty is assumed innocent.” She climbed over the
arfoil skirt into the Monitor and started the engine.

Mamaswung in, too. "How do you think Kellener got that trick?"
"I'll leave that for the coroner'sjury to decide.”
"For god's sake, Brill!"

His exclamation was dmost ascream. It startled Janna so much she jumped amost clear of the seat. She
whirled onhim,

He was staring at her, eyes passionate behind the glasses. "There are timesto say to hell with the book!
Bibi, thisdeek isquilty as sin. | know it. Somewhere therés evidence, and if | don't have atry at finding
it, I'm going to be wondering the rest of my lifeif therésamurderer free because | didn't try hard enough
to strgp him.”

She stared at him. That sounded like some idedlistic rookie just out of college. He must know, as she did,
that there were thousands of guilty deeks walking around who had caused police officersto lose deep
and gain ulcerslooking for admissible evidence againgt them. It was a harsh and hated fact no one
wanted to accept, but somewhere around the third or fourth year on the force, leosinterested in keeping
their ssomachs and sanity gave up torturing themselves over hopeless chases.

Having survived twelve years on the force, Mama must have learned that lesson, too, yet here hewasin
full cry after what looked like awild goose. It disturbed her. Wasit indicative of a pathologic process, or
was his conviction redly that strong?

Even more disturbing, however, wasthat part of her wanted to run with him. She distrusted intuition on
principle, asemotiona and therefore unrdiable. Still, she had felt that one urge to stirap Hazlett and even
now something about the case bothered her enough that she could not quite bring hersdlf to choke Mama
down.

She considered what they had. If she were to ignore the evidence of the bank records, everything else
was equivocd. It did not suggest guilt nor confirm innocence. It all left loose ends. She sucked her lower
lip. She hated |oose ends.

"All right, well giveit an honest try ... at least until theinquest. After that, the decision will be official and
the case will be out of our hands."

"But that gives usjust the rest of today and tomorrow,” he protested.



"That'sright. If you'll agreeto that limit, well go on. If you cant, I'll ingst we drop it right now. | can go
to Lieutenant Vradd for back-up enforcement if | haveto.”

Hesighed, agusty hiss of disgust and surrender. "Okay. After the inquest, it's closed. I'll forget about
Hazlett."

She switched on thefans. "Then let's get busy tracking him."

Chapter 9

"Do you mind teling me who we're looking for, Mama? It's dmost the end of thewatch." They were
cruising al the streets around the Statehouse. Mama called the turns at each corner.

"That trick had to come from somewhere. I'm looking for an Ear who can give us names of street dedlers
who might have sold the junk to Hazlett.”

Jannalooked away from her driving long enough to glance a him. ™Y ou amaze me. Y ou'vejust comein
from Soldier Creek. How can you have any contactsin Capitol divison?”

"I've been in Capitol twice before. | till remember people from then.”
Oh, yes. . . the two other times he was an Investigator |. She had forgotten.
"What does this Ear look like?"

"Very femde. She alwaysworksthe streets around the Statehouse, catering to the legidators and their
gaffs”

Janna clucked in disapprovad. "I don't understand why the boys and girls work the street when they have
perfectly legal housesto work out of. If they're caught, the fines are worse than the house fees they're
avoiding, not to mention theworking timelogtinjail.”

"Why doesadigh give up socid care?| don't know. People are perverse.”

Janna swung the car onto Jackson and started gliding aong the east sde of the Statehouse grounds.
" Speaking of perversity, why were you broken back to uniform from Investigator those other times?"

"Onewasacrock. | caled asupervisor an asshole in debriefing and he wouldn't forget it. He gave me a
poor rating the next time | was evauated.”

There were commanders like that, despite the fact debriefing was supposed to have free speech with no
penalties attached.

"What about the other time?"

He shrugged. "'l pushed a suspect alittle and some citizens happened to see him bleeding. There sheis”
He pointed ahead.

They were coming up on agirl in ascarlet romper and matching hip boots, sauntering aong the
pavement. Her round posterior swayed invitingly. Mamaleaned out the window of the Monitor.

"Stonitor giveit avay, bibi, but moveit off the street before you try sdlling it.”



The progtitute turned. Her face betrayed the fact that she was older than she had |ooked from the rear.
She stopped with her hands on her hips. "Well, well, look who's back.”

Janna eased the Monitor to the curb and set it down.
Mamagrinned at the prodtitute. "Cometell Mamawhat you've been doing with yoursdlf.”

"Working with my back to thewadl asusud.” She waltzed over to the car, swinging her hips. "Areyou
working in the neighborhood again or just passing through?'

"Working, and about to offer you a chance to earn credit without adding to the calluses on your
gluteus”

"Y ou want meto play Ear for you? What do | get in return?”

"The usud: reasonable credit, my help keeping you out of jail, and abonusif you want it." Heleered. "I'm
older and better thistime 'round, bibi."

She sniffed. "That'swhat they dl say. I've yet to tdl the difference between you with my eyes closed.
What do you need to know?"

He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "The names of street dedersaloca businessman might buy illega
drugsfrom."

"I can think of fiveto start with. | saw one of them in abar down the street not five minutes ago.”

Mama pushed the car door forward. "Show mewhere." He looked back at Janna. "If that jewelry is part
of apayment, the payee will be wanting to turn it into credit. Why don't you go on back to the station and
have the jewelry descriptions sent out to dl thelocal gem people? I'll talk to thisdedler.”

He swung out and headed back up Jackson with the prostitute. Jannarevved the fans and sent the
Monitor coasting toward the station.

Getting descriptions of the jewelry took some twenty-five minutes longer than she anticipated, in phone
cdlsto the jewdersin Whitelakes who sold the pieces and in waiting for them to look up descriptionsin
their records. It was after four thirty before she could fill out the description formsin Communications.
Mamawas dill not back when she finished. She wondered whether he was talking to the dedler or had
convinced the progtitute to let him give her abonus.

She punched on the intradepartment phone and put in the number of the stolen property compuiter.
"Wait, please," camethe throaty voice of the computer.

No one knew whose voi ce had been recorded for the computer but Janna had heard a number of het
male leos and some ho she-lions say they would give anything to find out. Throughout the SCPD it was
fondly called The Voice. She knew oneinvestigator who claimed he had transferred to Crimes Against
Property just so he would have an excuseto call The Voice severd times aday and arouse himsdlf
ligeningtoit.

"Go ahead," purred The Voice.



"Sergeant Janna Brill, Capital division, badge number four-five-five, requesting awatchdog program.”

There was a heartbeat before The V oice came back breathily, " State length of program and itemsto be
included, please.”

"Program begins now, retroactive to nine o'clock A.M., Monday, August first. Program to end twelve
o'clock noon, Friday, August fifth. Items are: numbers one and two, novaon suits made by Stdllar
Fashions, number three, Dyan Pennock action doll made by Mattel; number four, Eduvac Junior
computer made by Battershell Electronics, number five. . ." One by one, she described each item of
jewdry.

When shefinished The Voice said, "Thank you. Wait, please, for amemory check.”

While the computer reviewed its activity back to Monday, Jannareached for a pencil and note pad, in
case, the computer found anything. Shejust had time to get ready to write when The V oice came back
ontheline

"There have been threeincidents of activity involving items described in program. Number one: seven
novalon suits made by Stellar Fashions were among twenty recovered in araid at 917 West Seventeenth
Street at eight-oh-five p.m., Monday, August first. Number two: one novalon suit made by Stellar
Fashions, one Dyan Pennock action doll made by Mattdl, one Eduvac Junior computer made by
Battershell Electronicswere listed in astolen property query made at nine forty-three am., Tuesday,
August second. Number three: two novalon suits made by Stellar Fashions wereincluded in astolen
property query on itemsfound in the car of Mr. Frederick Weltmann at two ten A.M., Wednesday,
Augugt third."

Jannawrote fagt. "Who made the stolen property query in activity number two?"
"The stolen property query number two was made by Officer Niall Cushman, Highland Park divison.”
"Thank you."

She knew the computer did not need any expression of gratitude, but she aways thanked it anyway. She
could not bring hersaf smply to punch off, not even with a computer—certainly not with one that
sounded so human.

She leaned againgt the Communications counter, her finger traveling down the list. Number two |ooked
very promising, but there was no point in trying to follow up on it now. Officer Cushman was probably
on hisway home, as she should be. He was not likely to welcome being called tonight. The matter was
not that urgent anyway. Tomorrow would be soon enough.

She considered whether or not to go down and seeif debriefing were still going. Missing was likely to
bring Schnauzer Venn around asking why, twitching the heavy brows and mustache that had earned the
tick tech his nickname. The doc was a personable man, easy to talk to, but he could be atroublesome
mother hen if an officer showed signs of changing abehavior pattern.

Mama stuck his head into the room. "There you are. Come on, bibi."

"Where?'



"We have dedlersto vigt." He caught her arm and pulled her down the hall.
Shefreed hersdlf with one deft twist. "Tonight?"

"If | havejust until Friday to strap Hazlett, | intend to use every possible minute. Y ou didn't have anything
better to do, did you?'

"Asamatter of fact, | was going to aconcert at the university with Sid and Treece. An air-conditioned
concert,” she added, "where| won't fed inimminent danger of heat stroke.”

"I'll treet you to dinner at the coldest club in town when Hazlett islocked up.”
"How can | refuse an offer like that?'

If he heard theirony in her voice, he choseto ignoreit. He put a hand between her shoulders and
propelled her toward the garage.

"Indian Thirty is checked in. What car are we going to use, or are we going to double on my bicycle?'
she asked.

"Well use my runabout.”

There was one thing to be said for a runabout, she reflected as she climbed into the passenger side of his
D-F Firefly; it could not be driven over a safe speed and was virtually impossible to tip over. "Where
firg?"

"Kay sayswe can find Roan Kinnis at or around the Carousdl Club. Let mego infirst and try to
intersect, then you come aong. If I haven't found him, well see who wants to bolt when you comein.”

The Carousdl was on Quincy, near Seventh. Mamawent in with the head-bobbing, diding walk affected
by trippers, asif he were moving in timeto jivagueme music. Janna sat in the Firefly and counted off five
minutes, then shefollowed him.

Mamawas seated in arear booth, talking to asmall man in apink and purple jJumpsuit. Shewaked up to
the bar. The Carousdl's clientel e were business people. A number of them, male and female, looked her
over asshe camein, some with casud interest, some with speculation. The man with Mama, however,
suddenly became very relaxed. He pretended not to notice her at all.

Shemoved to histable. "Am | spailing atransaction, Kinnis?' She sat down beside him, trapping him
between Mamaand her.

The street dealer raked her with hiseyes. "I don't know what you're talking about, leo.”

"She'staking about the trick you were going to sdl me" Mamasad.

Kinnistried to look innocent but the attempt did not quite succeed. He looked from one to the other and
clutched at the edge of thetable asif considering trying to leap over it. "So you're alion, too. When did

they start pinning badges on skinheads?' His contempt could not conced the nervous quiver in hisvoice.
"He'slying about me sdlling trick. He can't prove anything | said,” hetold Janna.



"Want to hear the playback on my microcorder, jon?"
Kinnislooked gray even in the Carousdl's dusky rose lighting. "Bastard!™

"Peace," Jannasaid. "Wearen't Vice. Wewon't strap you . . . not thistime." She wasfor damn sure
going to pass hisname on to Vice, though. "We just want to ask you afew questions. If welikethe
answers, then well just stand up and walk away; and you can go back to peddling your cut-rate
happiness pillsto these gerling citizens.™

Kinnis chewed hislip. "What do you want to know?"*

Janna pushed down the contempt that wanted to curl her lip. He was an amateur. It must be soft working
downtown with middle and upper class citizens. One of the dedlersfrom Oakland or asmilar areawould
never have surrendered so fast.

"Have you ever sold any trick to thisman?' Mama pulled a picture of Hazlett out of a hip pocket.
Kinnislooked it over. "No, | don't think so."

"You aren't sure?"

He shrugged. "I transact my businessin placeslikethis. Thelight's never bright. People's faces ook
srange. | don't think I've dealt with him, but | can't be sure."

"Doesthe name Hazlett sound familiar?'

"They don't tl mether names.”

"But you learn them anyway, don't you?" Jannasaid. "Y ou check on them?”

He chewed hislip. "l never checked on anyone whose name turned out to be Hazl ett.”
"How about Kellener?'

Mama's eyes widened for one surprised moment.

Jannalifted abrow at him. "Let's not be too one-track, Mama."

"I don't know that name ether," Kinnissad.

Janna described Kdlener. Kinnis kept shaking his head. "That could be any one of ahundred jons|'ve
met, but none of them was named Kellener.”

Janna caught Mama's eye and looked toward the door. They had al they were going to get out of this
toad. In unison, they stood.

"The answers could have been better, jon, but well accept them for now. Don't take any bad card.”
They left him shaking and pae.
Theresa Oliverawas next. Oliverawas more streetwise than Kinnis. She was harder to find and harder

to corner. The effort of making her talk proved equally unrewarding. She had nothing more useful to say
than Kinnis had. They could not find Joe Luther at dl, nor Fran DiMartin.



Jannawas hoping Mamawould quit and take her home. She wastired. Her jumpsuit was wringing wet
with sweet and had plastered itself to her chest and back.

"Thisisn't my favorite way to spend my freetime, you know, Mama."

"l just want to talk to one more jon." Thejon was abear of aman with hands large enough to sitin. They
found him in acomputer games arcade, toxy on narcotics. Jannaeyed him. "Another of your contacts?'

"Let metdk to him done”

Janna shrugged and went back to the Firefly. She leaned against the side of it, Spreading hersdlf to catch
the dightest breeze.

Mama came out of the arcade in afew minutes, jubilant. "He gave me the names of some deders
operating in Hazlett's nelghborhood. He even gave the name of onein Kellener's apartment area. You
can't accuse me of having tunnd vison now.”

Jannasighed. "I suppose you want to talk to them tonight?"

"Of course. It won't take long." They found just one of the three dealers supposedly operating in the
Brentwood area. The one they found swore he had never heard of either Hazlett or Kellener, nor sold
ether of themtrick. "I've never sold anyonetrick." Jannafelt he waslying about that. However, his
denials about selling to Hazlett and Kellener had thering of truth. They dropped him off on acorner of his
choosng.

Watching the dedler disappear up the street, Mamasighed. "I give up for the night. Let's hunt the rest
tomorrow."

Some perverse impulse spurred Janna. "' Just one more.”
He stared at her. "1 thought you wanted to quit.”

"I did, until you stopped short of looking up the Kellener neighborhood dedler. Now | want to find her,
too."

Hefrowned. "Bibi, | never thought you'd be that kind of woman."
"I'm just asking for equdity for al the suspects™
He shook his head but lifted the Firefly off its parking rollers and turned it toward west Tenth.

The address they had been given was avery ordinary housein aquiet residentia neighborhood. The
woman who looked out through the door's security peep could have been anyone's mother or wife.

Mama checked the address again. "Bez Hilos?' he asked.
Shenodded, smiling. "May | help you?'

Janna showed her 1D and badge. "May we comein?'



Ms. Hilosled them to acomfortable living room. Jannawatched her closely. The woman seemed
completely at ease. Too much so? Most people were alittle disturbed by the appearance of police
officers on their doorsteps.

"What can | do for you, officers?'

Jannawatched the woman's eyes. "'Does the name K lener mean anything to you?"

"Why, no. Should it?' Her pupilsdilated asshe said it.

"Y ou've never sold drugsto anyone by that name?”

"Drugs?' Her eyeswidened in astonishment. "1 don't know anything about drugs. I've never sold any to
anyone"

"According to our sources you do a bonanza business among housewives and adolescents,” Mama said.

Her eyeswereinnocent. "I don't know who your sources are, but they aren't reliable. | ask you, do |
look like astreet deder?"

"Dol look likealeo?'

She stared at him amoment, then laughed. "All right, appearances don't count. I'm no dedler, but if |
were, what would you want with me?

"Just someinformation,” Jannasaid.

"Areyou Vice?'

"No, Crimes Againgt Persons.”

Janna watched the circuits hum in the woman's head. In her way, Hilos was as tough and street-wise as
any deder. Being ahousewife working out of her home did not mean she was an amateur. The woman
wasin control of herself and appeared to suffer from no pangs of guilt.

Shesad, "Why areyou interested in thisKellener?!

"We need to know if you've ever sold him drugs.”

"Him?"

The exclamation dipped out before Hilos stopped hersalf. Jannaand Mama exchanged quick glances.
"Y ou mean it's Kellener's wife Liann Seaton who's been your customer?' Janna asked.

Hilos considered for along minute, then nodded.

"What do you sl her?' Mamaasked.

"A few hallucinogens and some boosts and tranks ... the usua housawives medley.”



"Have you ever sold her any trick?"

Hilos snapped around to glare up at Janna. "Certainly not," she snapped. "I like my customersin
condition to remain my customers. | wouldn't sell trick to my biggest competitor, or evento alion.”

"Has Seaton ever asked where she might buy trick?"

The dedler's mouth set in athin dash of lip. "No, and | wouldn't havetold her if she had. If | knew
anyone sdling illegds, I'd have made acall to Vice long ago. Someone who sdllstrick or dustisas good
as an executioner and ought to be locked away for life, or better yet, given their own junk.”

Jannabit her lip to hide asmile. The deder's outrage tickled her. Criminals could be so self-righteous
about other criminals and other crimes.

Mamagrinned outright. "Very civic-spirited of you."

His sarcasm did not endear them to her. Hilos pointed at the door. "I think that's enough. I'll bid you
good night, leos. | don't want you here when my husband brings the kids back from the park.” They let
her throw them out.

Climbing into the runabout, Jannasaid, "Well, what do you think?*

"Y ou cant bethinking shekilled him?*

"Why not? She'satripper. She knows drugs and has access to them. Y ou know how many spouses
murder each other every year?"'

Hefrowned. "1 suppose you want to talk to her."

"Of course”
He started the Firefly's fans and sailed the runabout the few short blocks to the Kellener gpartment.

Liann Seaton's smile was puzzled as she opened the door to let them in. "What brings you out & thistime
of night?'

Jannalistened to every nuance of the question. There was curiosity init, and hesitant hope, but not a
single note of fear that Janna could detect.

"May | bring you anything? Caff? Tea? Liquor?"
"No, thank you."

Jannawas tempted to Sit in adeep chair that reminded her of one her grandfather used to have. Init, one
felt surrounded, dmost hidden. She turned away from it to choose one that was straight and hard.

"Wevejust been talking to Bez Hilos, Ms. Sea-ton.”

Thelovely facefroze. "Bez." Her voice sounded strangled.



"How long have you been atripper?'

"Since—since college. I've never seen any harminit if donein moderation,” she said defensively.
Mamaregarded her keenly. "Y our husband didn't approve of drugs, though.”

Shelooked away. "No."

"Isthat why you went to a Street dedler, so you wouldn't have narcotics purchases on your bank
record?’

"What businessisit of yours, may | ask?"
"Y our husband died of atrick overdose.”

She snapped around to stare at him, then at Janna. "Trick?' Her breath caught and her face bleached.
"No. You can't think that I— | adored him."

"Y ou never fought over your use of drugs?' Jannaasked.

"He never knew. | was very careful never to boost around him. Sergeant.” Her voice wasintense. "I've
never used illegas. Never. | don't have the dightest ideawhere to buy them.”

Janna had to admire her. She was obvioudly terrified, but she was not giving in to panic. Shewas as
controlled as she had been the day her husband was found. Too controlled, maybe?

"Still," Mamasaid, "it'sinteresting that he should be an OD when you're the tripper.”

"l was here with my children the entire evening." Mama's shrug dismissed her children aswitnesses. Liann
Seaton looked from him to Janna. Tension twitched musclesin her jaw. "Did you come hereto arrest
me?'

"No, we'rejust investigating dl possibilities, Ms. Seaton.”

"If you're looking for someone who trips, you won't have any shortage of suspects.” She paused. "Does
this mean you don't think he committed suicide, or that he had anything to do with those poor people on

the Invictus?"

Even when she seemed to be a suspect for murder, she wanted her husband's name clean. Extraordinary
woman. Jannasaid, "Asl sad, wereinvestigating dl posshilities.”

"What did you mean, we won't have any shortage of suspectsif we're looking for atripper?’

She shrugged a Mama. "Doesn't dmost everyone use some drugs?”

"Does Jorge Hazlett?!

Shethought. "1 don't know. Sometimes when we've seen him socidly he's seemed a bit toxy, but whether
from drugs or dcohol, I'm sure | couldn't say. | hope you don't suspect Jorge of anything. He can't be

responsible. He's been ared rock for me these past few days and he and Andy were dwayslike
brothers.”



"Siblings kill each other as often as spouses do.” "If Jorge has any aggressions, he takesthem out on a
chesshoard. Have you considered that perhaps Andy died by accident? Maybe one of his office staff |eft
sometrick and Andy took it by mistake."

"Weve consdered that," Jannasaid.

"And rejected it?’

"We're taking everything to the coroner's jury on Friday."

She became very ill. "Including the possibility that | killed him?Why would | have wanted him dead?"

"He made agreat dedl of credit and gave it away. Without him you could be arich widow. Or perhaps
he caught you boosting and was planning to dissolve the marriage contract. There could be adozen
reasons.” Janna grimaced. "1've seen wives attack to kill because the husband wouldn't carry the trash
cansto the street on collection day."

The widow laced her handstogether in her 1ap. They were clenched so tight the fingers were white. ™Y ou
have avery unpleasant job, but | supposeit hasto be done. | swear to you, | didn't buy any trick, nor
did I giveany to my husband. | washeredl Saturday evening. | can bring in my childrento tell you that if
necessary. If you won't believe them, arrest me and let me contact my attorney.”

Jannafdt dirty and swesaty. She wanted to go home and take a bath. If she went to Champaign with
Wim, she would not have to spend her life harassing widows with accusations and innuendos.

She stood up. "It won't be necessary to call your children. Just answer one more question. Could your
husband possibly have bought the trick himsdlf, for any reason at dl, even an outrageous one?"

Seaton shook her head. " Absolutely not. Andy would have sooner cut off his hands than contaminate
them with any kind of narcotics. Andy would never ever have bought thet trick."

"| think that's al we need for now. I'm sorry to have bothered you so late. Good night.”

Janna made Mamatake her back to the station to pick up her bicycle. She pedaed hard for home, trying
to outrun the fedling of being unclean. The woman wasright. It could be avery unpleasant job. She
consdered Wim's offer some more.

Not until she was stripping for a bath and heard the crackle of paper in her hip pocket did she remember
the computer's response to the watchdog program. She took the list of computer activity out of the
pocket and smoothed it on the bathroom countertop. Her finger traced the items listed under number
two. They might find who sold someone near Kellener some trick, but the odds were long. Thistrack
looked much more promising. In the morning she would haveto cal Officer Nial Cushman in Highland
Park and ask him why he was interested in anovalon suit, adoll, and achild's computer.

Chapter 10

Mama grolled into the squadroom looking reedy to sail. He shifted impatiently in hischair during rollcall
and raced through dictyping the reports on yesterday's work. He pushed at Janna. "Come on, bibi. We
have those dedersto find."

She brought out the list the watchdog had produced. "We have these to check out, too."



He grimaced inindecison. "Y ou just haven't given me enough time. How about another day?"
She shook her head. "Theinquest stopsit.”

"Then well haveto split up. I'll hunt down the dedlers. | can probably pose as atripper and find them
faster anyway. Y ou check out these."

Janna frowned. One of the cardina rules pounded into them in the Crimina Justice Course and as
rookieswas. don't work aone. She could sill hear theingtructor, a veteran officer, pounding hisfist on
the desk as he strove to make his point emphatic enough. "Isolation isthe police officer's biggest enemy.
It isthe primary factor in menta illness, accident, and death. Don't work aone. No matter how tempting
alead, remember you're part of ateam. Safety isin unity.”

Mama seemed to read her mind. "We aren't really working aone. Y ou know what I'm doing. | know
what you're doing. Y ou have your ear button to keep in touch with the dispatcher.”

She congdered. "All right. Be careful. Don't push any of them too hard.”
"Yes, Mother." He blew her akissand hurried out the door of the squadroom.

Janna punched the Highland Park division number into the phone. "Nial Cushman, please" shetold the
officer who answered. " Sergeant Janna Brill of Crimes Againgt Personscaling.”

"Jugt aminute.”

She waited more than aminute. It was more like ten, and when the screen went off hold, the face on the
screen was the answering officer's. "Cushman's | eft the station aready. I'll have the dispatcher tell him to
cdl you."

She gave him her number and extension and punched off.

A shadow fell across her. She looked up a Morello. He was holding astack of complaints. "Happy
unbirthday. It'sgift time."

She grimaced. "Take those away. | fill have al these." She pointed to astack on her table.
"Y ou haven't cleared very many casesthe past couple of days, have you?'

"ThisKélener caseistime-consuming.”

Hisbrowswent up. "'l thought it was pretty clearly asuicide.”

She shuffled through some reports. " Theré's nothing very clear about it."

Morello regarded her speculatively. Y ou sure you're not letting Maxwell run away with the
investigation?'

Shewasnot at al sure, but she would sooner cut out her tongue than admit that to Morello. "I'm sure.
I'm senior partner; I'm running it.”



The phone buzzed. She stabbed the on button. "Crimes Against Persons, Sergeant Brill."

The screen brightened into the image of a stocky, freckle-faced man in civilian clothes but with the
unmistakable look of leo about him. Jane, she thought.

"I'm Nial Cushman. The dispatcher said you wanted meto cal you."

"Y es. Tuesday you made a stolen property query on anovaon suit, a Dyan Pennock doll, and an Eduvac
Junior computer. Thoseitems, or ones like them, are part of an investigation. May | ask why you made
the query?'

"One of my neighbors asked meto." Hisforehead creased in concern. "What investigation?”

"The Kéellener death. Theitemsin your query turned up on abank record. Tell me about this neighbor of
yours."

"Her nameisClio de Garza" He spdlled it out. " She's lived down the street from usfor four or five years.
We're casual friends. Her daughter and ours play together. Monday evening she came over looking very
worried. She pretended nothing was wrong but after jibbing around for fifteen minutes or so she asked if
there were away she could find out whether or not something were stolen without attracting officia
attention and getting someonein trouble.”

"Did she say why she wanted to know?"

"No." Cushman rubbed hisnose. "But | can guess. Tuesday afternoon her daughter was over at our
house when | came home from work. She had abrand new Dyan Pennock doll. Therésadigh who
visitsthem every Sunday. Clio once told my wife he's Teshasfather. I'd say he brought her the doll on
hislast vist and Clio was afraid atoy that expensive must be stolen. She was certainly relieved when the
computer didn't ID anything.”

His guesswork sounded good to Janna. "Where can | reach this de Garzawoman?'

"Shelsateacher. | think she'steaching haf daysin the summer sesson at Highland Park High School and
doing speciad tutoring the rest of the day." He paused.

"Do you think her digh friend isinvolved in this Kellener's death?!

Janna shrugged. "We're looking for leads and following them out. In case | can't find de Garza, what time
does she usudly get home?'

"About suppertime.”
"Have you ever met the digh?"

Cushman shook hishead. "I've only seen him at adistance. | asked about meeting him once, because |
was curious, but Clio said it wasimpossible. HeEs lion-shy."

Jannathanked him for his help and punched off. She sat staring at the blank screen. De Garza taught half
daysin the high school summer sesson. The summer semester at Janna's high school in Wichitahad run



from seven o'clock to noon, letting out before the heat of the day made the building unbearable. Perhaps
Shawnee County school officids did the same thing.

She punched the directory button and asked for the Highland Park High School number. It printed
across the screen. She copied it down, returned the phone to the call mode, and put in the number.

"Ms. Clio de Garza," she said to the woman who answered.

The woman that request brought to the phone was a young and attractive Hispanic. "I'm Ms. de Garza.
What may | do for you?"'

Jannaintroduced hersdlf. Something wary came into de Garza's eyes. The woman was a bit lion-shy
hersdlf, it appeared.

"I'm cdlling in reference to the stolen property query you asked Officer Nial Cushman to make.”

The wariness grew more pronounced. "Are those things stolen after all?!

"l don't know. I'm interested in the query because the bank record of an individual involved in acurrent
investigation lists, among other items, the purchase of two novaon suitsfrom Fine Threadsin the
Whitdakes Mdl and a Dyan Pennock doll and child's computer from The Children's Bower, dsoin
Whitel akes™"

The Hispanic woman's face smoothed into the bland mask of rigid control. Her eyes were expressive,
however. They betrayed fear. Janna considered how to proceed. She did not want to frighten the woman

into dlence.

"Please understand that I'm not accusing you of anything, nor am | trying to trgp you, but | must ask you
why you were concerned about identical items.”

"Coincidence, sergeant?' de Garza suggested.

"I doubt it. I'm aware your daughter has anew Dyan Pennock doll. Did your digh friend bring it to her,
and achild's compuiter, too?"

Her eyes narrowed. "I thought Nial wasafriend.”

"He had very little choice but to tell me, Ms. de Garza. | asked the questions and if he hadn't answered
he would have been guilty of obstructing an investigation. Please, thisis very important. Did theitems
comefrom your friend?’

Her hand moved as though wanting to stab the off button. It hovered near the edge of the screen for a
long time, trembling, then dowly lowered. "Y es. The sack said, The Children'sBower' onit." "What

about the novaon suit?' "He .. . was wearing one.”

"Do you know how he happened to come by these things?'

She pressed her fingersto her forehead, rubbing at the creases between her eyes. "He said afriend
bought them for him in return for afavor.”



"Y ou didn't bdlieve him?"

De Garza straightened. "Of course | believed him. We have complete trust in one another. We never lie
to each other.”

"Y et you asked Officer Cushman to seeiif they were stolen.”

"Because—" She sighed. "The other person could have been lying to my friend. I've seen suitslike that in
shop windows. | know how much they cost. And the toyswere expensive, aswdll. | couldn't believe
someone would give them away."

"It might depend on the kind of favor your friend did. Do you happen to know what it was?"

De Garzalooked away. Her fingers went to her mouth, then her forehead, rubbing at the skin between
her eyes. She looked severd shadespder. "Ms. de Garza?' Janna prompted gently. She continued to
look away. "He—"" Her hand went back to her mouth. She spoke through the bars her fingers made
across her lips. "All hewould tell mewasthat it was something illegd "

An dectric shock trickled up Jannas spine. "Do you know who he did the favor for?"
"Hewouldn't say."

From here on the questioning became harder— much harder. "Ms. de Garza," Jannawaited until the
woman was looking at her again before going on. "I'll haveto see your friend and talk to him."

"Oh, no." Her body swayed backward. "He won't let you anywhere near him."

"I haveto talk to him. Surely you can seethat. If he won't agreeto an informal meseting, well haveto
bring himin. Y ou say the two of you trust each other completely. If you arrange ameseting and cometo it
with me, if you assure him that I'm lessinterested in him than in the man he did the favor for, do you think
he might be willing to see me?"

" Are you more interested in the other man than in Ow—my friend?'

"Yes. My businessis hunting wolves, not field mice. Tell your friend | need his hep. Promise him that the
three of uswill bethe only onesthere.”

The woman rubbed her forehead again. "1 don't know. | can trust Niall Cushman because hesa
neighbor, but . . . most of my experiences with the leos haven't been pleasant. I've been arrested Six times
for teaching in unlicensed schools”

Her specid tutoring, no doubt. That was abreak. If de Garzawas adigh sympathizer, it gave Jannaa
chance with her.

"l used to work the Oakland divison. The dighsthere knew me asafriendly lion. Ask some of them
about me. Ask Quicksilver. Cal me back at the Crimes Againgt Persons squad when you've decided you
can trust me and have arranged ameseting with your friend."

De Garzathought it over. "And if | don't call you back?'

" till haveto talk to your friend, one way or another.”



The woman sighed. "I'll seewhat | can do.” As soon as the screen was off, Jannawent to tell Vradel
what she had.

Vradel was doubtful. "I don't like the idea of your going out alone, not even to talk to adigh. If he panics,
we have no way of knowing what he might do."

"I'll have my Colt needier and | can take aK-12 spray capsule. I'll be wearing my ear button.”

"All right." Hisgrunt indicated his consent was againgt his better judgment. "Be careful. Y ou get hurt and
I'll break your arm.”

"Yes gr.”
Helooked past her. "Where's your shadow?"

"Out hunting the street dealer who sold Hazlett or Kellener or whoever thetrick that killed Kellener." His
eyesglinted. "You let him go done?’

What could she say?"Yes." Shetold him about the agreement between them on the Kellener case.

Thelieutenant's comments were more grunts, ending with, ™Y ou're letting hisimagination run away with
you, but | can see holding him back isn't easy. All right, that'sall.” He picked up papers.

Jannareturned to her worktable. A new stack of paperslay there. She sorted through quickly. They
were al reports from Forensics and Pathology. Under the reports was the sheet with the activity list the
watchdog program had located. There were il two itemsto check out. Shelaid the reports aside to
reed later.

Item number one: the group of suits recovered in araid were part of the goods found with afence. She
talked about it with an investigator in Crimes Againgt Property. The Stellar Fashions suits had al born the
store mark of ashop in the Gage Center. She crossed that item off the list.

The suitsfound in Mr. Frederick Weltmann's D-F Kodiac were used clothing. They no longer had store
marksin them. They were, however, items described in aburglary complaint made on July twentieth.
Other itemsin the complaint—a newscanner, amicrofiche viewer, and a holovison sst—were aso found
inthe Kodiac. Mr. Weltmann was currently being held in the county jail on acharge of receiving stolen
property. The fact the suits were old enough for the store marks to have worn off disqualified them from
Jannasinterest. She crossed Mr. Weltmann's suits off her list, too.

Mamachecked in just before noon and threw himsdlf in achair with asigh of disgust. "I've found about
half the dedlers and none of them has ever seen Hazlett, or Kellener—except on the newscanner.” He
closed hiseyes. "Maybe we can find the rest of them this afternoon.” '

"Maybe the computer has a better lead than Street dealers.”

Mama sat up and opened his eyes. He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "What lead?’

Shetold him about de Garza and her digh friend.



He rubbed his hands together in satisfaction. "Nova. When and where are we mesting the digh?”
"She hasn't called back yet. You aren't going in any case.”

He frowned.

"Don't pout, Mama. | made apromise.”

He shrugged.

They spent the afternoon hunting street dealers while Jannalistened to her ear button, waiting for de
Garzascall. They found al but one of the dealers they wanted, for what good it did them. The dedlers
flatly denied selling either Kellener or Hazlett, or Liann Seeton, any trick. They did not recognizethe
names or pictures of any of Kellener's office staff. It was hot, swesty, discouraging work. Jannawas
garting to fed dizzy from the fumes of dcohol and narcoticsfilling the barswhere dl of the deders
seemed to hang out, Janna's ear button murmured, "Indian Thirty, cdl the sation.”

At last! Jannatapped the button. "Indian Thirty, roger.” She dug avending token out of athigh pocket
and headed for the nearest phone.

From the station, Pass-the-Word Morello said, "Y ou had acal from aMs. Clio de Garza. She wants
you to cal her right back at this number." He read it off.

"Thanks." She punched off and fed in another token. She punched the number Morello had given her.

De Garza answered on the first ring. The background behind her suggested she was using the public
phonein abar.

"Will your friend talk to me?" Janna asked.

"I can't find him. I'm in the place he works, but they say he hasn't been here for days. Sergeant, that
worriesme. Owan isavery dependable man. Thisiswhere he eats his med every day. I'm about to go
check hisroom."

The dighwas missng? That set off darmsin Janna, too. "Don't leave yet. Where areyou? I'd like to talk
to the people there.”

"I'm at the Pioneer's Pleasure on East Seventh Street.”

"I know whereitis. Wait for me. I'll beright there."

She had Mama drive her back to the station, where she hung her equipment belt in her locker. It would
hardly do to descend on de Garza and the digh with a Starke dung on her hip. She substituted her little
Colt needier. It was accurate to no more than two meters but was smal enough to carry in athigh
pocket, an ideal off-duty weapon. She put a spray tube of K-12 in the other thigh pocket. She kept her
ear button, then headed for her bicycle.

"Areyou sure you don't want me dong?' Mamaasked.



"Two leos coming down would look like an interrogation team. If | need you, though, I'll whistle." She
pointed to her ear button.

She' found de Garzawaiting for her just insde the door of the Pioneer's Pleasure. "They say Owan hasn't
been in snce Monday."

Jannalooked around. "Exactly who says?"
"Alyn, the bartender.”

Janna headed for the bar. "Hello, Alyn. I'm afriend of Owan. May | ask you afew questions about him?"
Alyn looked her over. "Sure, leo. What do you want to know?"

Leo. Why did people dways smell lion when she waked in the door, no matter what she wore? "When
did you last see Owan?"

"Monday night, like told the other woman. He was supposed to work until the club closed but he got
someone to comein for him about nine thirty and heleft. He said he'd bein at the usud time Tuesday but
he never showed up. He ran the dishcleaning machine. The manager was pissed about having to find a
ubdtitute at the last minute, too, I'll tell you.”

The digh disappeared the day Kellener's body was discovered. Could there be alink?"Tell me, did he
work Saturday night?' The answer to that might help establish if the digh were somehow tied to the night
Kellener died.

"No, hedidn't work al day Saturday."

"Wasit aregular day off?"

"Day off?" Alyn shook hishead. "Owan dmost never took aday off."

"Then it was unusua for him to be gone Saturday and leave early Monday?'

"Likesnow in duly."

The smdl of lion meat was strong in Janna's nose. Somehow the digh wasinvolved in Kellener's death.
He had been free the night Kellener died and he had items charged to Hazlett's bank account. He had
exhibited unusual behavior on two separate days, both days important in the case.

"Do you have any ideawhy heleft early Monday night?’

The bartender shook his head. "He made a phone cdl late in the afternoon. After that he said he had to
leave and would find someoneto cover the last few hoursfor him."

"Do you know who he called?'
"No. It seemed to cam him down, though. He'd been spooky until then.”

Spooky? "' From the time he came to work?"



"Not that early. He wasfine when he camein. Thefool had afancy new blue suit and went daydreaming
around like hewasin aworld of hisown. He didn't go nervy until | called him up to the bar to see that
news story about the guy who died.”

Her nerve endings buzzed. She kept her voiceleve. "Guy who died?’

"The colonid contractor who was found dead in his office. The news interviewed his partner. Strange
thing; he was the spit of Owan. | called Owan up to see. Y ou'd have thought Owan had seen aghogt, he
went so pale. Everyone has a double somewhere, they say, but | supposeit can be abit of ashock
mesting yours"

Jannawanted to whoop in triumph. Shefet de Garzalooking at her. She thanked the bartender camly
instead and walked fast for the door.

De Garzafollowed. "What isit you think Owan's done? He's a gentle man. Held never kill anyone. He
told methat what he wasinvolved in wasn't serious.”

"I don't believe your friend killed anyone.” He would not have panicked seeing Hazl et on the newscanner

if he had been knowingly involved in thekilling. "But it looks now asif he may beinvolved inthe
fraudulent use of a Scib Card. Now we need to check out where he lives."

De Garzasface closed. "'l don't want to get himin trouble.”

Janna snapped, "Taking to him isthe only way | can keep him out of trouble. I told you, I'm hunting a
wolf, not fild mice."

Asmuch asit pained her to admit it, it looked more and more asif that lunatic Mamawasright. She
wanted to establish a definite connection between Hazlett and Owan before she laid thisin front of
Vradel and the rest of the squad, though.

"| didn't get the reputation of being afriendly lion by strgpping dighs.”

De Garzadebated, her facein atense grimace. Findly: "All right. I'll take you there."

She drove her runabout and Jannafollowed by bicycle to a seedy apartment complex on the southern
edge of the Oakland area. De Garza showed her to a* room in acorner of the basement in the main
building. There was no reply to their knock.

"He may not be here. | didn't see his bike outside.”

Jannalooked around the building until she found the manager. "Do you know where Owan is?'

The manager had no idea. "I haven't seen him since Monday. I'm about ready to rent hisroom to
someone ese. If hewon't do the handiwork, he hasn't earned the space.”

Another kind-hearted benefactor of dithyfolk. Jannakept her face expressionless. "Do you have akey to
hisroom?'

Shedid. After some persuasion and alook at Janna's badge, she gaveit to them. "What kind of troubleis
hein?'



"No trouble,”" Janna said. She was not giving the manager an excuse to throw the digh out. "Wethink he's
the missing heir to the fortune of awestern Kansas land baron. We're looking for proof of it."

They left the manager staring wide-eyed after them.

Janna unlocked the door. The room was small, little more than acell, with only one window highin the
wall, and abed, desk, and dresser that would have been spurned in a prison.

De Garzalooked around, shuddering. "1 don't know why he couldn't bring himsdlf to be idented. Imagine
living likethisdl your life

Janna preferred not to imagineit. She opened the closet. There were only three suitsin it. Two were
what she expected in adigh's closet, aworn pioneer style shirt and trousers and a near-new but cheaply
made jumpsuit. Thethird suit was the novaon jumpsuit glowing in yelow glory.

"That's the one he wore Sunday.”

The bartender at the Pioneer's Pleasure said Owan had worn a blue suit Monday. Hazlett's purchase
record showed two suits of identical price. One yellow and one blue, perhaps?

Sheriffled through the desk. There was nothing in it but paper and writing instruments. The wastebasket,
however, had athick layer of small paper scrapsin the bottom. Janna picked out several larger pieces.
Both sdes of each bore writing, but no more than one or two letters each, too little to tell what had been
written. One piece had aclear ge. On another was 2.

"Isit dl right for you to do this without a search warrant?' de Garza asked.

"Technicdly, it'strespassing. Owan can raise hdll if he catches us here." She dropped the pieces of paper
back in the wastebasket. "But I'm not acting as a police officer," she said righteoudy. "I'm a concerned
friend." She opened the top drawer of the dresser. Lying on the few pair of socksinsde werean
envelope of the type sold by the hundreds, asmall plastic tube of glue, awhite card signed with Jorge
Hazlett's signature, and a 2-D photograph of Hazlett, |ooking surprised.

"That looks amost like Owan, except Owan's hair used to be longer and tied back. Now his hair looks
likethat," de Garzasaid.

Jannareturned the photograph to the drawer. Ask and ye shall receive. She had her connection between
the two men. It was enough, anyway, to take to Vradel. She drew along, dow breath and closed the
drawer. "Let'sgo.”

She locked the room and returned the key to the manager. She could see the avid questionsin the
woman's eyes but only gave her acard. "Cal me when Owan comes back, please.”

If he came back. He could have been encouraged to take along vacation out of town.

"I'd likeyou to call me, too, if you see him, Ms. de Garza," shetold the Hispanic woman asthey |eft the
building.

De Garzasghed. "l fed guilty about this. | hope I've done theright thing."



Without her Jannamight never have discovered the possible bank record deception. "Y ou've done the
right thing." She watched de Garza.climb into her runabout. "Y ou said Owan has abicycle. Will you
describeit for me? What make and yeer isit?'

"No make or year. He built it himsalf out of Gitane and Antonioni parts, | think. He used towork at a
bicycle shop. It's aten-speed with dropped handlebars, painted gray and black. Owan said they were
good colorsfor adigh.”

"It isn't registered and licensed, | suppose.”
"Yes, asamatter of fact, itis... to me, but | don't remember the number.”
"l canlook it up. Thank you."

Jannalet her go and swung onto her own bicycle, but rather than go back to the station, she rode north
to Seward Street, to the Oakland division police station.

Chapter 11

It was like dropping three years out of her life. Stepping off her bicyclein front of the old Sacred Heart
Schoal, Janna felt asif she had never been away. Like cdling the division station the Sacred Heart
School. Even that came back like reflex. The concrete plague on the front of the building had said
Oakland Division Police Sation for over fifty years but everyonein the divison, leos and residents
dike, dill caled it by itsformer name. The old building, bricks turned from red to black by time and
grime, clung to itsidentity so tenacioudy, it even affected the local dang. Around Oakland, going to work
or bringing someonein was "going to schoal.”

She climbed the concrete stepsworn to asag in the middle by generations of children'sand leo'sfest.
Her own feet remembered every step. She waked in past empty wall niches and thought, once more, of

the irony of abankrupt church school sold for taxes becoming a police station. Its convent, perhapsless
ironicaly, was now the cdll block.

It was not likelosing the years, she decided after dl; it was more like coming home. Sergeant Paul Davila
was gill the day desk officer. An old warmth woke in her at the sght of him.

"Hello, Paolo."

His head snapped up from his paperwork. His dark eyeslighted. "Welcome back, chiquita. Areyou
homesick for the war zone or just come dumming to wave your Investigator 11 promotion around?"

"Perhaps| cameto seeyou.”
He shook hishead. "Don't tease, querida. The Phoenix isamythica bird."
"Sorry. | need aman picked up.”

He handed her aform and tilted his head around so he could read while shewrote. A digh? That'll make
it harder. What's the charge?'

"He'sawitnessin ahomicide case. Make thisan APB, will you, and stressthat | need him just asfast as



possible? | know the watch doesn't have anything elseto do.”

Paul grinned. "We appreciate your efforts to keep us from being bored. Anything else | can do for you?'

Histone remained light, casual, but something serious touched his eyes. They looked squardly at each
other, and for amoment Janna felt that in the midst of the people streaming around them and the
incessant buzzing of telephones, they were done. Wistful regret lay between them, and ghosts of
might-have-beens. Have you changed? she wanted to ask, or do you still insist the only proper
relationship isin a sacramental marriage?

Then someone a the far end of the desk called, "Davila," and Paul turned to reply to the officer's request.
The moment was gone. When he came back to her, shesaid, "I could use a phone with privacy."

"Thelieutenant's out at the moment. Y ou can use his office."

She stepped around the corner to what had probably been one of the school administration offices long
ago. She punched the Crimes Against Persons number into the phone. Maro Desch answered. "L et me
speak to Vradd," Jannasaid. "I'll get him."

Lieutenant VVradel came onto the screen with raised brows. "What have you found, Brill?"

Asconcisdaly as possible, shetold him about her conversation with the bartender in the Pioneer's Pleasure
and what she had found in Owan'sroom. Vradel listened in silence, but as she talked, hisface became
granite and he started chewing his mustache. When she finished, he sat a minute, mustache twitching,
before he spoke. "Have you put out a pick-up order on thisdigh?’

nY%’ S'r.n
"Where are you now?"

"The Sacred—the Oakland divison gation. | thought 1'd visit some of the digh hangouts | know and talk
to afew old friends. They may be able to find Owan faster than our people.”

"If they will." He Sighed. "I'd better call Kolb and have him postpone the inquest tomorrow. Why are you
grimecing, Brill ?'

"Sir, if we do that, it may dert Hazlett. Right now he must think hisdibi is perfect. HEll be relaxed.”

"Until wetak to the digh, we'd better think of hisalibi as perfect, too." Vradel chewed on one end of his
mustache. "'Y ou're right about making him suspicious, but we can't very well |et the inquest go ahead and
risk having thejury return averdict of suicide.”

Jannawas thinking hard. What could delay an inquest that would not darm Hazlett? A witness not able
to be there was one possibility, but none so far were vital enough to delay the inquest for. "Lieutenant,
what if we had astreet dealer who said he'd sold someonein the firm some trick? We could ask for a
delay while we checked out his story."

"Y ou don't think that will darm Hazlett?'



"It might cause him anxiety, but it won't seem that we're after him specificaly. Thereis. dwaysthe bank
record to protect him."

"All right. Well handleit that way. Good luck hunting the digh." He paused amoment. "What | said
about being careful goes double now."

She amiled. "Yes, Sr. Thank you."

She punched off and sat for severa minutes mentaly reviewing the digh hangouts she remembered,
planning her route. She hoped they were ill there. Like jobs and living quarters, recreation locations
were ephemerd thingsin dithyland. Three yearswasalong time.

She went back to the desk. "Thanks for the use of the phone.”
He nodded. "I suppose you're going to rush off now. Stay long enough for a cup of caff, why don't you?"

"So we can gir the ashes? | thought you don't believe in the Phoenix.”
"I believein friendship. Let me buy you dinner some night.”
"That would be nice." She blew him akiss as she left.

She came down the steps in long bounds and swung. onto her bike. There was one place she was sure
would not have changed. The Buenas Noches wasjust down the street from the station, on the edge of
Oakland's shopping digtrict. It had been afavorite locd bar for three generations and would probably till
be serving on doomsday. The Santos family owned it. Jesus Santos, grandson of the origina buyer, ran it
now. Jesusran it clean, with some gambling tables and afew girlsand boys upgtairs, al properly licensed
and al closed for business by three am. Jesus deviated only in that he took barter, not just bankcredit.
That way even locds on government food and housing coupons could entertain themsalves. Slighs could,
too.

She rode down the street, steering between the potholes and trash. From the outside, neither the faded
|ettering on the windows nor the begrimed, fly-specked windows of the bar seemed to have changed
since she used to patrol past here. Stepping inside, she found the place had not changed, either. The
wall-mounted phone near the door till had a smashed screen. The floor was il thick with peanut shells.
Narcotic haze hung heavy and bluein the dimly-lighted air. A holo player cast awesk image of a
jivagueme band at the far end, playing their music on the lower threshold of perception.

The music was current, though, she noticed. It grabbed her by her biorhythms. Its flutes sang in her blood
and the beat pulled her pulseinto time with it. It made her want to move into the middle of the floor with
the two or three people aready there and dance until she folded.

Two men in earnest head-to-head conversation at atable near the door looked up as she camein. They
both stiffened, then leaned back casudly and pretended to listen to the music. Jannarecognized them for
street dedlers. She knew they recognized her, too, from the time she had worked Vice.

"Still cutting your junk with rat poison, Hilding?" she asked as she passed them.

The street dealer sneered, but as soon as she was past, stood and scuttled out. She hoped she had
spoiled atransaction.



Jesus sster Dolores was tending bar. Janna ordered iced tea and turned around so she could lean her
back to the bar while she looked around. The bar was almost empty. Most of the patrons would not
begin coming in until after Sx.

Dolores brought her tea. She paid for it and carried it to atable with agood view of the door. For the
next two hours she sat Sipping and listening to the music of the player. Gradualy the room started to fill.
Some of the faces she knew. They returned her gaze with a smile or a sneer. She heard a couple of
miaows after people had passed and were behind her.

Oneman cdled, "Hey, kitty."

Sheignored the taunt and let her eyes dide past the citizens, she needed dighs. The severa who camein
all sat at the far back. As she expected, most were strangers. There were three who had been friends,
though. One of them was Quickslver, sdlow and thin as ever. Quickslver was something of ahero
among dighs. He had run a school for fifteen years and never once had it raided.

She caught his eye and beckoned to him. He unfolded himself from his chair and made hisway toward
her, shuffle-walking in time to the music. She was pleased to note he did not hurry. Most dighscameto a
leo in cringing-dog eagerness, if they had to come, in order not to take the chance of irritating the lion.

Quicksilver nodded. "Buenas noches. | wastalking to someone about you just today, aMs. Clio de
Garza" He paused. "l gave you arecommendation.”

"| gppreciateit. Q, I'm calling in favorstonight.” His browswent up. "I owe for the warnings you passed
on school raids. Y ou hunting?”

"Not redlly. One of your peopleisawitness | need. Hisnameis Owan. Late forties, ahundred
seventy-five centimeters, medium build, brown hair graying at the temples, worn tied back or inalion's
mane, brown eyes. He may be wearing ablue jumpsuit of novaon.”

Quickslver pursed hislips. "Fine seams. It'sabig favor, hunting one of my own, leo."

"l don't want to strap him, just talk to him. Have | ever lied to you before?' She made her voice velvet.

The digh'ssmilewasthin. "Not that | ever learned. All right. I'll take you around. Most of the places have
changed since you moved downtown." She nodded.

"Let metell my friends over there that I'm going. | don't want them to worry about me."

Janna went on outside. Her head-was spinning from the narcotic smoke and her body pulsed to the
jivagueme rhythm. She leaned againgt awall, breathing dowly, waiting for the reverberaionsin her bones
to fade.

Quickslver came out of the Buenas Noches. He eyed her. "The people who know you aren't going to
run away, but there are new people who will take one look and fade into the woodwork. Isthere
something you can do to make yourself ook lesslikealion?!

"I don't want anyoneto think I'm trying to fool them. | have nothing to hide. | just want to talk to a
witness.”



"All right. Well go asyou are

Quickslver had no bicycle. Jannawaked beside him, pushing hers. They passed a 24-hour market.
"Y ou don't it around in the back of that place anymore?

He shook his head. "There's anew owner who no es simpatico."

They continued walking. On down Seward he went around the back of alittle cafe and rapped on the
rear door. A woman opened it and looked out.

She stared hard at Janna. "A friend of yours?' When QuicksIver vouched for Janna, the woman let them
in. They found themsdlvesin the cafe's smoky little kitchen. It had no dishcleaning machine, just asink. A
man she remembered vaguely was up to his elbowsin water and suds. Around atable near the Sink sat
half adozen more dighs, playing cards and talking to the dishwasher. Conversation stopped with the
suddenness of acut throat as Janna and Quicksilver walked in. Everyone stared at Janna.

"Davo," QuicksIver said to the dishwasher, "you remember Sergeant Brill. She caught your kid snatching
inthe Tiggy store and et him go with awarning.”

The dishwasher nodded. Some of the wariness faded from his eyes. "What can | do for you, sergeant?"
"Forget rank; I'm off duty.”

"One of our peopleisawitness she needs. She promises no trouble for him; she just wantsto talk to him.
He's named Owan." He gave them Owan's decription. "Anyone know him?”

The entire group shook their heads. "Never heard of adigh like that. Where would one of usget a
novaon suit?"

"Pay for ajob," Jannasaid.
"No one gives dighsthat kind of job."
Across the table from the woman who spoke, aman stiffened. His eyesfixed hard on hiscards. "Arewe

playing or talking?' He spun asquare of plagtic into the middle of the table.

Quicksilver moved toward the door. "L et's go." Outside, Jannalooked back toward the door and
sighed. "I don't know that they would have told meif they had seen Owan."

"Y ou've been away along time, dithytime, leo.”

"Y ou're sure you've never heard of Owan?"

Quickslver shook hishead. "I know his girlfriend from her teaching. That'sdl. We aren't an organized
underground. Y ou ought to know that. Organizations eventualy attract officia notice and welike to avoid
being seen, We're mogtly littleidands unto ourselves, clumping together when wefind other friendly
idands, then drifting off alone again. Come on, there are other peopleto see”

Theidands clumped in the kitchens of cafes, in the dimmer recesses of afew bars, and on the grass of
parks. There were children in the groupingsin parks. They played, running and shouting, while their



parents listened to Quicksilver ask about Owan. Say what he would about dighs drifting aone, most of
them knew and respected the sallow Quickslver. It was one of the reasons Janna had cultivated him
when she worked down here. The other dighstaked to him even when it was obvious they did not care
to say anything in Jannas presence.

As she had times meeting dighs before, Janna noticed that eating was not part of digh social contactsasit
wasintherest of society. They talked, they sang, they complained or argued; but they never ate together.
People living on the bare subsistence level did not have food enough to useit socidly. Even the bar
groups were few, and fewer of them were drinking anything but water. There was more likely to be food
in the cafes, wherethe "hogt” digh could fed freeto offer something belonging to the boss.

They found afew dighswho knew Owan. "He's aquiet, hard-working man. What do you want him for,
leo?" wasthe usud reaction.

Her indstence that she only wanted to talk to him, that he was awitness, was received skeptically. Even
the people who knew Owan had not seen him recently. The most recent anyone remembered was
Thursday or Friday.

After sopping in the parks, Quicksiver started on rounds of homes. He would not et Janna come in with
him, but inssted on going in done a each stop. "They'd never forgive meif | brought you in.”

Homes were too personal to show to even afriendly lion. Janna had been in afew dighs houses before,
though. They made Owan'sroom look paatid. Most squatted in empty houses, with virtualy no
furniture, usudly with no ectricity or running water. Janna could not understand how they preferred that
abject poverty to having their names and life facts recorded in afew computers. It wasinsane.

At one stop Janna could hear the people insde arguing hotly. Why, shefailed to understand. As nearly as
she could determine, everyonein it was on the same Side.

Quicksilver appeared at the door and beckoned to Janna. She went down the stepsinto the dim,
candldlit basement. The room was as bare as she expected, but it was pleasantly cool. The debaters
werein acorner. The digh Quickslver wanted her to see was across the room in abasket chair, athin
man, bent and twisted into crippled immobility, most likely by a childhood disease like poliomyditisthat a
citizen's child would have been immunized againgt. His eyeswere bruised circles.

"l saw Owan Friday evening. He came by for afew minutes after he finished work. He was excited and
nervous about something.”

Jannasaid, "Did he say anything about where he was going or what he was going to be doing?"

"No. Hed only say that the thing he was going to do would earn him enough to start saving for ashare.”
Jannadid not need to ask what share. If dighs had another favorite topic besides how unfair the
government was, it was talking about the imagined paradise of acolony world. The dream of amost
every digh she knew was to somehow, miraculoudly, come into enough property to tradein for acolonia

share.

Janna asked afew more questions, but the bruise-eyed man had no answersfor them. Sheleft. The
group in the corner never noticed her coming or leaving.

None of the callsthey made after that provided any more information. Finally Quicksiver said, "Everyone



will be going to bed soon. We dl have to work tomorrow, and most of us haveto start early. I'll keep
asking, and if | hear something, I'll let you know."

He began fading into the shadows of the Street even as she thanked him.

Janna swung on her bike and started pedaing for home. She was disappointed not to have found Owan,
but not surprised. If Owan had put things together after hearing about Hazlett's partner, and if held
panicked, he was hardly likely to be walking around sociaizing. The abandoned houses and stores all
over the Oakland area afforded countless hiding places, if Owan were ill intown. 1t would take awhile
to check themall.

She found a public phone with working sound and caled the Capital divison station. No messages had
comein to the Crimes Against Persons squadroom for her from either Owan'slandlady or Clio de Garza.
She was about to remount her bike when awatchcar drifted to astop and hovered beside her.
"Let'sseeyour card, bibi."

Thevoice wasafamiliar one. Sheturned, grinning, to face RinaHallard and Moses Kobuzky. " So you
two are dtill on the street together. 1'd have thought that by thistime the brasswould have learned they
need at least one officer in ateam who can see out over the dash of the car.”

Hallard and Kobuzky were the two shortest leosin the division.

Hallard regarded her coldly. "Y our wit hasn't improved abit being downtown. For your information,
they've issued ustoddler seatsto use, so both of us can see out of the car now."

"Have either of you seenthe digh | issued the APB for?!

They shook their heads. "No."

"Give us something easy, like aneedlein ahaystack."

"Y ou can ride with us and help search derdlict housesif you like."

Janna eyed the rear compartment. "Not unlessyou let meridein front, too."

"I don't know what your objection is. Only two winos have thrown up iniit tonight,” Hallard said.
"Three," Kobuzky corrected.

"Shewasn't awino; shewas aulysses.”

"Deails, details."

Theair from the fansfelt hot againgt Janna's ankles. She moved the bike alittle farther from the watchcar.
"What gtreet did you havein mind?"

"How about afew blocks of Jacquot? There can't be more than forty empties along there.”

Thaose crumbling houses, a night, in this heat? They were probably joking. She was not about to bite on



oneof their stunts. "I'll pass. | think I'll go home. I've given the company more than its share of my time
today."

She did turn the bike down Jacquot on her way, though. She looked at the housesin passing, when she
could spare the time from steering around holes and weeds. Some of them would make good hiding
places. For that matter, so would the houses a ong a dozen other sireets.

She passed a boarded-up corner building that had once been a 24-hour shopper when she worked the
area. So that place was gone now, too. Had the owner, afriendly man who aways had free tea and caff
for leos, made enough to buy the sharein the colony ship, as he was dways talking about doing—or had
he been robbed so often he just gave up and closed?

Everyone wanted to go out to a colony, it seemed. Only some of them would ever manage the price. She
sghed. Shewas being given the chance to buy ashare. She could leave this jungle any time she wanted.

She would even have friends waiting for her when she arrived on the new world. Might she be smart to
grab the opportunity?

She must decide just as soon as this case was wrapped up. This case. What a headache. She rode home
thinking about it. It bothered her that not only had no one admitted to seeing Owan since Saturday, no
one appeared to be lying when they said they had not seen him. No one she had talked to seemed to be

helping hide him. He might have left town, of course. On the other hand, something worse might have
happened. A man who would kill once could certainly kill again.

Janna sucked her lower lip. She hoped they found Owan soon, and found him in good health.

Chapter 12

Janna appeared in the squadroom early to write up her reports on the evening'swork beforerollcal. As
she talked into the dictyper's mike, the machine's laser mechanism silently printed her words onto the
report form.

Mamabanged in as she wasfinishing. "Theres anotice on the M.E.'s hearing room. Kellener'sinquest
has been postponed pending new evidence."

Janna pulled the report out of the dictyper. "That'sright.”

"What new evidence? What have | missed?"

"Nothing. Were just buying time by telling people we have the dealer who sold the trick used.”
Hiseyeslighted behind his glasses. "Buying time?

Then thereredly isnew evidence. What did that digh tdll you yesterday?!

"I didn't see him." She handed her reportsto Morello.

He handed her another in return. "This camein late yesterday afternoon.”

She glanced throughit. It was from Forensics, the handwriting analyss on the Sgnatures. The discussion

of dant and loops and stroke pressure was going to take close reading to determine what the report was
actudly saying. She dropped the report on her table to read later.



Theroallcal room wasfilling with the day watch. The investigatorslounged in the chairs, yawning and
exchanging friendly insults. Some held cups of caff and tea. Vradd walked in asthe wall chrono reed:
8:00. Conversation and the scraping of chairsdied away.

Vradel nodded at them. "Good morning, leos."
"Roar," someonein the back said.

Vradd studied the notesin his hands. "It was anight of fun and games, asusud. You may dl takea
moment to mourn the passing of that illustrious fence Jet Horlas."

Therewas light applause.

"Some unhappy supplier or customer helped Jet beat the heat by ventilating him with aknife. Too bad we
can't award amedd."

Thelist went on. It waslong. It dwayswasin extended periods of hot weather. Jannatook notes, but
scarcely paid attention to what she heard or wrote. Her mind was busy trying to think of placesadigh
might hide, or something that might flush him out. Surely adigh in anovaon suit would be acombination
easy to notice. There was the possibility, of course, that in the suit, Owan would no longer look like a
digh.

"Here'sabeauty,” Vrade said. "Last night three pedestrians had legs broken just below the knees where
they were struck by the airfoil skirt of alate-mode red Hitachi Bonsai. The runabout was reportedly

driven by a Caucasan female. She didn't stop, of course. In fact, she missed the third victim on her first
try and had to come back for asecond run at him. Let'sfind thishibi.

"The wesather report for today is continued hot with temperaturesin the mid to upper thirties. Thereésa
chance of cooling and showerstonight. Keep your fingers crossed. All right, let's sail. Brill and Maxwell,
I'll sseyouinmy office.

He strode out of the rollcall room. The rest of the squad followed.

Mordlo said, "Cadl for you, lieutenant.”

"I'll takeitinmy office”

Jannaand Mamafollowed him into his office and closed the door behind them.

The caller was Liann Seaton. " Someone from the medica examiner's office caled mejust now and said
Andy'sinquest has been postponed. Something about new evidence. Will this help prove my husband
didntkill himsdf?"

Vradel did not ook directly at the screen. "We don't know, maam.”

"Well, | fed confident that this new witness or evidence will not only show Andy didn't kill himsdlf, but
clear him of the charge he was responsible for these poor people on the Invictus. Thank you,
lieutenant.”



The screen went blank.

Mamasighed. "I envy that Kellener. None of my wives ever had that kind of faithin me."
Vrade glanced up a him. "They didn't? Strange. Don't Sart rearranging my desk, Maxwell.”
Mamajerked back the hand that had started to reach for an untidy stack of papers on one corner.

Vradd looked at Janna. "Have you told him about the digh?”

The phone buzzed. It buzzed only once. A moment later Morello stuck his head into the office. "It'sfor
Brill."

She punched the button. Jorge Hazlett'simage appeared on the screen. She hid her surprise. "Yes, Sr?”’
"The medica examiner's office called. It istrue the inquest has been postponed?!

Janna kept her face expressionless. Thetrick wasto keep him from learning she suspected him. "Yes,
Mr. Hazlett. We have awitness who may be able to help uslocate the source of the trick that killed your

partner.”

Jorge felt a hot-cold wash of excitement and fear. Had Serena suddenly remembered the drug he took
away from her? Had she told someone e se? The game was becoming more serious—more serious and
consequently more worth playing. That she-lion was so careful to keep expression off her face it must
mean she thought they had something important. Still, whatever they had, it should not serioudy be able
to implicate him. He still had his bank record dibi.

"I'm glad to hear that, sergeant. Good luck with the witness." He could not keep the mocking note out of
his voice. Hewondered if she noticed it.

Janna noticed. She punched off with astab of her finger and scowled at the blank screen. "That bastard
islaughing & us, lieutenant.”

Mama gtiffened. His head snapped toward her. He pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Hey, bibi, doesthis
mean—"

"It means," Vrade said, "that we're exploring the possibility that Hazlett somehow used the bank records
to build himsdf an dibi. And if you let loose that whoop | seein your eyes, Maxwdl, you won't have a
day off for sx months."

Mamadropped into achair and sat with fingerslaced tightly together. "So you redize I'm right.”

Vradd'seyesglinted icily. "We have evidence to that effect now, yes. Note that, Maxwdll. . . evidence.”
Hetold Mamawhat they had.

Mama's mouth kept opening, asif he had comments, but Vradd did not give him time to spesk. "Just
listen, Maxwell. Y ou had an inspiration, or made alucky guess. It wouldn't mean athing without factsto
support it. We have some facts now. Unfortunately we need more." He picked up his pencil and started
sketching on hismemo pad. "'l want to know how Hazlett found himsdlf adouble. If hedid it, so can
others.



Think what that will do to the reliability of bank records as evidence of wheregbouts."

Janna had aworse thought. What if others aready had? There was no way ever to find out. It made her
fed dizzy and insecure. Hopefully, she suggested, "Maybe the two of them have known each other for
years.”

"We can dways hope. If they have, some of Hazlett's other friends must be aware of it. Tak to them.”

"Except,” Mamasad, "that Hazlett's a chess player. He thinks along way ahead. If he thought he might
use the digh thisway some day, he would probably have kept the acquaintance a secret.”

Vradd frowned. "Can't you contain that imagination for awhile? In any case, if what that digh in Oakland
had to say about Owan's behavior Friday is correct, Hazlett set everything up then. Check out hiscalls
for that day. Find out everywhere he went and everyone he saw." He stopped sketching and toyed with
the pencil. "This scaresthe hdll out of me. Investigation can be hard enough without having one of our
best information sources taken away from us. So until thisis settled, until we know for certain whether
Hazlett did or did not use a double—and how he managed it— I'm taking you off al other casawork.
Live, eat, and deep with this. Bring me back irrefutable evidence. Pretend I'm the D.A. and make me a
casethat will look so good in court, I'll be sure to be redlected in November." He laid down the pencil
and picked up some papers.

It was obvioudy adismissa. Jannaand Mamafiled out. It gave her great satisfaction to pick up the
complaint sheets from her worktable and return them to Pass-the-Word Morello. Then the two of them
headed for the garage.

"Wedon't need it for court, but it would be nice to establish agood motive for killing Kellener," Janna
sad.

"We have one, bibi. Hazlett killed him to put the blame for the Invictus and the other frauds on him."
"Y ou're forgetting the papers weren't sgned by Hazlett.”
"Hazlett could have forged them so they'd look like Kelener did it."

She stopped to Sare at him. "Forged his own signature to look like someone else was forging his? That's
pretty complex. Onetime | might be able to believe, but those records go back amost twenty years."

"| told you chess playersthink along way ahead. | think complexity ought to be expected, too."

She snorted and walked on. "WEell see what the handwriting people in Forensics have to say about the
sgnatures. | say your ideaistoo complex. Thisisred life, not aholo-v program.”

"All right, well just see what the handwriting experts do haveto say, but wouldn't you think that in twenty
years, Kellener would have learned to forge his partner's sgnature better?!

They had dmost reached the garage when she remembered that the handwriting anadysiswaslying on
their table right now. She would have to be sureto read it when they returned.

The Santa Fe Building was thefirst stop. Riding up in the devator, Mamasaid, "L et's have a'chat with
Hazlett. Let's ask him what he's done with everything he bought Saturday night, and see what he says.”



Jannadghed. "Let'snot. I'd dill like to avoid making him aware hisdibi isn't as secure ashe thinks."

"He's going to wonder when that prettyboy receptionist of histells him we wanted to know al the cals
and al the vistshe made on Friday."

She sucked her lower lip. Mama did have a point. She considered how to get around it. Therewasa
way. She asked the receptionist for al Kellener's calls between Wednesday and Saturday .

She did not have time to warn Mama ahead of time, but if he were startled by her request, he hid it well.
He added, "If he left the office during working hours, we'd like to know where he went, too."

"I have the phonelog, but you'll have to ask Mr. Peddicord about meetings.”

The receptionist pulled the log book from under his desk. In it were pasted strips of tape from the
phone's automeatic logging attachment that recorded al numbers called through this phone the previous
week. On afacing page were listed incoming calls. The outgoing calls did not differentiate between
calers, smply listed every number called. Jannawrote down the numbersfor Friday. Then shehad a
thought. The news about the Invictus came Wednesday. She wrote down Wednesday's and Thursday's
numbers, too. Theincoming calls were differentiated so she could list only those coming in to Hazlett.

"Robert, close that book," a crisp voice said. Janna quickly copied down the last number before thelog
snapped shut, then looked around at the thin secretary. " Good morning, Mr. Peddicord.”

"Y ou will be good enough to obtain awarrant before trying to look at any more of our records. Y ou
won't find uswillingly helping you and that government agent make Mr. Kdlener into avillain."

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Hey, jon, were not trying to make anyone avillain; were just
gathering evidence."

Peddicord switched hisicy stareto Mama. "Isthat so? Agent Talous made his position quite clear. HE's
passed judgment and all he wantsis enough evidence to convince ahearing committee of hisopinion.”

"Wadl, we aren't Department of Justice agents and we aren't working for—"

Janna stepped between them. "We're doing our best to beimpartia, Mr. Peddicord. It might help if we
wereto know al Mr. Kellener's movements the four days before he died.”

"I've had to tell Agent Talous. Ask him." He swung on histoe and marched out of the reception room.
They heard hisdoor shut firmly.
Thereceptionist smiled in apology. "Mr. Peddicord worshiped Mr. Kdllener."

Jannanodded. There were severa people who had, apparently. "What about Mr. Hazlett's meetings on
Friday? May we speak to his secretary?’

"Ms. Abram isn't here today, but | can tell you that Mr. Hazlett had just two meetings on Friday, both
with dients”

"Did he leave the office at any time during the day?"



"Y es, once for lunch and once about two o'clock."

"Was he gonelong?'

"About haf an hour, | think. He was back in plenty of timefor histhree o'clock appointment.”
"Do you have any ideawhere he went?'

"He waked some clientsto the elevator. They kept him there answering more questions.” The
receptionist smiled. "He acted out the more comica partsfor us when he got back. He'savery good
mimic, you know."

Janna thanked him and they went back to the car.

"He could have been setting up Saturday with the digh in that haf hour,” Mamasaid. "He could have just
said he wastaking to the clients when he was actually using the public phones downgtairsto cal the
Pioneer's Pleasure.”

That was adistinct possibility. They needed to ask the Pioneer's Pleasure's bartender if Owan had taken
acdl Friday afternoon. "But will you do me afavor, Mama? After this, if you can't say something polite,
act strong and silent. Y ou didn't help the department's public relations any by that scene with Peddicord.”

"Am | supposed to let him be abusive? Y ou'd think Kellener was a saint we were trying to accuse of
being inleague with the devil "

Who wasto say Andrew Kdlener might not be as close as mortas came to sainthood? Therewerea
few genuindy fine peoplein theworld, Not everyone was a deek or atoad, though it did seem that the
few nice people she met were always victims of the normal representatives of society. Wim and Kellener
had been victimized by the deeks, and though she knew little about the digh Owan, from hisgirlfriend's
regard for him, Jannathought he was probably another nice jon used destructively. Thinking about the
class of people she usudly saw, she could understand why Wim wanted to go off to anew world.
Maybe the good people would be in the mgority in the colonies.

They headed back for the squadroom. There they divided the call 1og between them, then they arted
the phone work.

"Thisis Sergeant Janna Brill of the Shawnee County Police. Y ou received acall from Hazlett and
Kélener, Colonia Contractors, on Wednesday, July twenty-seventh. May | inquire the nature of that
cal, please?' She repeated the message over and over, varying only the day of the cdl. Usudly she
received aprompt reply. The call wasto arrange for colonia supplies, or to set up medica examination
for colonistswho wereto travel in the degper sections of their ship. One call Wednesday wasto aclub
meaking dinner reservations for two on Friday evening.

"Did you see Mr. Hazlett when he came in that evening?”'

"No, but the book is marked reservation used."

"Would there be any way to learn who his companion was?"

"l suggest you ask Mr. Hazlett, sergeant.” If Hazlett had comein with a double, someword of it would



have spread around. She redlly doubted Hazlett would have allowed himself to be seen in public with a
double, but the question had been worth trying.

The newscanner murmured a public service announcement, urging citizensto buy drugs only from
licensed drug stores. " Street drugs are cheaper, but they are not government-inspected. They can be
contaminated or below quality."

Janna caled the next number. A handsome afroam woman answered. "Lambeth Rentals."

Jannaintroduced hersalf. She asked her question. The woman replied, "1 didn't get acall from Hazlett
and Kdllener as such. Jorgie called me, though.”

"May | ask why? Thismay be relevant to an investigation were conducting.”

"Into why his partner died? | don't think this has anything to do with that. Jorgie and | arefriends. It was
justasocid cal.”

"And your name, please?'
"CollaHayden."
"What did you talk about, Ms. Hayden?'

Hayden looked surprised. "On asocid cal? Nothing in particular. We traded sexua innuendos and
chatted about some of my past parties.”

He had called her up a work in the middle of the day just for that? It rang darmsin Jannas head. "He
didn't have areason for cdling you?"

"No." Shefrowned. "Isthere something wrong with that?"

Y es, Janna thought. As Mamawould no doubt have expressed it ... it smelled wrong. "No, | suppose
not. Does he often cdl like that?"

"Not often." Hayden's reply was short.

Jannatried to think of a question whose answer might explain the incongruity. Her mind was blank. She
thanked Hayden and punched off before the woman'sirritation could become hodtility.

The next number was afurniture store. The person answering could not recall having talked to Hazlett or
Kéelener, nor could anyone €l se she asked around the store at that moment. The number after that was
aso afurniture store, and they did not remember Hazlett or Kellener, either.

After the sixth furniture store Janna began wondering what was going on. Which of the partners had
made these particular calls and why? This puzzle did not quite replace the nagging worry about why
Hazlett made apurely socid cal in the middle of the day, but it pushed it down to adeeper stream of

thought.

"Areyou getting alot of furniture stores, Mama?'



He nodded. "L ooks like whoever it was, was caling every onein the city. I've so reached one interior
decorator. Do you suppose some client wanted avery homey interior in hisship?”

Janna had visions of aramjet decorated in neo-Victorian or Eighties Depression. She swalowed agiggle.
"Judt keep cdling.”

Her next number was answered by a pouting beauty of awoman with chestnut hair and sgpphire eyes.
"Many Mansions, Marca L aclede speaking.”

Shelooked familiar. Jannaiintroduced herself. Hafway through the conversation, she placed the woman.
L aclede was one of the buffswho hung around Tuck's place. She had been there on Friday, in fact. She
was the onewith the digh jon.

"Hazlett and Kellener?' Laclede said. Shelooked thoughtful. "Y es, we had acall from them. Rether, |
talked to aMr. Jorge Hazlett."

At lagt! "What about, please?!
"Wereinterior decorators. Mr. Hazlett wanted to find achair to match one he hasin his study at home."

Disappointment stabbed like aknife. That would explain dl the callsto furniture stores. "Did you find it
for him?"

"Oh, yes. Therewasno trouble at dl. | had it by Friday."

Janna held back asigh. So much for that cal. She thanked the decorator.
Laclede amiled. "Any time, sergeant.”

Mama craned his neck to see her screen as she punched off. "From the sound of the voice, | wish I'd
gotten that one."

"I had the impression she would have adored helping ahe-lion," Jannasaid dryly. "All of whichis
interesting but no help regarding Kedllener's murder. Do you have anything?”

"Nothing."

The phone buzzed. Janna punched it on.

The cdller was Clio de Garza, looking upset. "Look what camein the mail today,” She held up an
officid-looking letter in front of the screen. Janna could read nothing of it but the Traffic Divison
letterhead. "It says| |eft abicycle parked in the Sunco lot at Thirteenth and Jackson without aticket. The
bicycle has been impounded and if | want it back, | have to pay the parking fee, impounding charges, and
arecovery fine"

Bicycde? Jannastraightened. " The one Owan had registered to you?'

The notice came down from the screen. De Garza nodded. " Sergeant, what was Owan's bike doingina
downtown lot?"



Paticularly that lot. "The impoundment number should be givenin the notice. What isit?"
De Garzaread the number.

Jannawrote it down. "WEell check on it. Thank you for calling." She punched out and came up out of her
chair heading for the door. "Mama, forget those cdlsfor awhile.”

Impounded vehicleswere held in awarehouse in north Topeka, just across the Kansas River in the
Soldier Creek divison. At the warehouse, Janna showed her badge to the attendants and read off the
number Clio de Garzahad given her. They were shown to the bicycle.

It was as de Garza had described it, custom-built of Gitane and Antonioni parts. It was a beautiful
machine. It did not look cobbled together at al. Owan obvioudy spent time caring for the bike, too. The
gray and black paint had the patina of careful waxing and painstaking hand rubbing.

"When did it comein?* Janna asked.

The attendant checked the tag wired to the handlebars. "It came in Tuesday morning.”

"Tuesday? ThisisFriday. Why did it take three daysto notify the registrant?*

The attendant shrugged. "Don't blame me. We just keep them here. Traffic's computer is supposed to
print out the notices and after that it's up to the post office to ddiver them. Complain to theturtle

express.”

Mamaran afinger over agleaming fender. "Would he have abandoned amachine like this, do you
think?'

"Not if he could take it with him. Hey, don't auction off thisbike. If it isn't claimed, heresmy card. Call

me. I'll pay thefeesonit." She gave the attendant her station card. Interesting it should bein the Sunco
lot. Let'spay their librarian another vigt."

Sunco'slibrarian smiled at them. ™Y ou're getting to be familiar faces. What can | show you thistime?’
"Monday night, late. Start about ten o'clock."”

She ran the tape. Owan's bike appeared on the tape at the ten-oh-six mark. Owan himself, or his back,
a least, wasdso visble.

"How about Saturday night, too?' Mama asked.

"Right. Give us Saturday night, keyed to the bike's number.”

On the Saturday tape, Owan's bike camein at seven-oh-nine.

"Nine minutes after Hazlett sailed in," Mamasaid. "When does he leave?"
The tape showed no bike of that number leaving by the Out ramp.

"He may have lifted the bike back over the In gate. | wonder if he knows about the monitor. We can
only have summonses issued on bikes we catch coming and going,” the librarian said.



"The In monitor won't catch him going out?"

"No. It'striggered by weight outside the gate, so by the time the monitor is activated, the bike is aready
out of camerarange.”

Janna sucked her lower lip. "Then there should be a space in the tape where the cameraruns but there's
no vehicle. Run it from about aquarter to ten on through ten thirty."

At ten-oh-five the tape ran with no vehicleinitsframe, only empty In ramp.

"That'sit, bibi. It must be. He got back in time to return the card so Hazlett could catch the bus and be
home by ten thirty."

Janna rubbed a crease between her eyebrows. "What was Owan doing back Monday night? Run
Monday again, will you, only start twenty minutes earlier?’

At ninefifty aroad car with the license number SHH 41348 entered the Sunco ot.

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Hazlett!"

"Together again.”" Jannasaid it lightly but she did not fed light-hearted. Something cold and
uncomfortable was tweaking her somach. " Show uswhen he left, please.”

Thetaperan ... and ran.
Thelibrarian frowned. "The car doesn't seem to have left Monday night.”

"Run Tuesday."

They ran Tuesday, and Wednesday. At no place along either tape did the computer recognize the
Vulcan'slicense plate and stop the tape.

"I don't understand this," thelibrarian said. " Could he till have his car there?"

One phone cdl to the attendant at that 1ot established that no Vulcans were on the lot, and had not been
in the attendant's memory. She would have noticed and remembered a V ulcan, she assured them.

Janna sighed. "Too bad you don't have attendants in the evening, too.”

"It'sthe worker shortage, sergeant. We just don't have enough people to keep someone on the ot
evenings”

"Just run the entire Monday night tape, then,” Mamasaid. "Let's see every vehicle that leaves.”
They ran the tape three times. It showed no SHH 41348 on the Out ramp.

Jannaraked her fingers through her hair. Damn. What had happened to Hazlett? "Would it have been
possiblefor him to haveleft by the In ‘ramp, say if someone triggered the gate from the outside?!



"Except then we'd see blank tape like with the bicycles” Mamasaid. "I didn't see any blank places. Did
you?"

They ran the tape once more just to be sure. It had no sections showing only empty In ramp. They gave
up the search for the time being and went to lunch at the Lion's Den.

"What do you think, bibi?'
Jannatook a bite of sandwich and washed it down with iced tea. "What do you think?'
"| asked you firg."

They brooded over their sandwiches. All Janna's darmswere clanging. "l don't like it, Mama. He tricked
hisway out of that lot somehow. If he went to that much trouble—"

"His game is more than chess, and it stinks clear to Port Bradbury.”

"How could he get out of the lot? He had to pay his parking fee before the Out gate would open. If he
went out that way, the monitor should have seen him. Now we can use one of your blue sky inspirations.”

"The oracle doesn't work in the presence of unbdievers.”

Jannawas searching for asuitably sharp retort when Fleur Vientos, manager of the Doll's House, stuck
her head into the Lion's Den. "Hey, she-lion, | could use you upstairs for afew minutes, and your
skinhead friend, if he can help toss an obnoxious customer.”

Mamasat up straighter. "Come on, bibi. Let's give the lady ahand and earn oursel ves some hospitdity.”

"Y ou can have mine." Shefinished her sandwich intwo big bites. "L et's hope the customer isonly unruly,
not mean."

He was both unruly and mean. He was holding a boy prisoner in one of the bedrooms, histhick arm a
vise around the boy's throat. The boy, a ho about Jannas age—in his profession he would be a"boy"
until he retired—was crying. Both his eyes had been blackened and an ugly bruise wasforming on his
jaw.

"Il kill himif you don't let meout,” the customer yeled.

"Y ou shouldn't have touched him in thefirst place, jon,” Mama said. "Bruising the merchandise doesn't
come with the price of admisson.”

"He's unclean. He's possessed by the devil. | wastrying to drive the demon out of him."
"Oh, god, not another." Fleur's mouth wastight. " That's the second Bible cultist this month. | wish they'd
content themsalves with just praying for our souls. Get rid of that animal. I'm preferring charges against

him!™

Janna stepped back out of sight and unsnapped her holster strap. She drew the Starke. The jon wasa
big man. One needle might not be enough. She would give him two.

She leaned around the door and depressed the trigger. The red dot of the laser sight appeared on the



man's forearm, where it came around the boy's throat. Jannafired twice and started counting. She hoped
the percurare would work fast on this deek.

The jon looked shocked, then outraged. "1 warned you." His arm started to tighten on the boy's neck.
Then it was asif he were amarionette whose strings had been cut. He collapsed in histracks. Hedso
quit breathing.

"Damn." Now shewould haveto bresthe for him. "Call an ambulance. Tell them we have a percurare
gpnea.”

She pulled the boy loose from the pardyzed man. Rolling the jon over on his back, she knelt beside him
and began resuscitation. She refrained from grimacing at hisfoul breath. He could not move, but he could
dill fed and hear everything. She continued breathing for him until the ambulance medico arrived.

The medico measured the jon with her eyes. "How many needles?’

"Two."

The medico injected the percurare antagonist with a hiss of hypodermic spray. In afew minutesthejon
was not only bresthing normaly, he had control of his muscles again. He glared accusingly at Janna. ™Y ou
tried tokill me."

Tried to kill him? The stupid deek. "It was atemptation to let you suffocate. Maybe | should have." She
turned away, disgusted by the Sight of him.

"I'll see you're reported for this. I'll have you fired.”

He was il threatening as the ambulance attendants took him out. He was going to be even more
unhappy when he not only found himsdf riding to the hospita with Fleur's boy but aso discovered that
the next stop after Memorid's emergency room would be the Capitol divisonjall.

"I suppose helll cal Internd Affars, and then the pegpswill be around making my life miserable, trying to
find apunishable offensein this" She hissed through her teeth. That grubby planet of Wim'swas
beginning to look like heaven itself. Could heredlly buy her ashare with his pension?

"If the peeps come around here, every boy and girl in the Doll's House will testify to what happened,”
Fleur said.

Jannagrinned. "That would make the hall here alittle crowded, dont—"

She stopped, staring. Fleur was standing against the open door of the room, her head obscuring most of
the number on the door. Only thelast haf of the fina number wasvisible.

"Areyoudl right, leo?"

"Don't move, please, Fleur. Mama, tell me what number that is."

Helooked at it. He turned to regard her with tolerant amusement. "A three.”
"All right, Fleur, now you can move away."

Shedid. The room number was four eighteen.



Mamas dark eyes met Jannasin shock. "My god. Hazlett's license."
"Yes. Let'sgo back to Sunco.”

Chapter 13

Hazlett's car had to be license 11313. It was a number that could be made by covering parts of 41348
and, according to the gate monitor tape, no vehicle with the number 11313 had ever comeinto thelot.
But license 11313 had | eft the Sunco lot at ten ten. Jannaand Mamalleft the Sunco offices degp in

thought.
"Four minutes after Owan arrived,” Jannasaid.

"I wish we could have seen enough of the car to tell whether there were one or two peoplein it when it
left.”

"I'm betting there were two. The question iswhether Owan met him for blackmail, to ask for help getting
out of town, or—something dse.”

"Let'sbring Hazlett downtown and ask him."

Jannafrowned. It wastempting. "Isthat your answer to everything, drag Hazlett in for interrogation? This
isn't the twentieth century, you know. Y ou can't harass respectable citizens. Besides, no one ever laid an
effective ambush by taking shots at someone over the next hill. Wait until you can seethewhitesof his

eyes”

Mama pushed his glasses up hisnose. "Y ou can't clear cases by waiting for nothing but blue-ribbon,
tied-with-bows evidence, either. | know thiskind of snake, bibi. Y ou haveto kick over Msrock and
drive him out into the sunlight.”

The metaphors were thick today. Jannaalowed hersdf just one more. "What if he only finds a deeper
hole? No, we don't bring him in. We don't go near him until we know enough of the answersto ask the
most uncomfortable questions.”

Mamajerked off his glasses and began polishing them on the pantleg of hisjumpsuit. "They redly have
you braintrained, don't they? Y ou investigate like John Dias prosecutes. When you let your gut lead
yesterday, look what you accomplished. Now you're right back in your old set.”

Sheralled her eyes. He was back in his obnoxious s, too, and just when she had been starting to fedl
she could get dong with him. She noticed clouds building up in the west. She hoped they held rain.
Something needed to bresk this hest.

They went back to the station and resumed checking phone calls. It was discouraging work. The
numbers Jannareached were usualy connected with equipping and preparing colonists. Therewere a
few miscellaneous calls. Onewasto agirlfriend of the receptionist. She begged Jannanot to tell anyone
"Roberto" had made persond calls during business hours.

"Roberto's boss doesn't approve of personal cals,” the girl said.

"Which boss, Mr. Hazlett or Mr. Kdlener?'



Thegirl did not know. It would be interesting if the disapproving boss were Hazlett, in light of hiscall to
CollaHayden. Janna began wondering again why Hazlett made that call.

Another number she reached wasthat of the woman Hazlett took to dinner Friday evening. That wasthe
last on her hdf thelist. Janna punched off with asigh. Not one number could be tied to the digh Owan.
She started on the incoming calls. She was not surprised to find one on Friday afternoon from Many
Mansions. The Laclede woman had said they located the chair Hazlett wanted by Friday. The call was
probably to tell him about it. Nevertheless, Jannalooked back through thelist for Many Mansion's
number and punched it.

L aclede gppeared on the screen with amechanica amile. "Hello, you've reached Many Mansionsinterior
decorations. I'm Marca Laclede. Mr. Adrian Cabot and | are out of the office just now, but if you'll leave
your name and number at the sound of the tone, welll call you back as soon aswe return.”

A recording. Before the tone sounded, Janna disconnected. She grimaced. That wasthe lot, outgoing
and incoming aike, and none of them seemed to be connected with the digh. The only call she could at
all congtrue as suspicious was the one to Hayden. That one gnawed at her. People did not usually punch
up other people a work for casud chatter. Hazlett must have had some kind of reason for caling. What
could it have been?

She voiced the question to Mama.

He squinted through his glasses at her. "Ah. Areyou intuiting something?”

She scowled back. "No, I'm not intuiting. | have a sound reason for wondering about that call.”

"Then don't just it there wondering. Investigate.”

Jannareached for the phone one moretime.

CollaHayden was surprised to see her again. She aso appeared dightly annoyed. "Y ou're still worried
about Jorge'scall? But | told you al about it."

"Ms. Hayden, thismay beimportant,” Jannasaid patiently. "Try to remember exactly what you talked
about."

Hayden sighed. "It was nothing, just chatter. He asked me when | was going to have another party. | told
him he didn't need a party, that I'd party with him. We made sexud jokes and after a bit, he punched

off."

"Before you said you talked about past parties. What about them?'

Hayden shrugged. "Redlly, sergeant, | can't remember. It wasjust talk.” She ran ahand through her kinky
mane of hair and grimaced as she tried to remember. "I think we may have talked about some of the
people that come.”

Janna pounced on it. "What people would those be?'

"Judt . . . people. | remember we talked alittle about the Tabers.”

"Who arethe Tabers?"



"A bi couple who are married but pretend to be twins so people will think they're committing incest.
Michael and Micha Taber." She spelled the names.

Jannawrote them down. "Did you talk about anyone ese?
The other woman scowled in thought, then shook her head. "Not that | can remember.”
"Do you have the Tabers phone number?’

"Yes." She disappeared from the screen for afew minutes and reappeared with an address book. She
read off the number. It wasalocal exchange.

"Did Hazlett ask you for the number?*

Her eyeswidened in puzzlement. "Of course not. | told you, they're bi. Jorgeis strictly het. Besides, he
likes his companionswith moreintellectua capacity than apair of butterfly brainslike the Tabers.”

"Can you think of anything ese you may have talked about? Anything at al?"

Hayden could not. In addition, she started |ooking at someone or something beyond the range of the
screen. "I'm talking to the police,” she said. After that she displayed an eagernessto end the
conversation.

Jannalet her go. Shetook the number Hayden had given her and compared it to those on the outgoing
cal list from Hazlett's office. There was no match. She sat back in her chair and stared at the number, lips
pursed.

"Areyou going to cdl it?' Mamaasked. .

"Would you?'

"Sure, but I'm aways wild blue yondering, asyou well know." He grinned.

Shehit her lip.

"Without arecord of Hazlett having called the number, do you have a sound reason for calling it?"
"Yes" Sheamiled. "I'm desperate for something to connect Hazlett to Owan.” She punched the number.
The red-haired young man who answered reminded Janna of the boys at the Dall's House, so flawlesdy
handsome he looked like a store mannequin. His eyes widened as she introduced hersdlf. "'Police? Suns.
What do you want with me?"

"A week ago Wednesday did you have acadl from Mr. Jorge Hazlett?"

The mannequin shook hishead. "I was out of town al last week, but maybe my sster talked to him.
Michd!" heyelled.

Hewasjoined by ayoung woman just as red-haired and equally beautiful. Janna could see why they
were able to pass astwins. Michal Taber's eyes widened as Michadl's had at Janna's introduction.



"Suns" shesad.

"A week ago Wednesday, did you have aphone cal from aMr. Jorge Hazlett?"

"A week ago Wednesday." Her eyeswandered as she thought. "Hazlett? Oh, Hazlett. Here | thought his
name was Walnut. Y es, he called. Hewondered if | knew the name of aman at one of CollaHayden's

partieslast year. Do you know Colla?"

"I've met her." Jannawondered why Hazlett had not asked Colla. A man. That sounded more promising
than anything e se she had heard today. "Did you know the man's name?"

"Not exactly." Michd Taber grimaced. "I'm terrible about names. What do they matter when you're
putting three with beautiful bodies?"

Persondly, Jannaliked to know who she was bending the mattress with. "So you didn't exactly
remember the name. Does that mean you remembered something of it?"

"I remembered what it waslike. It was something like Adriatic taxi." She paused. "Why are you asking?
It wasn't important, just one of those nagging thingsthat drives you off your tick until you remember.”

"Adriatic taxi," Jannarepeated.
Acrossthe table, Mamawas dithering down out of sight in his chair, laughing soundlesdy.
"Was Hazlett satisfied after you told him that?"

Thebibi shrugged. "Wl ... no. He wanted the name, after all, but | told him everything ese | could
remember, like the man had abody past pluto and his tongue was noval"

Mama started to make wheezing sounds.

"And he had afurniturefetish,” Michadl Taber said. "Don't forget that.”
Mama choked. Janna kicked at him under the table. "Furniture fetish, Sr?’
"He knew the style names of every chair and lamp and table.”

"Did he seem anxiousto find the man?'

"He didn't want the man, just the name." The bibi's voice was scornful. "He did remember it just before
he punched off."

"Did hetdl you what it was?'

"No, just that he had remembered it."

Janna sat for severd minutes after the screen went blank, listening to Mamagiggle but hearing Micha
Taber'swords repeating in her head. Adriatic taxi with afurniture fetish. Adriatic taxi. There was no way
that could suggest Owan's name. Furniture fetish. She must not forget the furniture fetish.

"Well, that wasn't very relevant, but it was entertaining,” Mamasaid.



Jannasucked her lower lip. "Not relevant? When Hazlett spent agood part of the rest of the day caling
furniture sores?"

He stopped laughing. "He waslooking for the Adriatic taxi, you think?"

"One of the decorators at Many Mansionsis named Adrian Cabot.” She paused. "'Cab boat."
He stared at her. "I'll be damned. Maybe we should talk to Mr. Adrian Cabot.”

"That'swhat | think."

She punched Many Mansons number.

Laclede answered, in the flesh thistime. She was showing agood dedl of it, too. Off to the side, out of
view of the screen, Mamadrooled.

Laclede smiled a Janna. Her color brightened. "Back so soon?"

The undercurrent of excitement in the woman's voi ce made Jannawonder if Lacledeweretripping. "I'm
afrad s0. Did you cal Hazlett Friday afternoon?'

She nodded. "'l wanted to tell him I'd found the chair."
"Did he come over to seeit?'

Lacledewrinkled her nose. "No, asit happened. By that time held changed his mind and didn't want the
char any longer.”

Jannawrote on amemo sheet: Call Hazett's office and see if Roberto will give you the name of the
client Hazett supposedly walked to the elevator. She shoved it at Mama.

Heread it and nodded.
"I wonder if | might speak to Mr. Cabot for amoment.”

Theimprobably blue eyeswidened in surprise but Laclede said, "Of course. I'll get him."

The screen became blank—she was on hold. When it came back on, Jannafelt asif someone had put a
foot under her digphragm. Her breath stopped. The man on the screen was—at first she had thought it
was the digh they had seen with Laclede on Friday, but amoment later she redlized this man was too
elegant. Thisman was only aphysica double for the digh. A doublée!

"Yes, may | hep you?' Cabot said.

Jannafought for her voice. "Have you ever met aMr. Jorge Hazlett, or a CollaHayden, or acouple
named Micha and Michael Taber?'

The bluntness of the question worked. Cabot's face became gray. Panic flooded his eyes. "No, no, |
haven't. Never. What are you bothering mefor?"



Abruptly, the screen went blank. Janna did not care that he had punched off on her because shewason
her feet running for Vradd's office. She pounded once on hisdoor and burst in.

Vradd looked up in annoyance from his conference with an assstant didtrict atorney. "Brill, when that
door isclosed—"

"I'm sorry," she apologized hadtily, "but thisisimportant, Sir. Do you remember the civilian couple we
saw inthe Den on Friday?"

Vradd nodded. "It would be hard to forget awoman like that.”
"Do you remember the digh with her?’
"Yes." He frowned and his mustache twitched. "What's this about?*

"l just saw her on the phone. She called Hazlett Friday afternoon and, lieutenant, that digh and her boss
look liketwins."

Vradd stared. He came haf out of hischair. "Thelink to Owan?"

She felt breath on her neck. Behind her, Mama whispered, " Jackpot. Bibi, | couldn't get Hazlett's client's
name, though.”

"One digh double might be able to find other digh doubles," said Janna. " Sir, can you make me a sketch
of that digh inthe Den?’

Vradd tore off the marked top sheet of his memo pad. On the clean sheet he drew asketch in short,
quick strokes.

Theassgtant D.A.'sbrows were hovering near his hairline. "Sigh doubles? What are you talking about?'
"Nothing to do with you or Diasfor awhile." Vradel handed the sheet to Janna. "Will that do?"

It was amazing to Jannathat so few lines could convey so much. The digh'sangry facelooked up at her
from the paper with sartling vividness. "Itll do beautifully. Thank you, Sr. Sorry to have interrupted you."

"It'sdl right." Hisforehead furrowed. "Do you think she's making a business of thiskind of arrangement?'
"It would certainly explain how Hazlett found what he needed so fast, wouldn't it?"

Vradel shuddered. "If sheis, strap her, Brill . . . fast.”

"Yes, ar." She backed out, closing the door. "Well, Mama, now we need to find out if Laclede and her
dighfriend areindeed providing doublesfor citizens™

"L et's send someone around to Many Mansionsto apply for her services.

She nodded agreement. That was afineidea. "Why not go yourself? Y ou don't look like aleo." She
pointed to his shining scalp and lavender-and-blue patterned jumpsuit. "Morelo can set you up with one
of thefdseidentitiesin the undercover file"



Helooked surprised but agreed. " And what will you be doing in the meantime?"

"Meanwhile—" she folded the sketch lengthwise and dipped it in a breast pocket of her romper— "I'll go
look up some friends in Oakland and see what they know about Mr. Adrian Cabot's ater ego.”

MarcaLaclede felt asif the black man towered a kilometer into the air over her. He had to be one of the
tallest, thinnest people she had ever met, but he wore asuit with astylish pattern and hewasasimply
lovely Dutch-chocolate color. His bare scalp shone with the gloss of wax. She was fascinated."Won't
you gt down?'

Once hefolded himsdlf into the chair on the other Side of her desk, she could talk to him without straining
her neck. She smiled a him. "What can | do for you?"'

He smiled back at her. It was dazzling in the darkness of hisface. "I looked around my apartment the
other day and thought it had to be the worst example of twenty-first century drab I've ever seen. My last
wife decorated it. | want to do it over, makeit more my style.”

Sheloved hisvoice. It pulled at her blood amost like jivagueme music. She noticed he was studying her
with interest through the transparent top of the desk, counting every square centimeter of skin not
covered by her romper. She was wearing body paint to fill in gaps, of course, but she had the feding he
could tell exactly where cloth ended and paint began. She also noticed he made no pretense of not being
interested. She leaned forward to give him abetter view of her cleavage.

"Exactly what do you fed your gyle is, Mr—7?"

He paused amoment before answering. "Maxwdll . . . Mahlon Maxwell. Everyone cals me Mama,
though. My gtyleis. . . unconventiond. Show me something you think might interest me."

Herested his arm on the desk. She leaned across and put her arm beside his. "'l see you surrounded by
ivory. I'd paint your wallsivory, hang ivory curtains, furnish in molded foam covered with ivory plush. I'd
finish by laying anivory and brown fur rug so thick you could get tangled in it. Don't you think ivory
would look good next to you?"

He moved hisarm until it touched hers. His skinwasaswarm asitscolor. "I think you'reright, bibi."

She sat back and reached into a desk drawer for a pad of forms. "Before we go any farther, we ought to
talk price. Many Mansions can create you afine decor, but our services cost what they're worth."”

He nodded. "Of course. | expect to pay well for any service you provide."

She enjoyed the warmth the sound of his voice and hiswords sent down her back into her thighs. She
crossed her legs, and watched him watch her cross them. She smiled. "What do you do for your
bankcredit, Mama?"

He looked up. "I'm apolice officer."

Thewarmth changed to asharp tingle, something of the same fedling she got making arrangements with

Tarl under lion nosesin the Lion's Den. She crossed her legsthe other direction, |etting the romper ride
higher as she did so0. "And you can afford Many Mansons?"



Hesmiled. " A police officer can develop useful connections so he doesn't have to live on what the
taxpayersalow him. Y ou could be one of the useful connections, bibi, and it could be to both our
advantage.”

Theair around him lighted red with danger sgns. Thetinglein her sharpened. "A decorator's assistant can
be useful? How?"

He leaned forward on the desk. His voice dropped. "I'm not talking about a decorator's assistant. I'm
talking about digh doubles.”

Shefdt aspasm of fear sointense it was almost ecstasy. "What do you mean?’

"Y our businessis small-time now. With my connections, you could develop an empire. Why go for smal
card when you could be collecting megacredits?'

"How—" Her breath felt short. "How did you find out?"

"| told you, bibi ... alion can develop connections.” He smiled. "Don't worry. No one else knows. Y our
Secret issafewith Mama™

Some of her breathlessness was subsiding. She started thinking. Marca stood and went over to the door.
One push shut and locked it.

Sheturned to him. " Strip down."
He stared at her. "What?'

She made her voice hard. " Strip down. I'm not saying one word more to you until you prove to me
you're not broadcagting.”

His surprise changed to amusement. He grinned. "Whatever you say, bibi."

He pulled at the pressclose of his suit. The strips parted with atearing sound. Marcafelt foolish. Anyone
who agreed to a search that willingly was either carrying aradio so well hidden he knew she would never
find it or else hewas clean. Shedid not fed she could back away, though. She let him strip to the skin
and as he handed her his clothes, she went over them carefully. When he was down to hisskin, he
pirouetted in front of her, flexing his Snewy muscles.

Marcaquit feding foolish and started enjoying hersaf. How many people could make alion strip naked
inapublic building? She handed him back his clothes. "All right. | don't find anything. Y ou can get
dressed.”

He made ashow of it. She enjoyed watching. As soon asthe game was over, though, she came back to
business.

"What are you claming you can do for me?'

"I'll expand your clientdle. What do you have now —ordinary people, citizenswith anillegd kink, maybe,
or guilty consciences, men with wivesthey don't want to lose but who won't let them play away from
home, women with similar problems. Y ou collect, say, acouple of thousand from each for setting them
free" He sniffed, passing off the amount asatrifle. "Bibi, | know people who redly need dibis, dibis
they'rewilling to pay handsomdly for."



Criminas, he meant. She thought about that. Y es, they probably could pay. The possibilities made her
lick her lips. Visons of riches shonein the air before her. She smiled at him. "'I'd like to hear more. Come
back when | get off work. Five o'clock. Take meto dinner and dancing. Tak to me, and well see what

happens.”

Janna could not find Quicksilver, but was not surprised. He would be teaching his school. The best
Juvenile officersin the department had never been able to find Quicksilver's school. She checked
stockrooms and the backs of Oakland's stores until she found some other dighs she knew.

One of them was an Oriental-Hispanic who called himself Amber. He did not freeze up at the sght of
her, but he did eye her shoulder bag asif trying to seeif shewere carrying agun and strap init. He did
not stop attaching price tagsto the shirtsin the box he was unloading, either. " Are you sill looking for
that Owan?'

"Yes, but that isn't why I'm heretoday. | need to know if you've seen this man around.”

She pulled out Vradd's sketch of Marca Laclede's companion.

Amber paused long enough to look at it. Looking up from it to her, his eyeswere inscrutable Oriental
eyes. "I've seen him. | don't know his name, though, or anything about him."

"What has he been doing when, you've seen him?"
"Taking to people." He went back to tagging. "What € se would he be doing?!

"Oh, maybe looking for someone. Maybe he gives adescription or shows a photograph and askswhere
he can find a person who looks like that."

Amber bent his head over hiswork. "No, | don't recdl that he ever did anything like that.”

Sheregarded him in silence. Hewas lying, she felt sure. How much was the question. It would be hard to
find out. Accusing him of lying would accomplish nothing useful. In the dithy world, leos and other
officiads of government and society were meant to be lied to—whatever it took to preserve the anonymity
of dighs

Shethanked him for his help, her voice heavy with irony, and I ft.

Vidtsto other dighsyielded much the same results. It was frustrating. Many were people who used to be
vauable Eyes and Ears. She had been away too long. She could see by their faces that they recognized
the sketch. Some even admitted having seen the digh around Oakland. Beyond that, she found little hel p.

No one would specify alength of time he had been living there and no one would give her aname.

In two dighs, one a man, one awoman, the sketch provoked a marked pupil response. Those two flatly
denied ever having seen him anywhere before. The vigor of their denidstold Jannaas much as an honest
admission would have. It suggested strongly that the digh had approached them with apropostion like
the one Owan accepted. If only she could find one who would talk to her about it.



Shefinally located Quicksilver in Ripley Park. He sat on the grassin the shade of atree, surrounded by a
circleof children. In the rising wind—Jannahoped it was not spawning tornadoes—Quickslver was
pointing out trees and birds to them, naming each and telling something about them. Seeing Janna, he
sighed and stood up.

"Y ou hunt for four-leafed clovers, kids." He came to meet Janna. "'l haven't found Owan yet."

"| think this man may be able to help me." She handed him the sketch.

He studied it. "He does seem to move around enough to have met every digh in Oakland, perhaps even
al of Topeka"

"What can you tell me about him? Do you know his name? Where he lives? Where he works?"
Quickslver frowned. "I smel blood. Y ou're hunting, aren't you?"

"It'simportant | find this man. Have you ever seen him behaving ... oddly?'

The digh looked past her. "Y ou're using up al your favor credit, leo. Behaving oddly how?
"Does he spend much time looking for one person or another?”

"Sergeant, of course he asksfor people. Weal do. | wish | could help you more than that, but—"

"Comeon, Q; don't go polite on me! Help me! Believethis, what he may be involved in could hurt
dithytown. It could bring legidation againg dighs™

Quicksilver's frown deepened. "How?Y ou want meto trust you, leo, try trusting me. Tell mewhat's
happening.”

Jannabit her lip. Informants gave information; it was not given to them. What she had passed onin the
past was bribery, to keep QuicksiIver in her debt. Police business was not something to be discussed
with outsders.

He started to turn back toward the children. " Sorry, sergeant.”

Shereached for hisarm. "Wait."

Asbriefly as possible, she told him what they thought Owan had done, and what Marca L aclede and her
digh friend might be doing. "We don't know how they do it, though. That'swhy | have to talk to some of
the other dighs who may have done what Owan did.”

Quicksilver's mouth tightened. " Stupidity. | can seetheir point. It sounds like a chance to make afool of
the System, but exposing themsalves to prosecution that way . . . supid. Y ou'reright; this business could
hurt every digh. | can seethe paliticosin the Statehouse panicking and passing legidation making
identation mandatory, just so no one could double for another citizen without leaving a noticeable gap in
records somewhere." He looked around at the children combing through the grassfor clover. "His name
isTarl. | don't know the rest. He doesn't spend much time looking for people. Usualy he asks for them
by name when he does. He spends most of histime socidizing, just drifting around meeting everyone
possible. Doesn't talk about himsalf and of course no one asks. | don't have any ideawhere he works.
Maybe he doesn't. He must collect something for hunting doubles.”

Janna thought of the jewelry Owan had bought. If Marca Laclede and Tarl had found Owan for Hazlett,



they would have asked a price. How much of that jewelry went to them?
"Do you remember the names of any people he's asked for?”

"Yes, but | won't tell you. Y ou'd want to know who they were and most of them are terrified of leos.
They'd never talk to you."

"Tdl methis arethere many of them?"
He shook his head. "Not many."

That was something of ardlief. There would be just afew fasified bank records around, then. Perhaps
none of the others had involved crimina activity. She could aways hope.

"Do you suppose some of the children might know where he works?' Children had away of knowing
things no adults did. Children were agreat untapped market of information. She herself had discovered
them just four years ago.

Quickslver's mouth quirked. "Y ou can ask them.”

Jannatook the sketch to the group. "This man's nameis Tarl. Can anyone tell me where he works?'

They eyed her in sllence. She reached into her pocket for ahandful of vending tokens. "These to anyone
who cantel me”

A girl said, "I'm very sorry, officer, but I've never seen that man before. | can't help you. | wish | could.”
Jannarefused to let hersdf sigh. It was said like atrue digh, so polite, so earnest she could not be
accused of being uncooperative, but giving no information. She heard a chuckle behind her. She looked
around intimeto see agrin disgppear from QuicksIver'sface.

"Thank you, Q."

He bowed with elaborate courtesy.

It was almost four o'clock.

She went back across the park to Indian Thirty and headed downtown to the station. It wasin the usua
organized turmoil of changing watches. MamaMaxwel |l was not there, but Pass-the-Word Morello had a
message from him for her: 1'm counting coup on the doppelganger queen tonight. I'll give you the

prurient details later.

Janna gnashed her teeth. What was he up to now?"What identity did Maxwell check out of the
undercover file?'

Morello blinked at her. "He didn't check out any identity. Was he supposed to?"
"Damn!" She crumpled the dip and hurled it .to the floor. “Double damn.”

Whether she was cursing Mamaor herself she was not sure. Why, why wasit impossible for himto do



anything the established way? She must have been anidiot to let him go out to decoy Laclede. It gave her
hot flashes and cold chillsjust trying to think what astrange mind like hismight be planning. If he stunted
around and bombed this case, so help her she would needle him and inflict long, painful tortureson his
parayzed body.

She retrieved the message dip to throw it in the trash, then stalked down to debriefing. Just let Schnauzer
Venn ask her what was bothering her tonight.

Asit happened, he did not ask. Everyone was volunteering complaints and problems. A couple of
rookies were serioudy disturbed by the discovery that good, "law-abiding” citizens resented them. They
were upset at what they saw supposedly civilized people doing to each other. Janna had no chanceto
talk. Sheleft debriefing looking for ashoulder to cry on.

Wim, shethought. . . but as soon as she walked into hisroom at the hospita she could tell he was a poor
choice. His shoulder was not still long enough to be cried on. The doctors had taken off his bandages that
afternoon and removed any tissue staples which had not been absorbed. Wim was high as atripper
because of it. There remained just the splint across his nose, protecting the nasal bones while they healed.
The scar around his head was a thin one and as soon as his hair finished growing back in, it would be
amog invisble. Only hiseyeslooked strange, banded horizontaly in red.

"The doctorstell me| can leavein afew days. They just want to make sure I'll be ready to cope with the
world out there."

"How are your rehab lessons coming?'
He grinned. "1 can find peas with my fork now. And look &t this."

He made awide circle around the room. Janna held her breath, waiting for him to collide with the beds or
chairs. He avoided every obstacle, though. Every time he went around something, Vadasmiled proudly.
Finaly Wim stopped and dropped into a chair with no more than a backward fed with hisleg to locate it.
"Janna, you'd have to go through thisto know what it'slike. | never knew the world was so full of sounds
and smdlls. Everyone smdls different. | think | could dmost tell where you and VVada are by tracking with
my nose. I'm turning into a bloodhound. Just think, on Champaign there will be awhole new catalog of
smellsand sounds. | can hardly wait to learn what they dl are.”

He seemed to be adjusting to his handicap very well. Janna knew she should be relieved and pleased, but
it gave her agtrange feding she could not name —something like loneliness, or being shut out. For the
first time, she was able to appreciate how Vadamust have fdt al these years as she listened to Wim and
Jannatalk about the alien world of their work.

Shetried to bring the conversation back to something she knew. "I wish this Kellener case were going as
well asyour rehab.”

"How isit doing?'
She thought he would never ask. She started to tell him.

After afew sentences, Vadasaid, "Our company amost went to that firm." She shuddered. "I'm glad
now they didn't."

"I knew it was only amatter of time before someone found away to besat the bankcard system,” Wim
said. "It'sawar and the escalation never stops. Are you about ready to resign, Jan?"



Outside, thunder boomed. Wim stopped, head tilted, listening. "I knew it was going to rain today. | could
fed adifferenceintheair of the sunroof. My teacher saysit's due to static eectricity. It's going to pour
tonight, but it doesn't quite fed like atornado breeder.

| wonder if theair will change the same way on Champaign.” His scarred eyes|ooked dreamily into
nothingness.

After aminute he shook himsalf and turned hisface toward Janna. "Oh, | talked to the pension office.
They say they can't give me alump sum. The pension comes from tax payments and there'sjust so much
budgeted per year. However, they referred me to the bank. | called the main branch of Topeka National
and they'll loan me as much as| want, then they'll take over the pension until theloan isrepaid.”

Janna stared at him. "Wim, you didn't need to—I mean, not aready. | haven't decided yet.”

"Y ou haveto soon. Our ship leavesin alittle over two weeks. | know you want to come. Y ou've been
telling me how miserable the job's been lately. Come on and join the future.”

"Itisn't dways bad. Sometimes| amost like Mama, but then—" Then he went off blue skying. What was
he doing with Laclede tonight?

"If this L aclede woman redlly has found away to counterfeit athumbprint, it'sgoing to play hell with
investigations. Shelll have wiped out the usefulness of bank records and fingerprinting in one chop. A
lion'slifewill be no fun anymore.”

Jannaappealed to Vada. "Help. Y our husband istwisting my arm hard tonight."
"I'll help him if he wants me to—whatever it takes to convince you to come dong with us.”
"Enough,” Wim said. "Thearm-twisting isover for now. Ligen. Itsgtarting to rain.”

Thefirst tentative drops hit the windows. Jannalooked out. The sky was black and boiling. Benegth it,
the sunlight had a peculiarly luminous qudity, making the colors of the city amost fluorescent. Therewas
asharp crack of thunder, and then the deluge began. The light and world disappeared beyond sheeting
ran.

"Let metell youwhat | learned about sound today, Jan. Did you redlize that a human can't tdll if asound
isdirectly in front, behind, or overhead? A dog can distinguish many separate points of sound origin. So
to compensate, a person hasto—"

Janna heard him repeat the tricks for localizing sound, but she was not actudly listening. Mixed emotions
churned in her. She had come wanting to talk, not listen, but Wim wanted to talk, too, and for thefirst
timein their association, neither was interested in what the other had to say. Thelr interestswere abarrier
between them rather than the unifying force they had always been. Theredization of that hurt. Jannadid
not likeit at al. If shewereto go out to Champaign, they would be sharing experiences again.

She made an effort to listen to Wim, but could not. Her mind kept diding back to Mama, Maxwell,
wondering where he was and what he was doing.

She stood up. "1 ought to go. | haveto find Mama."

"Let him hang himsdf. If you're not around &t the time, you won't be caught in the noose, too."



"I don't careif he hangs himsdf, but it does concern me what he might be doing to our case.”

"You can't go yet," Vadaobjected. "It's pouring.”

Jannalied. "1 camein Sid's runabout.”

Riding in the rain was not bad. By the light of street lamps coming on, Janna could see the hot pavement
steam where therain struck it. The cars and runabouts appeared to be riding on a cushion of smoke.
Jannawas careful to stay well insde the bicycle lanes, out of the path of larger vehicles.

She had no destination in mind. No telling where Mama might be. She just wanted to ride, to enjoy the
coolness of therain and forget everything ese. It was with some surprise, then, that she found hersdlf
swinging down the ramp into the Capitol divison's garage. She started to turn around, then shrugged and
rode on down to the bike racks. Aslong as she was here she might as well see what was going on. She
wrung out her romper and hair in the locker room before walking up to the squadroom.

Crimes Againgt Persons seemed quiet. The night watch supervisor Lieutenant Chris Candarian and three
investigators were drinking teaand watching the newscanner. A candidate for Congress was delivering
her carefully polished pitch for votes.

Candarian's brows rose as she saw Janna. "Overtime? Vradd didn't tell me held authorized any."

Janna shook her head. "I'm on my own time, not wrecking the budget. | wasjust passing by."

One of theinvestigators|ooked toward the window dit. "How isit out?"

"Wonderfully wet. Y ou're |looking empty. Everyone on the sireet tonight?”

"Here and there," Candarian said. "That bibi in the red Bonsal broke four more pedestrians legsthis
evening. She's getting skillful.” Her eyes narrowed. "What are you tracking? | can't believe you camein

just to dry off and you're no rock jock rookie."

"Has Sergeant Maxwell caled in since the watch change?' Of course that was what brought her here, she
redized al a once.

The lieutenant shook her head. "1s he out on something dangerous without back-up?*
"Heisn't supposed to be."
The phone buzzed. Candarian punched the button. "Crimes Against Persons, Lieutenant Candarian.”

The screen carried the image of auniformed officer with sergeant's bars on his collar. "1'm looking for
Sergeant JannaBrill. Can you give me anumber where | can reach her, or take amessage for her?'

Candarian looked up at Janna with arched brows. "It isluck or are you prescient, sergeant?"
Jannamoved up to the screen. "I'm Brill. What isit?"

"Hallard and K obuzky asked meto get in touch with you. If | can find you, you're to meet them at
Atchison and Jacquot. They think they may have found your digh.”



Chapter 14

Jacquot Street was even more depressing than usud in the rain. The downpour absorbed whet little glow
camefrom itsfew operationa streetlights, leaving it ablack tunnd. The headlights of the jane car Janna
had borrowed from the station lighted sodden, drooping weeds growing up through the steaming
pavement ahead of her and reflected off turbulent pools made by trash damming the gutter streams.
Beyond the reach of her headlights, the houses squatted dark and derelict in the dripping tangle of their
yards. The only visiblelife on the street was at the intersection with Atchison, whereit looked like a
carnival wasin progress.

Police cars parked in a cluster before the boarded-up store on the corner were alight show. Red, white,
and blue bands chased each other around the light rails on top of three watchcars and the pop-on cherry
of ajane car flashed like aruby strobe from inside the front window of the car. The play of lights caught
rain-dickered leos moving around the building and intermittently illuminated the Forenscsinggniaona
fifth car.

Jannas lights crossed one officer as she swung in to the curb, marking the leo with fire where they hit the
reflective stripes on the dicker. Jannaran down awindow acrack. "I'm looking for Hallard and
Kobuzky."

Theleo looked around. "Hi, Brill." 1t was RinaHallard.

Janna st the jane car down onits parking rollers and pulled on the dicker she had brought from her
locker at the gtation. She put up the hood and did out over the airfoil skirt. She hardly noticed when she
sank in half aninch of mud. Her atention was riveted on the abandoned store.

"He'sin there?' She hoped not.

"Yesh"

She grimaced. Even without the strained note in Hallard's voice, Jannal's ssomach would have lurched. A
fugitive might hidein aplacelike the old store, but it was not aslikely as other places. Buildingslike this
were often launching pads for winos and trippers. They were too public for good hiding. If Owan had
been found here, he had not been found dive.

Hdlard leaned againgt awatchcar. Therain streamed down her helmet and dicker inrivulets dternately
red, white, and blue. She leaned her head on her arms. "I never thought | got that Criminal Justice degree
just to wade through shit falling over deaders. | could have used it to qudify for the Moon colony, or
Mars."

In quadrasonic sound, the radios of the watchcars and jane car murmured of screaming women and
traffic accidents and bar disturbances. Jannaregarded Halard with atired sgh. "How did you happen to
findhim?'

Hallard did not raise her head from her folded arms. "Usual body count of the known abandoned
buildings." Her voice was muffled.

Body counts were one of the lessloved parts of patrolling in Oakland. It was either look through the
buildings or wait until the stench or some nervous citizen announced the demise of winos and trippers.

"It was my turn to walk tonight. | knew | had one the moment | got near the door. A few more days and
wed have been able to smell him hafway down the block. Chrigt." She swalowed audibly.



Bloody damn it to hell. Owan had been Jannas witness. Despite dl her fears and pessmism, she had
been counting on him for testimony againgt Hazlett. "What makes you think it'smy digh?”

Hallard lifted her head. "How many people down here wear blue novaon suits?!
Jannalooked at the building. "Moseinsde?’

"Around back, helping secure the area until the forensic team finishes. Secure the area.” Hallard snorted.
"What hasn't washed away by thistime will be fun picking out of that filthingde."

Janna sighed again. "1'd better go take alook."
"Excuse mefor not joining you."

Shecircled the building. A she-lion from one of the other watchcars shined alight in her eyes. Y ou must
be Brill. What's your interest in this case?'

Thefaintly this-is-not-your-divison-what-are-you-doing-here attitude annoyed Janna. " The man's dead,
isnt he?'

"Firg timel ever saw Crimes Againgt Persons come out for an OD."
Jannaregarded her amoment in silence. "What makesyou think it'san OD?"
"Hey, | saw the body. Trick OD's are hard to mistake.”

Trick! Jannaplunged past her on around the building.

The stench of death hit her about the corner, even in the downpour. She set her jaw and started cautious
bresthing through her teeth.

Moses Kobuzky and severa other leos stood outside the open rear door of the store, watching the
forensics team finish hol otaping the door and interior of the building. Kobuzky waved at her. " Sorry we
had to find your digh thisway."

One of the forensicstechs played alight over the ground around the door and shook his head. "No way
of picking up printsfrom that. It was like concrete before, but now the only footprints are those of the
officer who found him.”

"Any footprintsingde?' Jannaasked. " Smeared ones. Can't help diding in that stuff. It'sthe local public
letrine”

Janna eyed the door with distaste. "Do you have another mask? | need to goinwhen | can.”

"Y ou can go now. We're about finished.". He pulled a crumpled paper mask out of his pocket and
handed it to Janna.

She dipped the elastic over her head and settled the cup over her mouth and nose. The materia looked
thin but it did itsjob well. The air reaching her through the mask was dmost odorless. She went into the
building.



Most of the interior was|ogt in the shadows beyond the smal pool of Forensic'slights, but the prime
exhibit was brightly illuminated. The deader lay in the middle of thelight pool, twisted and bloated. Janna
fought her scomach. Rats had been chewing on the exposed face and hands. The haf face that remained
was S0 distorted it was unrecognizable. The jumpsuit he wore was digtinctive, though. By some bizarre
irony, the rats had not touched it.

One of the advertisng claimsfor novaon was that the materid resisted soiling and wrinkling, so that
however hectic, however long the day, clothing made of novalon remained fresh-looking. For once, the
commercia propagandawas accurate, though Janna doubted the manufacturers would appreciate
hearing of this particular example. Inthe midst of the building'sfilth, the suit sheathed the contorted limbs
of the corpsein clean, unwrinkled, glorioudy iridescent blue.

Janna could see why the she-lion outside had called thisan OD. The position of the body was nearly
identica to the onein which they had found Andrew Kdlener.

"Isheyour digh?" Kobuzky called from the doorway.

Janna shrugged helplesdy. The deader had brown hair with gray at the temples. Theremaining eye was
brown. He was a medium build. He had a superficial resemblance to Jorge Hazlett. Beyond that,
identification was uncertain. She could not judge what height the deader had stood, and the face wasin
no condition for comparing it to Hazlett'simage in her mind. There was that suit, though. That suit. It
looked right. It aso made her nerves twitch seeing ahuman turned into a grotesque pretzel and his
clothes till asneat asif just taken from acloset.

The twitch reached her ssomach. She retreated outside and stood with her hood back, letting therain
pour down over her head. She took deep breaths.

Kobuzky grinned at her. "Glad you're downtown out of the body-counting business?'
Therain on her face made her fed cleaner. "l till count bodies, only for every divison in the county.”

Someone said, "Here comesthe M.E." A figure shuffled around the end of the building. Jannas brows
went up. It was Dr. Sandor Kolb himself, looking even worse than usua. Now his hair and suit were wet
aswell as unkempt.

Helooked around with avaguely surprised expression, asif he had been light-years away in mind and
was artled to find himsalf where he did.

"Good evening, Dr. Kolb," Jannasaid. "Are you working nights now?"

He peered at her asif she were an dien speaking an unintelligible language. Suddenly he straightened and
ran his hands through his hair. The wrinkles disgppeared from hisjumpsuit. His eyesfocused on her.
"Good evening, Sergeant Brill." Hisvoicewas crisp. "No, | just happened to bein the office and sinceiit
was clear everyone was anxious to let someone €lse come out, | volunteered.” He swung toward the
door of the building. "Wdl, show mewhat you have."

Janna shook her head in wonder. In two motions, he had gone from being the Mad Doctor of Shawnee
to Mister Medical Examiner. She had seen the transformation many times, in thefield, at inquests, and in
court, but it never failed to amaze her. The man who reputedly dept on autopsy tables and forgot to eat
or go home became adistinguished scholar who remembered the name of every police officer he ever
met, every corpse he ever examined, and the names and signs of countless causes of sudden desth.



Kolb entered the building without amask. From the doorway, Janna watched him squat beside the body
and go over it with the same careful attention Sid had given Andrew Kellener's body. Kolb peered,
probed, and straightened limbs. He appeared not to notice the odor and decomposition.

"Fractured left humerus, left tibiaand fibula, and right radius and ulna. Cyanosisindicative of anoxia” He
looked up a Janna. "Y ou've had a couple of trick deaths now, haven't you?"'

"That's your judgment of the cause of death?’

"Oh, certainly, certainly. Couldn't be much else. That'sunofficia, of course." He lifted abrow. ™Y our
interest must indicate you don't think itsasmple OD."

"No." She pressed her lipsinto athinline,

Kolb cocked his head. "Ugly way to commit a murder. It's aless traceable weapon than aknife or
shooter, though, | suppose.”

"Did he die here or was he brought in afterward?"

"Judging by the postmortem lividity, he died in this position. Those could have been caused by an agond
sruggle." He pointed to smearsin thefilth on the floor.

"How long do you think he's been dead?"

Kolb shook hishead. "I wouldn't care to speculate. The heat in here will have speeded putrefaction. I'll
have to see what he looks like on the table. Oh, and I'll et the computer give me a guess, too."

"Could he have died Monday night?'

"Monday?' He considered with his forehead furrowed in athoughtful frown. "That'swithin thelimits, I'd

Which meant he could have died Sunday, or Tuesday. Jannasighed. "I'd like that suit as soon as you get
him out of it."

"Pick it up at the office any time. Come on, come on." He beckoned to ambulance attendants. "He's not
going to bite. Let'swrap him up.”

The attendants hung back, looking unhappy at being soaked by the rain-outside but equally unhappy at
having to comeinsde. Kolb came out and dragged them in. Jannamoved aside to give them room. As
she moved outside, she found Rina Hallard be side her looking up.

"What do you want to do now?"

Janna congdered the building. She looked up the black street. "I need to knock on doors, I'm afraid. The
locds aren't going to be happy, but if | wait until tomorrow, no one may be home. Want to go back on
patrol or would you like to help me do some redl police work?"

"Help interview apopulation of blind deaf-mutes?' Halard snorted. " That's masochism, not police work."

She and Kobuzky helped anyway. They took one side of the street while Janna covered the other. They



knocked on every door of the blocks stretching up Jacquot and Atchison from the store'sintersection.
The houses behind many of the doors were empty. Others might just aswell have been. The residents
were not interested in being helpful. They resented being visited by the police so late a night.

"Do you know what timeit is? Come back in the morning.”

In acountry club digtrict Jannawould have smiled politely and begun every statement with "sir” or
"maam." Here she leaned on the door to keep them from shutting it and said, "We can talk here or at the
gation. It'salong trip for just one question. Did you see or hear anything sometime after ten o'clock
Monday night, perhaps near the old store on the corner?"

They were Hdlard's blind deaf-mutes. They had never in their lives seen or heard anything unusud,
certainly not a night, most emphaticaly not on Atchison or Jacquot Streets. Monday night wasa
complete blank intheir minds.

Jannatoyed wistfully with daydreams of picking up afew of them and bouncing them off walls. She could
have doneit. She wastdler than most of them. She also envisioned the glee of the peepsin Internd
Affairswhen citizensreported aleo playing heavy in the middle of the night over routine questions. She
contented hersdlf with leaning on the doors.

She walked across another door stoop shaking rain off her dicker, and knocked on another door. The

resident was a man stripped down to undershorts, taking full advantage of the cooler temperature
brought by the- rain. He regarded her suspicioudy through the crack the guard chain permitted the door

to open.
Janna held up her badge and ID. "I know the hour isinconvenient but there's been some trouble at that
abandoned store on the corner. Are the people in this house the same as those who were in it Monday

evening?'
He hesitated. Behind him there was a scuffle and amuffled giggle. Theman said quickly, "Yes. .. me"

For the twelfth time that evening, Janna asked, "Did you see or hear anything unusud in the street or near
the old store after ten o'clock on Monday night?"

He did not even stop to think. "No."

Another muffled giggle behind him.

Janna put a hand againgt the door. "May | comein so we can talk about it?"

"| didn't hear anything, | tell you."

"Did you see or hear anything at dl that was different from the usud neighborhood routine?!
"Jugt thecar.”

Electric shock shot up her spine. She eased her hand to her pocket and tapped on the microcorder.
"Y ou say you saw acar on the street Monday night?”

Beyond the crack, the female giggle was higher. The man started to shut the door. *No, there was no car.
Good night.”



Janna shoved her weight against the door. "Jon,” she said eadly, "I don't know what you have going in
thereand if you satisfy me with answersto questions about Monday night, | won't care.”

The man stopped trying to close the door. "I don't have anything going. I'm aone. I'll answer your
guestions because I'm aconscientious citizen. Yes, | saw acar Monday night.”

Jannasmiled at him. "What time did you see it? What make and color was it? Could you read the license
number?'

"Read the license number?' Hislaugh was ashort, sharp bark. "By what light? | couldn't even seethe car
well enough to tell you what it was. | think it was aroad car, though, and it was a sportster modd."

"Why are you so0 sure of that?"

"Itsfans had that whine that sportsters do. It came by about ten thirty, | guess.”
"Jon, you're being redly helpful. Isthere anything €lse you can remember about it?!
The man consdered, frowning. "Y esh. Therewassomejoninit ydling."”
"Ydlingwhat?'

He shrugged. "I couldn't tell. It didn't make any sense.”

Someone with his tongue trick-tangled, perhaps? She tapped off the microcorder. "Thank you very
much, gr. | gppreciate your cooperation. Good night. Have an enjoyable evening.”

She had two more houses to visit. One was empty. She heard sounds of human occupancy in the last,
but no one came to the door and when she circled the house, stumbling through the wet tangle of weeds
around it, the one gleam of light inside disgppeared. They were probably squatters, in which casethey
would never even talk to her, let done admit anything they knew which would indicate they had beenin
this house Monday night.

She walked back to the old store. The carniva was over. Forensics and the jane car were gone. All the
watchcars but Kobuzky and Hallard's had |eft, too. The two leos sat in their car waiting for her.

"We found a couple of people who heard some shouting about ten-thirty Monday," said Kobuzky. He
reached out through the car's window and handed Janna a microcorder chip and a notebook page with
two names and addresses. "One of them even lives near afunctiona street light. She doesn't know car
makes but she's sure it was aroad car, not arunabout. It was small. The light wasn't bright enough to see
the color well. Shethinksit wasalight orange or blue, maybe gray."

Or maybe sundust gold? Jannatook the chip and notepage and dipped them inside her dicker before the
rain could soak the paper. "Thanks, Mose, Rina. | appreciate this.”

"Well, it'sachange from carrying drunks and toxy trippers home and bresking up fights," he said.

Hallard added, "Next time you get ready to ridicule our Size, just remember that if you're niceto thelittle
people, they'll be kind to you."

Janna dipped the chip into her microcorder and listened to it while she drove back downtown. The two



witnesses Halard and K obuzky had found said substantially the same thing as the man Janna had
questioned. Therewas aroad car on Jacquot street Monday night. It was probably a sportster. A
Vulcan? No one had seen the license number. 1t was al suggestive, but not very definite, not what she
could call red evidence.

She parked the jane car in the garage and went around to the morgue section of the building. Shefound
the forensic and medica personnd taking fingerprints from the fingersthe rats had not bitten off. That
gave them athumb and the little finger of the right hand and the last three fingers of the left hand. The
corpse lay stripped and draped on aplagtic alloy cart. His clothes were folded on anearby table.

Jannawaited outside in the corridor before entering, peering in through the windows until the cart had
been wheded off to the coolers. Even so, her ssomach flipped and churned. The stench of decomposition
remained strong in the room. In particular, it clung to the clothes. She swallowed hard and tried not to
recoil as she reached for the jumpsuit. Her nose wrinkled involuntarily.

A technician grinned. "Don't you know that redl lions, the four-legged African kind, like their megt a bit
ripe?'

"Just run those prints through the computer, will you?' Janna shook out the suit and checked for the [abedl.
The suit had been made by Stellar Fashions. Shelaid it aside and picked up the other pieces of clothing.
In contrast to the suit, the underclothes, socks, and shoes were of cheap manufacture. The soles of the
shoes were wearing thin and the plastic uppers were brittle and starting to crack.

She sucked her lower lip as she put down the shoes and picked up the suit again. She handed it to a
forensicstech. "Let's see what the label looks like under UV. There may be a store marking.”

The technician held up asmdll blacklight. "I aready checked it. Thereisastore marking. It lookslike
this." She handed Janna a notepage. On it was drawn what looked like a square capita A, but with the
top bar extending beyond the second leg and the lower crossbar not quite reaching the second upright.

Jannareturned the page to the tech. "L et's see who uses that mark.”

She washed her hands thoroughly before going up to the computer keyboard in Forensics with the
technician. The tech drew the symbol on the screen with alight scriber and ordered the computer to run,
The answer came back in seconds. Janna read the screen with asigh. The store marking belonged to
Fine Threadsin Whitelakes Mdll. She redlized she had been hoping the deader would turn out not to be
Owan. If the deader were wearing Owan's suit, though, he was probably Owan. Damn.

There was one more chance, though. What if the fingerprints bel onged to someone else? She trotted
down the corridor to the fingerprint compuiter.

The technician there presented her with a printout. "There you are, hot out of the printer.”

The printsthat had been fed in matched, the printout said, the corresponding prints of achild idented
forty years ago in the Oakland division following a school raid. There were no further records and no
application for a Scib Card recorded for anyone with those prints. The name given &t the time of the
school raid was Owan Desfosses. The till-applicable parts of the physica description were the brown
hair and brown eyes.

She handed back the printout. " See it getsto me tomorrow, will you?' Damn and double damn. It was
Owan, definitdly. "I'm going home."



Therain had settled to a steady drizzle but there were dtill riversin the street, mostly in the bike lanes.
Janna left her bike parked in the police garage and took the bus home.

She and Sid shared the second floor of a twentieth-century stone house near the west side of the division.
Sid was sitting reading amedica journa when she doshed in. He peered over hisglasses at her as she
peded out of her dicker. "Y ou look like you've been soaked and wrung out.”

"At least acouple of times." She dumped the dicker over achair. "Make me some hot tea, will you? |
have ahard cal to make."

She punched Clio de Garza's number on the phone.

De Garza knew something was wrong the moment she came on the screen. While Jannawas wondering
how to begin, the Hispanic woman guessed. "Y ou've found Owan, haven't you?'

Janna nodded. "And he—"

"And he'sdead." De Garzas mouth trembled. "All day I've had afeding of dread. Now | know why.
How did it happen?’

In asbrief and unemotiona sentences as possible, Jannatold her. De Garzas face reminded her of Liann
Seaton's. Both held their grief. Both controlled their faces until they were like porcelain masks.

"I'm sorry,” Jannasaid.
Something blesk blew through de Garza's eyes. "So am |, sergeant. Thank you for calling me."
Janna punched off. "God, | hate making cdlslikethat."

She turned to find Sid with abath towel. "I'm heating the tea water now and abath isrunning. Go climb
in. Il bring theteawhen it'sready."

She hugged him and planted akiss on hisforehead. " And people wonder why | live with you. You're
Uperlaive, Sid."

The bath was lovely. She soaked in the water Sipping tea, and Sid sat on the edge of the tub listening to
her talk. She reflected that she should have come hometo Sid for that shoulder to cry on tonight, instead
of going to Wim. Sid was nodding, encouraging, and commiserating in al the right places.

"That's rotten luck to have your most vauable witness killed. What will you do now?”

Jannashrugged. "Dig for physical evidence." She drained thelast of the teaand handed him the empty
cup. "1 wonder if | can talk ajudge into giving me asearch warrant to go over Hazlett's car and clothes.
All I need is some matching soil, aweed, some threads ... something to tie him to that building.” "Would
you like your back scrubbed?’ "1 loveyou, Sid." She leaned forward and let him scrub. "1 want to strap
thisdeek. Lord, how | want him. What kind of person just stands by and watches two other human
beingsdiethat way?"

"What kind of man putslyein hiswife's douche? That's what happened to one of my customerstoday.
We've both had enough experience to know there's no limit to what people will do to one another. How



come we're surprised when anew cruety turnsup?’
"l suppose we keep thinking we've seen the limit. Hand me that towe, will you?”

She climbed out of thetub. Sid dried her back for her. She smiled over her shoulder a him. "Y ou make a
great mother, you know that?"

" Speaking of mothers, where do you think your partner is?'
Shesghed. "I haven't thefaintest idea.” Do you think you ought to ask the watch unitsto look for him?'

"After the Night of the Caged Lion?" She grimaced. "No. Worrying about Mamais probably as pointless
now asit was when he went into that apartment house after the sniper. He's thoughtless enough not to
cdl in. I'll wait and seeif he shows up for rollcal in the morning.” She yawned. "I'm going to bed.” She
was adegp amogt before she finished crawling under the sheet. A pounding dragged her back to
consciousness some unguessable time later. She struggled up through the fog of deep groping for
orientation. What was happening? It took a couple of minutesto register that someone was at the front
door.

In one blink she was fully awake. She swung out of bed, reaching for both arobe and for the .22 shooter
in her bed table. She padded to the front door on silent, bare feet.

"Whoisit?' She cocked the shooter and moved to the side of the door rather than stand directly in front.
"Mama Let mein.”

Mamal She peered at atable chrono. "It'sthree o'clock!"

"I know." Hisvoice reverberated with rich, salf-satisfied tones. "But this can't wait. Let mein.”

She uncocked the shooter and dropped it in her robe pocket. She unlocked the door.

Mama pranced in wearing copper knee boots and a deeveless copper foil suit that |looked sprayed on.
Gold and silver gtar gppliqués spangled hisarms. A cloud of narcotic fumesfollowed him. "ltisa
plendid night, bibi." He bumped into achair.

Jannarolled her eyes. "Y ouretoxy."

He dropped into the chair and lay back, giggling, arms and legs outflung. "Mostly I'm blind. I'm not
wearing my glasses, you'l notice. And I'm toxy, too, yes, | admit. The Laclede bibi likes her pleasures
and | had to keep up with her." He closed hiseyes. "It wasn't easy, especialy when she wanted to finish
off with some of the most strenuous mattress bending I've ever been a party to.”

"But you rose to the occasion, somehow.”

Her dry tone opened one of hiseyes. He peered myopically a her and giggled. "Yes, | roseto the
occasion.” He closed the eye again. He sang, "Let's you and me put two, bibi/Let's count coup. On
her somach she had: Feel safe tonight; sleep with aleo. Let's do put two, bibi, and both fed safe
tonight." Hegiggled again.

"Do you want help throwing him out?'



Jannalooked around to see Sid in the hallway leading to the bedrooms. His round face was pink and
cherubic with deep. He blinked at her through his glasses.

"I'll see. Mama, haven't you had enough of mixing partners and passion? And what makes you think I'm
interested in you asasexud encounter?”’

With obvious effort, Mama opened both eyes. "Thisian't passion, bibi; it's celebration.”

"Whet are we celebrating?’

Mamagiggled. "What Lacledetold me." He made awesk effort to Sit up straighter. "Do you have some
caff, bibi?1I'm so far in orbit | can't keep my mind going one direction for more than aminute a atime.”
She sighed and headed for the kitchen. "I think | can handle this. Y ou go back to bed, Sid."

She made the caff strong and managed to pour six cups of it into Mama, forcing him to walk up and
down the living room between cups. Findly his steps steadied and he stopped giggling. Only then did she

let him gt down again.

They stayed in the kitchen, where Janna could pour him more caff. Mama propped his elbows on the
tabletop and leaned hishead in hishands. "Thanks, bibi."

She sat down opposite him. ™Y ou can thank me by telling me about Laclede. Y ou contacted her this
afternoon?'

"| contacted her."
"Y ou told her you wanted to use her services?'

"Not exactly.”
She poured him another cup of caff. "What did you tell her?" ,

" told her | was apolice officer."

"Youwhat?" Jannacame up out of her chair.

He extended along arm and caught at her elbow. He pulled her down in her chair again. "Don't get
excited. | knew what | was doing. Thisbibi is brainbent. Y ou said she took her shade friend to Tuck's
place a atime when they must have been arranging for Owan to meet Hazlett. So it seemed to me she
getsaboogt out of playing with fire. | went to Many Mansions pretending | wanted to redecorate my
gpartment. She was advertisng hersalf every minute. | took achance and told her who | was. That redlly
lit her fuse. When | told her | wanted to go into businesswith her, that dmost short-circuited her.”
Janna poured some caff for hersalf and took abig swalow. "And then?"

Hetold her about being searched. Hetold her in some detail.

Sheraised abrow. "Lacledelit your fuse, too, didn't she?'

Mamagrinned. "A man ought to enjoy hiswork. When she saw | was clean, sheinvited meto take her

out this evening and talk about what we could do for each other. So | did. | wined and dined and danced
her' at the Ad Astra Club. Then we danced some more. | think we visited every placein the city with a



jivaqueme band.”

"Where you drank and smoked aswell as danced, further enjoying your work."

He peered at her with reproach. "'l sacrificed for this. | left my glasses home so | wouldn't keep playing
with them. | had to pay afortunein taxi fares because | couldn't see well enough to driveand | spent an
entire evening with one of theflashiest bibisin the city without ever redly being able to see her.”

"I'm bleeding for you. What did you do after the dancing?*

"Shetook meto her gpartment and counted coup on me. Lord! That bibi ishigh voltage. It wasworth it,
though."

"I'm beginning to doubt |tting you in herewasworth it.”

He leaned toward her. "It was worth it because then she told me how she works the doppel gangers.
That'swhat she callsthe digh doubles. . . doppelgangers.”

At last, something relevant. " Are you able to remember what she said?'

Hewinced at her sarcasm. "I'm not that toxy. Furthermore—" he reached into his pocket and pulled out
amicrocorder—"thisevening | was not clean. | have everything she said recorded.”

He tapped the corder on. Marca Lacledesvoice said, "Reved al my secretsto alion, evenif heisa
partner? | couldn't do that.”

"Can't you tell me something about the set-up? Y ou ought to trust your partner. Talk to Mama. How do
you find your doppelgangers?"

"I cantdl you that. | have adigh friend who huntsthem for me. Oh." Her gasp was sharp, ecstatic.
"That's nice. Do some more of that."

Jannaregarded Mama speculatively. "Do what?"

"Hush and listen."

Jannalistened. Asshedid, arductant admiration blossomed for Mama. In haf an hour, between groans
and cries of delight and much heavy breething, he had wheedled every detail of the doppel ganger
operation out of her.

"Where did you have the corder?' "In aboot, but with aremote control and mike taped to theinside of
my wrist chrono.”

"Clever."
He preened himsdlf. "It was, wasn't it?" Sherolled her eyes.
The explanation of faking the thumbprints left Jannawith achill. It was afrightening thing to hear. She had

adwaysbdieved intheinfalibility of fingerprints. Thiswaslike giving aBible cultist irrefutable proof of
God's desath.



"Did | read her right, bibi?" ™Y ou read her right. Nicework." "Will your digh object to having another
partner?' Mama's voice asked on the tape.

"Tarl hasno ambition, no sense of destiny." Laclede€s voice wasapurr of satisfaction. "Telling him about
you will only disturb him. Let'slet you be my secret.”

Jannarolled her eyes. "She'sincredible.” She tapped the corder off. "L et's make sure Vradd hearsthis
right after rollcall. Then maybe we can start wrapping up this case.”

Chapter 15

Marca Lacledetook her timedressing. Let Adrian complain if she camein late. Soon shewould be
quitting to set up her own decorating business. She did not plan to do much decoration, but it would still
be agood front for her rea business.

She lingered in her bath and brushed her hair two hundred strokes. She paused frequently, while dipping
star and planet appliqués on her arms and legs, to look around her and imagine her gpartment as one of
those semi-underground townhouses out near the governor's mansion. She wanted one like Jorge Hazl ett
had. Soon the clothesin her closet would be only the most modish and made of the finest materids.
Thanksto the clients Maxwell would soon bring her, shewould be able to afford anything she wanted.
The black man was going to be useful, just as he claimed. He was not a bad bounce, ether.

Marcaingpected the appliqués criticaly in the mirror. Were there too many? Not enough? She did not
like the bare patch on her left shoulder blade. Contorting, she added a quarter moon and atiny star. She
examined the results. That looked better.

Shewiggled into apair of hose and her dress. It bared her left shoulder and hung to her anklesin
seamers. Every movement reveded the entire length of her legs. She checked it in the mirror. Nice. She
blew her image akiss.

S

he was putting in her contact lenses when the doorbell chimed. Marca's brows rose. She glanced at her
dressing table chrono. It read 9:10. Who could be coming to see her at this hour?

She checked the security screen before opening the door. A Dutch-chocolate face grinned up at her.
Marca opened the door. "Well, Mama, back again alread—"

She broke off as she saw the lean, smoky-haired woman with Maxwell. That woman was alion, too,
Marcaremembered. It was the officer who had called her yesterday afternoon, and the she-lion was not
smiling. Sudden fear, undlleviated by any excitement thistime, washed through Marca. She started to
dam thedoor.

Maxwdl's arm came out and caught the edge. "Sorry, bibi." The she-lion put apaper in his other hand.
Heheld it up before Marca. "We have awarrant for your arrest, for solicitation and conspiracy to

fraudulently use a Scib Card.”

"l beg your pardon. Did you say solicitation?' Despite her fear, she was able to keep her voiceicy.
"What nonsense.”

"Solicitation,” the she-lion said, "isthe counsdling, procuring, or hiring of another person to commit a
crime”

Her fingers were bloodless on the edge of the door. ™Y ou have no evidence against me.”



The two leos exchanged glances. Maxwell said, "I have arecording | madein your bedroom last night.”

Imagining al that was on that recording was too much. Tearing the door open dl theway, Marca
launched hersdlf fingernailsfirst for the black leo's face and eyes. ™Y ou goddam filthy black
motherbouncer.” Janna caught her before she managed to rake Mamal's face more than once. She spun
the smal woman across the corridor, bouncing her off the wall and onto her knees on the floor. Before
Laclede could get up, Janna had both the woman's hands behind her back and awrap strap around her
wrists. She used the bound wrists to haul Lacledeto her feet.

"That isn't aniceway to treat Mama."

"Bastard." Laclede spat at her. She turned on Mamawith her lip curled in contempt. ™Y ou, too. | should
have known any afroam who was such a stinking bounce couldn't be ared man. Hed haveto bea
kittylion. Miaow."

Mama straightened his glasses and wiped at his cheek. A few flecks of blood came away on hisfingers.
"Y ou havetheright to remain slent. If you give up theright to remain sllent, anything you say can and will
be used againgt you in acourt of law," he said evenly. "Y ou have theright to an attorney. If you want an
attorney and cannot afford one, the court will appoint one for you. Do you understand what I've said?
"Go count coup on your mother again.”

"Do you understand?' Janna repested. "We can go over it again, until you do."

Sullenly, Laclede started to parrot the rights statement. Janna stopped her. "Not in the same words. Tell

mein other wordswhat it means.”

"It means | don't have to say anything to you about anything, but if | do, some toad prosecutor will takeit
to court. It means| can hire alawyer, or take what the court givesme."

"Good girl." Janna shoved Laclede ahead of her into the gpartment. She pointed her at atip-over style
chair. "St and stay. Where do you want to start, Mama?"

"How about the bedroom?’
"Y ou can't search my gpartment!”
Janna pulled the search warrant out of her thigh pocket and waved it at Laclede. "I'll take thisroom.”

Jannafound nothing significant in the living room. Mamafound some jewery in the bedroom. They
compared it to the list of purchases on Hazlett's bank record.

"That recording last night isworthless," Laclede said from her chair. "l wasjust playing agame. | don't
know any digh named Tarl."

Jannalooked around at her. "Then how did | happen to see you with him in the Lion's Den last week?
Helooksjust like your boss, only with none of that elegant polish.”

"He'sjudt afriend. He never doubled for Adrianin hislife.”

None of the jewelry in the bedroom matched anything on Hazlett's bank record.



"I'll try the bathroom," Mama said.

Janna headed for the kitchen. On impulse, and prompted by avague memory of something heard during
one of her courses, she opened the freezer. Through the open door of the kitchen, she saw Laclede half
rise from the chair, then sit back, biting her lip. Janna sorted through the plastic-wrapped packages. Most
were solid, but one seemed to be made of small, moving pieces. Shetook it out and broke the sedl.
Laclede screamed.

Jannareturned to the living room, where shetipped over another chair, making it into asmall table. Onto
it she poured the contents of the package. "Mama, come look at this.”

While Laclede swore at her, Janna compared the jewelry she had found to their list. A sgpphire bracelet,
some diamond earrings, and ajade pendant appeared to match.

Janna held them up before the other woman. "How did you come by these?
Lacledeglared. "My lawyer will tdll you."

Mama came in from the bathroom carrying two smal bottles. "These aren't marked but look what
happens when you mix alittle from each.” He gave Jannaasmall oval of soft, rubbery materid.

Hewas dso carrying apair of shoes. He handed the bottles to Janna and knelt to put the shoes on
Laclede. A foot lashed at his chin. Mamaducked just in time to avoid contact.

"Bitch!" Hishand drew back.

Janna caught hiswrigt. "L et her go without shoes. That Sdewalk out there is heating up. Let her burn her
fed"

Mamadropped his hand. Laclede glared, then jammed her feet into the shoes. She launched afew more
choice profanities at both of them.

Marca Laclede had not aways been such aflash bibi, Jannareflected. That language spoke of more
indegant beginnings.

They did not take her directly downtown. They stopped at the Santa Fe Building first. Jannastayed in the
car with their prisoner while Mamawent up to Many Mansions. He came back ten minutes later with two
more little bottles, acompact with ajelly substance in the bottom, and an address book. Under the
names and addresses of each entry were stars. Adrian Cabot's name had seven. Jorge Hazlett's entry

had one. By holding the compact at an angleto thelight,, Janna could just see afingerprint inthejely.

"Nice." She scratched her identifying mark on the compact and returned it to Mama.
L aclede |ooked pale enough to faint.
Then they took her on to the Station.

Lieutenant VVradd had an interview room ready for them when they brought her up after booking her and
tagging the evidence. Marca Laclede sat in the straight hardboard chair at the hardboard table and



rubbed her wrigts asiif dill feding the wrap strap around them. She stared tight-lipped at the jewdry,
compact, and bottles set on the far edge of the table. She also stared at two jumpsuits, awhite card, and
aphotograph of Jorge Hazlett lying beside them.

"The rightsthe arresting officers repeated to you il gpply,” Vradd sad.

A gleam camein her eyes. "Rights? They didn't tell me any rights.”

Jannatook out her microcorder and tapped it on. Mamal's recorded voice delivered the words repeated
to every arrested citizen since the famous Miranda decision more than ahundred years before.

"Bitch," Laclede spat at Janna.

Jannatapped off the corder.

Vradel said, "Do you want an attorney, Ms. Laclede?

Her face was hard in the lights of the interview room. She looked up at Vradel, not knowing the leos
were standing so she would have to look up, not knowing she was facing straight into a hidden camera
taping the entire interrogation. When the questioning was through, experts would go over the tape,
measuring stressin her voice, noting pupil response to the questions asked, determining when shewas
telling the truth and when she was lying. The experts thoughts would not be admissible evidencein court;
but they could determine the course of any subsequent investigation of her case.

Unknowing, Laclede said, "I don't need alawyer. | haven't done anything wrong." Her voice was sullen.
"Then you'll answer some questions? Y ou don't have to answer any you don't want to."

"You'reso kind." Her pouty mouth looked more so than ever.

"Where can wefind your friend Tarl ?*

"I don't know any—" She broke off, looking at Janna. "He's just afriend. He hasn't done anything either.”
"Do you know where we can find him?" Janna repested.

Laclede shrugged. "No. Sighs never say ill for long.”

"Y ou're going to be prosecuted,” Mamasaid. "Do you want to go to trid and maybejail done, while Tarl
isfreeto spend what he's made, and maybe set up anew business with someone else? He's the one who
finds the doppel gangers. He doesn't need you to find citizen customers. Any ambitious, unscrupulous
person can do that for him."

She started to spit at Mama, but stopped. Jannawatched the relays close in her head. The room was
dlent whilethey let Lacledethink. After afew minutes, their prisoner smiled. It wasathin, malicious
smile. "Tarl works a the Goodway Market on Sardou Strest, in the back.”

Vradd glanced toward Jannaand jerked his head at the door. Jannafdt for the warrant for Tarl in her
thigh pocket. She and Mamalleft the interview room. They opened the door of the watchbox next to the

interview room. Assistant Digtrict Attorney Ward Prior sat watching the room next door on a screen
leading off the video camera



"Interesting case.”
"Y ou will prosecute, won't you?' Jannasaid.
"I'll ssewhat you have after the lieutenant finishesinterrogating the suspect.”

Mamawrinkled hisscalp. ™Y ou be careful now. Don't make any impulsive decisons.” He closed the
door of the watchbox, grimacing in disgust. "A Diasclone.”

They headed for the garage.

They found the Goodway Market without difficulty. Inits parking area, they climbed out of Indian Thirty
and stood studying its clouded windows papered with bargain notices. The air waslike a sauna, humidity
s0 highit crested avisible haze. Jannafdt asif she were being steamed.

"Do you want to go in or watch the back?' Mama asked.
"I'll watch the back. Y ou may be able to walk right up to him without him smdling lion.”

She watched Mamadtart in the front, then she circled the building. She stopped in sight of the market's
freight door and stood with her hand on her gun, ready to draw and shoot if Tarl came out the back.
With her other hand she lifted the hair off her neck. Last night's rain had only made the weather worse,
not better. Her jJumpsuit was starting to stick to her and she could feel sweat trickling down between her
breasts.

Inside the market, aman ydled. A moment later awoman screamed. Jannawas in motion even before
the sound quit. She raced for the front of the market.

The digh she had seen with Marca Laclede came running out of the market as Janna came around the
rear end of the building. He saw her and bolted away, acrossthe street. Janna pulled her gun.

"Hdlt! Policg!"

Heran faster. Shefired after him, arms stretched before her with elbows siraight, |eft hand steadying her
right. The needle missed. She saw it hit the ground and skid into a crack in the paving. She aimed again
but Tarl was running such abobbing, erratic course that she could not keep the laser sight on him.
Swearing, she jammed the Starke back into its holster and concentrated on chasing the digh.

She did not like the choice. There could be something exhilarating in running down a suspect, but not
herein Oakland. She dways listened to what the watch officers a Department Exchanges had to say
about loca conditions, but there was a difference between hearing and experiencing. Practicaly
gpeaking, she was three years out of touch with the streets down here, three years out of field experience
with the lion trgps being set. She had to spend dmost as much time being aware of where she was putting
her feet and on checking the space ahead of her for neck wires as she did watching the fleeing man. Too,
she kept wondering uneasily what had happened to Mama

Tarl cut across alot where the scattered pieces of arazed house made an obstacle course. She followed
using exactly the same path her quarry took. He was no runner, and she was gaining on him fast. Her
main worry was not whether she could catch him but if she could do it before she drowned in the
Saturated air.



Only afew meters ahead of her by then, he cut around the end of acrumbling wall. Another few strides
and shewould have him! She forgot about following in his path and vaulted the wall.

"Oh, shit."

There was no ground on the other side. Thewall was part of the foundation of the house which had
stood there. Below her was the gaping hole of the basement, turned into apool by last night's rain. Janna
fdl full length into the muddy weter.

Tarl had long since disappeared by the time she found a corner where she could climb up out of the
basement. She stared in the direction she had last seen him heading, swearing a him and at hersdlf. After
severd minutes, she gave up the chase and headed back to the market.

Mamawas leaning againgt Indian Thirty, brushing at dirt sainson hisred and yellow suit. Helooked up
insurprise a her. "If that'sall dueto swedt, it must have been one hdll of achase. Wheresthe digh?"

"In Jefferson County by thistime." She eyed him. "And what, may | ask, happened in there?'

Hejiggled his glasses, pretending to adjust the temple pieces behind his ears, and focused somewhere on
infinity. "He dropped me."

"How?'

He shrugged. "When | told him who | saw, he acted resgned. He cameright dong, al cringing smilesand
careful digh politeness—you know the pattern. When we had amost reached the door, though, he came
around with ayell and kicked mein the groin. I've spent the last ten minutes getting up off that floor in
there." Herubbed at agtain. "Lord, it'sfilthy."

Janna shook her head. She raked her fingers through her wet mane. "'For a couple of Oakland veterans,
we've made adamned poor showing today, Mama."

The manager came out of the market. "My girls just told me what happened. I'm terribly sorry.” Hewas
amaost bowing in his obsequiousness, but a mocking note lay under it. "I want you to know | never
redlized that digh wasinvolved in anythingillegd. | just gave him abit of work from timeto time because
| fed sorry for those people.”

The manager had given Tarl work to save himself money and paperwork and they al knew that, but
Jannadid not call him onit. "We don't know that heisinvolved in anything illega. We just want to talk to
him."

"Y ou wouldn't know where he lives, by any chance?'

The manager shook his head.

Jannasaid, "Y ou let usknow if he happensto come back here.”

"Certainly. Where can | reach you?"

Jannareached into adeeve pocket for a card. She found them all soggy. "Mama."



Mamahanded one of histo the manager. "Brill or Maxwell."

The manager nodded.

It was asllent, uncomfortable ride downtown. Janna kept berating hersdf for vaulting the wall when Tarl
went around it. She ought to have known better than that. She supposed—hoped—Mamawas treating

himsdf to smilar flagdllation for accepting Tarl's surrender at face value and not putting awrap strap on
him. They were even more uncomfortable later telling Lieutenant VVradel how they happened to let the

digh escape.

The lieutenant listened in pained silence, his mustache twitching. At theend hesighed. It wasa
bone-weary sound. "Have you put out an APB on him?"

They nodded.
"Didn't put asirgp on him." Vradd sighed again.

Jannawas afraid the next sigh and remark would be directed at her. She changed the subject. "How did
Lacledesinterrogation go?'

" She's made a complete statement. She doesn't want to be an accessory to murder, so she's being very
cooperative. Shetold us she arranged for that digh to double for Hazlett, and told us where and when
they met to switch."

Mamawhooped. "When do we get awarrant for Hazlett, then?”

"Wedon't get one." Vradd's mustache twitched. "L aclede's statement gives Hazl et opportunity, but
theres il nothing that definitey places him in the Sunflower Federa Building Saturday night, or in that
abandoned storein Oakland, elther.”

"Oh, come on, skipper.”

"Y ou come on, Maxwell. Keep digging for evidence.”

Mamalooked thoughtful. "Maybe there's another way. The British have apoliteterm for it. Let'sinvite
Hazlett down to assist uswith our inquiries™

Vradd sketched Hazlett's face on acorner of his memo pad. "What exactly do you havein mind?’
"Asking him some nasty questions and seeing how he reects.”

"Hoping hell give something awvay?"

Mama nodded.

Vradel doodled meaningless faces while he considered the plan. He drew apair of frowning eyes. "Do
it

Jannalooked up Hazlett's office number. Mama punched it into the phone. He was wearing his most
charming smile when the receptionist put him through to Hazl tt.



Hazlett nodded courteoudy at Mama. "Good morning, sergeant. How isyour investigation going? Have
you found that witnessyet?"

"Theinvestigation isamost over." Mamas voice was smooth and deep. "There are just acouple of
pointsto be cleared up. | don't want to impose, but | wonder, Mr. Hazlett, can you come down and help
us settle some detail sthismorning?”

Across the table from Mama, out of sight of the phone's screen, Janna smiled and nodded approval.
Hazlett looked doubtful. "1 have avery busy schedule today.”

"We need half an hour of your time ... no more."

"Well." Hazlett shrugged. "'l can give you haf an hour. I'll come early this afternoon.”

"Thank you very much, sr.”

He punched off and reached across the table to punch Jannas shoulder. " Cross your fingers, bibi."

They bought sandwichesin the snackbar and chased down the postmortem report on Owan while they
were waiting for Hazlett. Jannaread the report with afrown.

"Trick killed him, too, and it was amassive dose, like Kdlener's. Kolb thinksit was administered in some
Scotch whiskey." Shelooked up at Mama. "The whiskey, according to the good doctor, was bottled
gold, not the kind adigh would be likely to be drinking."

"l don't suppose he offered any opinion on the brand and year."

Janna sucked thoughtfully at her lower lip. "If we could get a search warrant for Hazlett's house, we
could compare the stuff found in Owan's ssomach with what Hazlett hasin hisliquor cabinet.”

"I likeyour thinking, bibi."

"Let's hope Hazlett hel ps us get the warrant.”

Circumstances had an air of conclusion about them, Jorge reflected, definitely an end-game feding. When
that afroam lion started being palite it had to be because he recognized he was not going to beina
position to be impolite much longer and get away with it. Jorge walked into the Crimes Against Persons

sguadroom fedling expansive and generous.

"I'm only too glad to do what | can to help settlethis” he told the smoky-haired she-lion. " This has been
very upsetting for everyone, especidly for Andy'swife and children.”

"Naturdly,” Brill said. She held open adoor for him.

Jorge's good humor faded. It was the interview room. His eyes narrowed. They wanted him to help them
clear afew points by talking to him in the interview room? The end game suddenly had anew fed about
it. Who was about to be mated was less certain. Hefdt the throb of hispulsein histhroat, haf fear, half
excitement.

"Am | being arrested?' He made the question casudl.



Brill'seyeswidened in surprise. "Why should we arrest you?"
"Then why arewetdking in here?"
Sheamiled. "Just routine. Please it down.”

He sat down in the chair. His eyes moved past her to the perforated acoustical tiles on the wall opposite
him. Behind one of the holesthe lens of acamerawasamed a him.

"I'm familiar with police procedure, sergeant. The interview room is used for interrogating suspects.” He
was careful to keep dl darm out of hisvoice; heleft inadight indignation.

"Not dways" Brill said.

Behind her, the black lion polished his glasses on atrouser leg. He blinked myopically at Jorge. "You
don't have aguilty conscience, do you?'

Brill frowned around at him then turned back to Jorge. "I'm sorry if thismakesyou fed threstened.” Her
Voice was earnest, apologetic. "Wejust need to ask afew questionsand | thought it might be more
comfortablein here, avay from the general confuson. Would you fed better outsde?!

Jorge made himsdlf meet her eyes. "It isnt important. Thisisfine. | just liketo know what's going on.
What questions do you need to ask?"'

"Wadll, to start with, | need to have you look a something." She pulled acarton from under the table and
began piling its contents on the table. "It'sin here somewhere.”

Jorge sat back in his chair and made hisbody relax. That last sentencerang flat in his ears. Its note of
absent-mindedness was at complete variance with everything e se he had seen in the she-lion. Shewas
trying some new gambit on him. He had better go dow while he studied it and decided whether to accept
or decline.

The pile on the table included two beautiful suitsthat begged to be fingered, some jewelry, and ameta
compact. Jorge dlowed himsdlf to touch one of the suits, as anyone might.

Brill flipped a square piece of Hiff paper onto the table. Jorge Stared at it. It was a photograph, but lying
face down. He was pricked by the urgeto pick it up and turn it over. For one moment as the she-lion
was removing it from the carton, Jorge had caught a glimpse of the front. He thought the face was his. It
looked like an ingtant photo, the kind the L aclede woman had taken of him. If it were, they must have
found out about the doppel ganger, and they were not likely to have done that unless they were
investigaing him.

Brill grimaced. "It isn't here. Mama, do you know whereit is?'

"Not if it isntinthe box, | don't."

She sighed. "Damn. I'm sorry, Mr. Hazlett. | can't seem to find what | need.”

"Find what?'

"It doesn't matter, | guess.”



The photograph was so close to him. It would take only a second to turn it over, to seeif it were of him
or not.

"Perhaps you can answer methis. Do you know where al the merchandise you bought Saturday night
is?'

They must know. Why else ask that kind of question? He felt the eye of the cameraon him, fdlt his pupil
responses and words going down on tape for the later scrutiny of experts. He casualy removed his hands
from the top of the table where they were folded and used them to rub his eyes as he feigned a stretch.

"Why do you ask?' He kept the question casud, innocently curious.

"Well, someof it—"

"Some of it's been turning up in places we never expected it to be," Maxwdll interrupted.
They had been checking his bank records! They did suspect him, then.

Brill said, apologeticdly again, "Weve checked the bank records of everyone connected with your
partner.”

Indecision prickled at him. If they had been investigating him with the idea of finding evidence againg him
and found out about the doppel ganger, why should the she-lion bother gpologizing for the investigation?
Maybe they did not know after all. He dropped his eyesto the study of hisfingernails. "Of course.” If
only he could see the face on the photograph. That would tell him whether they knew or not. If only—but
he dared not touch it. He was careful not even to look at it.

Brill repeated, "Do you know where your merchandiseis?'

He could not tell the truth, obvioudy, but he could not lie, either. That was just as bad asthetruth. He
kept his eyes down, away from the gaze of the camera "I don't understand what that can have to do with
deciding why Andy died." He kept hisvoice low, too.

"Would you mind spesking louder, Mr. Hazlett? | can hardly hear you."

She, or the recorder?

"I know these questions don't seem relevant to your partner's degth, but . . . it'sjust one of those little
things that turned up and we felt we needed to stleit.”

Her tonewasdmog dighlikein itsanxiety not to offend. If he were sure they suspected him of killing
Andy, he could smply refuse to answer any questions without an attorney present; but if they did not
know anything, refusing to answer would be suspicious. And her manner did not help him. If only he

could see the photograph!

She sighed. "If only | could find that—" Sheturned away. "Maybe Mordlo took it out. Mama, let'sgo
ask him. Would you mind waiting here afew minutes, Mr. Hazlett? Well be right back."

They left the interview room, closing the door behind them.



The musclesin Jorge's hand ached with the urge to reach out for the photograph. He felt the gaze of the
camera, however. Someone would be monitoring the camera, too. They may haveleft, but he was hardly
done.

With everything in him screaming to look at the photograph, Jorge made himsdlf st back in the chair with
armsfolded behind his head and stare at the ceiling, yawning now and then in pretended boredom. He
closed hiseyes.

In the watchbox Jannalooked from the monitor screen to Assistant DA. Prior and Lieutenant Vradd.
She shook her head. "Heisn't going for the skin. Come on, deek, look at the photograph, damn you."

"I don't think he needsto,” Mamasaid. "I think an innocent person would be curious enough to teke a
look. He's been so carefully ignoring it that | think that proves hisguilt. Y ou notice the other things haven't
affected him that way. He looked at them when they first came out. He didn't recognize any of the Stuff,
ether, which means he never bought it.”

Prior brushed at a spot on the brown paidey of one knee. "That goes toward proving fraudulent use of a
Scib Card, nothing more." He stood and picked up his briefcase.

Mamafrowned. " Skipper, did you show him everything we have so far? Did you tell him about the
Sunco tapes and the digh's murder?”’

Vradel's mustache twitched. "I told him." "I can't seethat you can even establish the digh was murdered,
let done that thisman had anything to do with it. The physica evidence indicates nothing more than a
smple OD," Prior said.

"Oh, come on," Mama protested. Prior's eyes were cold. "Come on where, sergeant? Y ou have alaw
degree. Y ou know what congtitutes evidence. | admit that everything taken together indicates Hazl ett
probably did kill his partner, and possibly the digh, too; but there's nothing a competent trial lawyer
couldn't demoalishin front of ajury in five minutes. What you need are salf-incriminating admissonsfrom
Hazlett."

Mamaswore. Jannasighed gustily. She recognized that Prior wasright and she hated him for it. If they
had to wait for Hazlett to incriminate himsdlf, they were going to have their twenty yearsin and be ready
for their pensions before the case ever went to court. Hazlett was not even going to be cooperative
enough to give them some lies they could work on.

She looked at the screen. He was Sitting where they left him, apparently dozing. He was not touching any
of the evidence I eft enticingly before him. He was not even looking at it. When he left they would be able
to check hisrecorded voice for stress, but there would be no pupil response to study, no unconsciously
committed incriminating actions. Damnit to hell.

"Give usacouple of hoursto work on him and well bring you something incrimingting,”. Mamatold
Prior.

"If you can do it, fine." Prior stepped out the door of the watchbox and headed for the squadroom door.
"Good luck.” The door closed behind him.

Vradel chewed acorner of his mustache. "Y ou two decide what you want to do."

Janna watched the man on the screen of the watch-box. "He's aniceman. | don't think we're going to



touchhim."
"Wecantry, bibi."

She looked up at Mama. He had successfully defended a number of leos against charges brought by
Internal Affairs. Maybe he could do something with their suspect, too. Jannafredly admitted that the idea
of letting Hazlett go stuck in her throat. It violated her sense of judtice.

"All right, let'stry.”

Jorge alowed himself alook at hiswrist chrono. The leos had been gone along time. What, exactly, was
their gambit? The debate started in his head al over again. How much did they know? About the
doppelganger? About the murder? Both of them? Or did they know anything at al? Perhapsthey just
knew about the doppelganger. In which case they might betrying to seeif it related to Andy's desth.
They might just be fishing for anything suspicious. There were So many possibilities, and each needed a
different response. If he only knew where he stood. If only he dared turn over the photograph.

The door opened and the two leos stepped back in. Brill's forehead was creased in anxiety. The black
lion moved with the sinuous stride of astalking leopard. Jorge still did not know what they knew, but he
could recognize the beginning of aMutt and Jeff act when he saw it. The real questions were about to
dart.

Something in Jorge unwound. It no longer mattered what they knew. He could anticipate them now. He
would decline their gambit and counter with one of hisown. They were going to push. Well, he would
just push back and see how strong their position was.

"Youdidnt find it, whatever it is?' "Not yet,” Maxwell said, "but wewon't give up. Well find it yet."

"Unfortunately, | don't havetimeto wait until you do." Jorge stood up. " Saturday isabusy day for me. |
haveto leave."

"Not just yet, jon," Maxwell said, moving between Jorge and the door.

Now was the time to challenge them. Jorge raised a brow. "How do you intend to prevent me from
leaving? Y ou might try arresting me, of course. Do you have the groundsto do that?!

They stared a him. Brill reacted first. "Y ou're an ass," she snapped at Maxwell, then turned to Jorge. "l
apologize for the department on behalf of my partner. We don't intend to arrest you or otherwise hold

you by force. We need your help. | apped to your civic conscience and regard for your late partner in

asking you to inconvenience yoursdf by giving usjust afew more minutes of your time."

An excellent move by the Queen. He gpplauded her silently. Now for the King's answer. He smiled. "I
wouldn't need civic conscience or the regard for my late partner to persuade meto give you avery great
dea more of my time, my dear sergeant, but no duty on this Earth can compel me to subject mysdlf to the
abusiveness of your partner. Good day to you."

He pushed past them out the door of the interview room. He did not ook back as he crossed the
sguadroom. He longed to turn and see their expressions. Shock? Frustration? Rage? L ooking back was
afatal fault of humans. Look what happened to Lot'swife, and that harpist of Greek mythology who was
leading his girlfriend out of Hades. Jorge determinedly kept his eyesfront. Insde, he laughed.

Jannadid not know what her expression was. What she felt was dumbfounded anger.



"He'slaughing at us, bibi," Mamasaid. Hisfist crashed down on the top of the interview room'stable
with such force the hardboard shivered dl the way down itslegsto thefloor.

"Why not?' Jannasaid hitterly. "He just walked right through us and there wasn't athing we could do to
gop him."

"That'swhat burns. It's another round to the deeks of the world. The good guyslose again.” He s umped
agang thewall.

Janna sucked on her lower lip. Something Mama had said not long ago was working itsway up through
her mind. It broke the surface. She studied it with care. She knew that another time she would have
refused to entertain such an idea, but right now, it looked good.

"Do you remember saying that in order to catch snakes like Hazlett, they have to be driven out into the
un?'

Mamallifted his head. He pushed his glasses up his nose. Behind them, his eyes were expectant. "|
remember.”

"Let'sgo kick over somerocks."

Chapter 16

Jorge thought this had to be one of the most satisfying days of hislife. No matter that the air steamed and
the air-conditioning in his offices could barely keep the temperature at areasonable level. He did not care
that the Sunchild Company's ramjet was far behind schedule at Beach-Cessna and over hdf the Aurora
Company il had not taken their physicals with launch just amonth and a half away. Jorge fdt hewas
wrapped in acloud of euphoria, girded in sweet triumph. They had not arrested him because they could
not. Whatever they might suspect, they did not have evidence. They had wanted him to say something
that would help them find the evidence they needed.

He took pride in knowing he had given them nothing. If only criminalswould redizeit, lying wasthe
second wordt response to a police question, surpassed only by the danger of truthful responses. Any
admission, true or false, could be used by the leos. Statistics showed that suspects who refused to say
anything at al were very rardly convicted. Physical evidence was only circumstantial. The police needed a
damaging admisson by the defendant himself to make their case. Silence was not only golden, it was
sanctuary.

It would be comforting to know exactly how much they suspected, but not vita. Jorge sailed peacefully
through the afternoon. When the problems of the office began threatening to spoil his mood, he decided
to cut the day short. He walked out of the office about three o'clock and went to alocal bar for a
leisurely drink before climbing into the VVulcan to drive home. He mentadly reviewed hisfavorite
girlfriends. Hefdt like company. Hewould cal Senta. She was agood companion for a celebration.

Not until he was hdfway home did he realize abright green Monitor had been visble on hisrear view
screen for sometime. He turned up the magnification on the screen until he could seethe driver. It was
that black leo Maxwell. Brill wasin the car, too. Jorge returned the screen to norma scan. What could
they want? He did not for amoment believe it was coincidence they were on histail. For aheartbest, he
felt fear. Had they found some definite evidence and were coming to arrest him?

Jorge dowed the VVulcan. The Monitor dowed, too, maintaining the same distance behind him. Jorge



speeded up again. The other car did likewise. Jorge's fear evaporated, replaced by annoyance. They just
wanted to follow him. Moreover, they must want him to know they were doing o, or they would not be
30 obvious about it. Well, that at least answered his question about where he stood. They must certainly

suspect him of killing Andy.

When heturned in at his house and floated the V ulcan across the yard into the garage, the Monitor pulled
up across the street and settled to its parking rollers. Jorge paused at the top of his stepsto look across
at them. Brill waved. That confirmed it; they wanted him to know they werethere.

He hurried down the stepsinto the house. Did they think following him would unnerve him to the point he
would incriminate himself? Probably. The police mind worked that way. He smiled thinly. Very well, if
they wanted to think that, let them. They would see whose nerves went fird.

Thetops of the windows were above ground level. By standing on a chair, Jorge could see what was
outsde. He looked out twice over the next hour. The Monitor remained whereit was.

Jorge decided to show them how little they were affecting him. He climbed the steps and crossed the
Street to the police car.

"Good afternoon, sergeants. It must be uncomfortable out here. May | offer you something cold to
arink?'

Brill smiled. "No, thank you. That would be fraternizing with the enemy. We couldn't do that.”

Jorge stopped hisfrown before it appeared. He made himself shrug instead. "Y ou're the ones sitting in
the sun. I'm just trying to be civil."

Maxwell was douched in his seat with his head leaned againgt the back. His eyeswere closed. "Sure, just
like you were when you offered that digh your whiskey Monday night. | don't like the additivesin your
drinks, jon."

Jorge went back into the house chuckling. They redly thought they were going to frighten him by telling
him how much they suspected. He did not give adamn how much they suspected, nor even how much
they knew. It only sweetened his triumph of knowing how helplessthey were.

He looked out the window again about five o'clock. The Monitor was till there. He frowned in
annoyance. Surely they did not intend to Sit there dl night? They must be off duty by now. He would be
leaving to pick up Sentain just an hour. He did not at all welcome theideaof having leosin attendance at
dinner and wherever €lse he and Senta decided to go this evening. He crossed the street again. Brill
poked her degping partner. Maxwell sat up and the two regarded him quizzicaly.

"May we help you, Mr. Hazlett?'

"Isit fraternizing with the enemy to come insde my house for afew minutes?'d liketo talk to you."

The two exchanged glances. Brill sad, "Were dwayswilling to talk to you.”

They followed him back to the house. He took them to the study. There he sat down behind his desk and

gtared up a them. They werein amost the same relative positions asin the interview room. What a
difference in circumstance, though. He wasin command of thisinterview.



"Just what, may | ask, do you two want?'
"You, Mr. Hazlett."

"Y ou murdered two men, jon, and we don't think that's very civil. We think you ought to be punished for
it

"Two men? Who was the second?'

"Don't play innocent, jon. Y ou know it was the digh who doubled for you Saturday night.”
Heleaned back and smiled. "Y ou're dreaming. Do you have evidence of this?'

"No," Brill admitted.

"Not yet." Maxwel madeit agrim promise.

Jorge lifted hisbrows. "Y ou expect to find some?"

Maxwell nodded. "Y ou think you're safe, that you've gotten away with it, but the truth is, you're human,
jon, and humans make mistakes. Even the perfect murderer will dip sometime.”

"We plan to be here when you dip, Mr. Hazlett."

Jorge chuckled. "How? By camping on my doorstep? | doubt your superiors would approve, evenif it
were physicaly possbleto follow me twenty-four hoursaday. It will dl beinvain anyway. Surely you
redlize two Knights alone can never capture aKing."

Jannawas regretting having come. They did not seem to be driving Hazlett out into the sun. On the
contrary, he appeared to be enjoying himself immensdly, at their expense. His smile made her hand itch
for anight stick. There was so much that could be done with one of those and never leave amark. She
reminded hersdf they were here to disturb Hazlett, not assault him.

"Our superiors have no love for unpunished murderers, either, Mr. Hazlett.”

Theinfuriating, arrogant smile did not waver. "1 may call them and ask about that.”

In Jannas ear, the Capitol dispatcher's voice whispered, "Indian Thirty, cal the Sation.”

Mama's eyes flicked toward her. One brow hopped. She understood the unspoken request. He wanted
her to roger the call. She tapped her ear button.

"Indian Thirty roger. Excuse me, Mr. Hazlett, do you have another phone | can use?' She did not want to
use the one on his desk.

"Theresonein the kitchen. It'sdown the hall to the l&ft."
"Thank you."

She started to leave, then stopped, feeling a chill. Mamawas eyeing Hazlett so intently. She wondered if
it were wise to leave the two of them aone.



"Mama”
He looked at her.

"Keep Mr. Hazlett in good hedlth whileI'm gone.”

Shedid not like Mamals answering smile. Still, shewalked out, looking for the kitchen.

She found the kitchen, and the phone. She punched the station's number. The board put her through to
Lieutenant Candarian.

"Don't you two ever go off duty?' the night watch supervisor asked.

"We're tracking down new evidence."

"| fed sorry for Vradd, having to judtify dl thisovertime.”

Jannasighed. "What do you want, lieutenant? 1'm on ahot lead that may go cold if | don't cheseit fast.”
"A Milo Tdous has been looking for you most of the afternoon, hetellsme.”

"Tdous?' For amoment, she could not remember anyone named Ta ous.

"Of the Department of Judtice.”

Jannafet foolish. Of course. How could she have forgotten him?"What does he want?'

Instead of answering, Candarian lifted her brows. ™Y ou had trouble remembering him? Suffering from a
littletunnd vison, Brill?*

Jannabit her lip.

"Doesthat mean you haven't kept him up to date on the investigation? Maybe that's what he wants. He
left anumber for you to cal: 233-4111."

Janna wrote the number down on a pad by the phone. "Thank you."

"Any time." Candarian smiled. "Good luck hunting new evidence."

Jorge wished the she-lion had not |eft. The door closing behind Brill appeared to be some kind of release
for Maxwell. He flexed his shoulders and seemed to grow even tdler. Jorge found him towering over the
desk, and smiling very unpleasantly.

"Wadl, jon, it'sjust you and me. Let'shave ared exchange."

Jorge maintained hisamile. "Man to man, asit were?'

"It'd only be man to man if you were, but you aren't, jon. Y ou're atoad. Well have aman to toad

exchange."



Jorgefelt hisface freeze. Anger flared in him. Just who did Maxwel| think he was?"Wewon't talk at dl,
sergeant. | find your toneinsulting.”

The black leo snorted. "I haven't even started. My partner is very polite. She's a conscientious officer
who's going to make Investigator 111 and even Lieutenant some day. She works by the book. I'm
different, though, so let me put it my way now." Maxwell leaned across the desk toward Jorge. "We're
going to live with you, toad. Y ou're not going to be able to breathe without us counting it, toad. Y ou
won't be able to count coup without our company. Y ou might as well make us partnersin your business
because we're going to be there for every transaction, toad.”

Jorgeforced himsdlf to awintry smile. "That's called harassment. | can bring charges againgt you for that."
"Harassment?' Maxwell snorted in contempt. ™Y ou don't even know the meaning of the word, toad.
Harassment is a cold shoulder compared to what we're going to do to you. Y ou're going to find us
sticking to you tighter than ticks. Our faces are never going to be out of your sight. It isn't going to be
harassment; it's going to be like becoming a Samesetriplet.”

Jorge started shaking with fury. He stood up. "I think I've tolerated enough of this. Y ou have one minute
to leave my house before | call—"

Maxwell sneered. "The police?’

"Get out of my housa!"

"Not until we can prove you murdered your partner and that digh. When we go, we intend to take you
with us. After that it won't be long before some prison doctor draws up asyringe of T-61 and in the
name of the State of Kansas, shootsit into your veinsto send you on the longest odyssey of them all.”
Red haze clouded Jorge's vison. He could hear his pulse thundering in his ears. The black man could not
do this. People ordered out were supposed to go. The game was over—and he, Jorge, had beaten them.
How dare Maxwell not obey the rules!

Jannamet Milo Talousstired clerk's eyes sheepishly. "I'm sorry we forgot to keep you informed, Mr.
Taous. Weve been busy with our line of investigation and it didn't seem to have much to do with yours."

The Justice agent frowned. "'Information ought to be shared routinely between different agencies aswell
as between different departmentsin the same agency. For dl you know, | might have had information that
could help you.”

"Yes, sr. Now, what can | do for you?'

"Y ou can help me arrest Jorge Hazlett."

Jorge yanked open the desk drawer and pulled out the .22 revolver there. He pointed it at Maxwell. "'l
said get out of my house. | refuse to be subjected to any more of thisabuse. Y ou'velost. Thereisno

evidence| killed anyone. There never will be. You'velod... lost.”

Maxwell looked at the .22. "' know: two Knights alone can never capture aKing. But what if one of
themisnt aKnight? What if oneisaRook?"

Jorge stared at him. He caught the pun. A rook was aso ablack, crowlike bird. Could aRook and a



Knight capture aKing? Any end game implied that each Side had at least aKing left, and of courseit was
possible to checkmate with a King and a Rook.

His mind snapped back to attention just in time to find Maxwell launching across the desk to take away
the pistal.

Janna stared at Talous. "Arrest Hazlett? 1'd love to, but what for?"

Taouswinced. "My god, you not only don't talk to people you need to; you don't even read all your
forend c department's reports. The handwriting andyss—"

The handwriting analysisl She thought of the report lying on her worktable right now, the one she had
never quite had time to read, "—indicates Hazl ett Signed the contracting papersfor the Laheli Company
account and ten others. This afternoon the U.S. Didtrict Attorney handed me awarrant for—"

Theflat crack of apistol shot interrupted him.

Jannawhirled. The sound had come from the direction of the study! She charged out of the kitchen and
downthe hal.

The shot was not loud, nothing like the sound of gunfire on holo-v programs, but in the confined area of
the study, it sounded to Jorge like the thunderclgp announcing the end of the world. Jorge had not
intended to pull the trigger. He was horrified to find Maxwel| collapsing across the desk.

Panic overwhelmed him. He had shot a police officer! He dropped the pistol and bolted from the room.
He heard the she-lion shout at him, but he did not pause. He dived for the front door, jerked it open, and
flung himself up the teps.

Behind him, Janna was wrenched two ways a once. The running man woke al her chaseingtincts a the
sametimethat fear pulled her toward the study. She debated in the last few steps before she came even
with the study door. She decided and dashed into the study.

Mamawas dowly diding off the desk onto the floor, clutching at his chest. Crimson was staining the
bright yellow of hisshirt.

"Mama" She caught him and helped ease him the last few centimetersto the floor. "Mama, what
happened?’

He coughed and whispered, "Got him on attempted murder.”

Shetried to yell a him that they did not need another charge. They could get him on Tescott violations.
Her throat wastoo tight for yelling, though. Her vision seemed to be blurred, too. Surely she could not be
crying, not for Mahlon Maxwell.

He closed hiseyeswith asoft sigh.

Outside, a sportster's fans wound up.

Janna came onto her feet. She tore out of the house and across the street toward Indian Thirty. She

rapped her ear button. "Thisis Indian Thirty, requesting assistance and an ambulance. One officer down.
Brentwood and Danbury."



She reached into the car through the open window and jerked the shotgun from its rack. Pumping ashell
into the breech, she spun and raced back for the house. She wiped her eyes so she could see to shoot.

The Vulcan was backing across the lawn toward the street. It turned asit backed, ready to start forward
at thefirgt possble moment. Jannafired into the nearest fan vent in the airfoil skirt. She pumped another
shell into the breech and fired again. The fiberplagtic of the skirt shattered.

The fans whine flattened in sound. Asit did, the right rear quarter of the car dropped. The skirt plowed
into the lawn. The fans screaming, the Vulcan bucked in anguish. It struggled to stabilize and move, but it
could only pivot around the damaged fans.

Janna pumped in another shell and circled the Vulcan to the front. " Set her down, Hazlett!" She aimed the
shotgun at the open window of the driver's Sde, straight into Jorge Hazlett's white face. "Checkmate. The
game'sover. Now climb out of thecar . . . dowly. Make one move | consider too fast and you'll bea
candidate for total thoracic transplant.”

In the distance, she heard the whew-whew-whew of police Srens.
Hazlett climbed out of the VVulcan with infinite care.

Chapter 17

The waiting room outside surgery was well gppointed with comfortable chairs and numerous microbooks
and current periodicals. Janna sat down in none of the chairs and read none of the books or magazines,
Like some grest cat, she paced the carpeted areain endless circles and on each round, paused to stare
at the surgery doors. She cursed herself. What a stupid waste the shooting was. If she and Mamahad
held back ... if she had read the handwriting analysis when it came up from Forensics. ... if she had not |eft
Mamadone with Hazlett while she called the gation. The"if " went on endlesdy. She blamed herself.
She wasthe senior partner and she was By-the-book Brill. She knew procedure. She had to bend it,
though, had to suggest they go stick pinsin Hazlett. The lgpse might cost Mamahislife.

She had certainly bombed eight yearsin one spectacular bloody splash. The only thing that kept her from
writing out her resignation now was the knowledge that the pegps would probably seeto it she wasfired.
Wi, there was dways Champaign. Wim might be able to find something congtructive for her to do out
there.

From the doorway of the waiting room, Vradel said, "He's il in there? How long has it been?”

She could not bring herself to look at him. She kept pacing. "Three hours."

"Youlook likeyou think it'syour fault.”

Shetwitched her shoulders.

"Brill, you and Maxwell are partners, not each other's nursemaids. What happened?’

Now sheredlly could not look at him. "It'sdl in the report.”

"Hazlett ressted arrest, it saysin the report. Do you know what Hazl et says? He say's you two were
threatening him and he shot Maxwdl| in sdf-defense.”



She made hersdlf turn around and look straight into the lieutenant's eyes. "Mama never threatened him. |
could hear every word they were saying while | was on the phone.”

Vradel chewed his mustache. "Y ou'll swear to that in court, and to the peeps?”

She swallowed. Look at her. She was doing just what Wim had warned her about. She was jeopardizing
hersdf by lying to superiors for MamaMaxwell. Why? She had no clear idea.

"Of courseI'll swear toiit."

He regarded her speculatively. "Y ou have agood record. They may believe you.”

She gtarted pacing again. He waked with her. They both stopped to Sare a the surgery door.
"There's no trace of that digh Tarl yet."

She shrugged. She was not surprised. They paced another circuit.

"| can assign you anew partner now, if you sill want one."

Shewas staring a him, trying to understand the sudden confusion in her, when Wim and Vada Kiest
walked into the waiting area.

"Wim."

He came toward the sound of her voice and put hisarms around her. "One of the nursestold me what
happened. Y ou're sure having bad luck with partnerslately.”

Sheleaned her cheek againgt hisforehead. "Luck isabitch.”

"Y ou're looking well, though, Kiest," Vradd said.

"They're letting me out tomorrow.” He let Janna go and stepped back to reach for Vadas hand. "It won't
be long before well be leaving Earth. Which reminds me, Jan. The Invictus incident scared a number of
people on our ship. They'relooking for people to buy out their shares. We could set up the loan and you
could come out on this ship. We could al go together.”

Go now? If fate ever spoke, it must be like this. It sounded like afineidea. So why did she havethis
hollow in her gut? "L eave in two weeks? Isthat possible?!

"Sure. All you haveto doisbuy the share and get your physica.”

Vradd's mustache twitched. He said conversationdly, "I'm putting together aspecid squad to find that
banzai bonsai. People aren't safe on the street until we strap that bibi.”

Jannalooked at him. "The hit-and-run driver?" It was about time they concentrated on her.

"Don' let him skin you, Jan. Don't forget that could just as easily be you in there being put back together.
It'sabad job. You can do better.”

She sucked on her lower lip. The world was full of Hazletts and Lacledes preying on the Kellenersand



Owans. Leos stood between the two and the crossfire could be deadly. She thought of the jon who shot
a

her the day Wim wasinjured. She had been only millimeters from desth then. There had been that sniper,
too. The reward for the last job had been an apartment manager'sinsisting they pay for damage to the
building. Who needed that for twenty years?

The surgery doors opened. Green-clad OR personne guided a gliding stretcher out. Mamalay onit,
tubes running from his chest to bottles hanging over the edge of the stretcher. Other tubes ran from bags
of solutionsdown into hisarms. Still othersled from an oxygen tank to hisnose. The life-function
indicators on the side of the stretcher were amuddy color.

Jannatouched his hand. He did not open his eyes. Shelooked at the nearest person in green. "Will he be
al rignt?’

"Youll haveto ask Dr. Teeter that."

Janna searched their faces. "WhereisDr. Teeter?

Dr. Teeter stood behind the stretcher, a handsome woman in her fifties. "Are you ardative?' she asked.
A moment later she shook herself. Her eyes went from Mama's Dutch-chocolate color to Janna's smoky
hair and fair skin. She sighed. "Excuse me. It's been along night."

"She'scloser than ardative," Vradd said. "She's his partner.”

"l understand. His condition is serious, but it's sabilizing, | think. The next few hours are the most critical.
Fortunately the bullet was asmal caliber and only nicked the aorta or he would most certainly be dead.

I'd say his chances of surviving are fair. Now, excuse us, please. We need to get him to Intensive Care.”

They glided the stretcher on down the corridor. Jannastood looking after it. "If he dies, what hasit dll
been for? We could have strapped Hazlett anyway."

Vradd said, "Could we? Hazlett has an attorney who's been demanding that a handwriting expert of his
own examine the signatures on those records. If Hazlett were arrested for the Tescott violations alone, he
could beout on bail. Asit is, the judge has set bail so high, your snakeisin lock-up. He might beset the
Tescott conviction, but helll have amuch harder time convincing ajury he didn't shoot or wasjusdtified in
shoating Maxwell."

"It fill s;emsusdess,” Vadasad. "I'm glad you're going to get out and come with us, Jan.”

The stretcher was nearing the corner. Janna did not take her eyesfrom it. Strange. She felt apiece of
hersdf going withit.

Maybe not so strange. Shetook aclose look at her fedlings. A piece of her waswith him. Hewas her
partner. There was moreto it than that, too. Different as she and Mamawere, they shared something of
the same soul. Vradd shared it, too. "No, I'm not coming.”

"Oh, Jan."

"Why not?" Wim demanded.

"Not everyone can leave. Someone has to stand between the sheep and wolves that are |eft or there



redly won't be any hopefor thisplanet.”.
"It doesn't have to be you standing between. Don't be noble.”

She smiled a him, asif he could still see her expression. "I'm not noble. That'sjust an excuse. Thetruth
is, it does have to be me standing between. I'm aleo, Wim, blood and bone. Rotten asit can be, | love
thejob. | gave up law school for it, and maybe a husband and family. I'm doing what | want to do.”

Vradd grinned.

"I couldn't be afarmer, never inthisworld or any other. I'm glad you're getting what you want, though. |
wish ramjets weren't one-way tripsor I'd come vist you after you're settled.” It was strange to think they
might just be arriving on Champaign when she was an old, dying woman. "I wish you both the best of
luck." She looked around at Vradd. "Would there be room for me on that specia squad?’

"l expect s0. | need something to keep you busy until your partner heals up.”
"Thank you, gr."

She looked at them, then off in the direction the stretcher had disappeared. "I'll see you dl later. Will you
excuse meright now?1'd liketo seeif they'll let me Sit by hisbed until he wakes up.”
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