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Her screen was dightly unbalanced toward green. It dulled reds, making it appear asif Dr. Herrerasface
was streaked with chocolate syrup. Ginnie Erickson glanced at the security robot, which squatted near
her hip, cabled into her workstation. "Hold it, please.” Theimage froze. She hit afew keystrokes, until
the blood was vivid red. "Take it a haf speed.” Herrera's head moved forward a bit, as though he were
trying to peer through his gouged eyes, and he began to dumpin hischair. "Quarter speed.”

The viewpoint shifted crazily until Ralph Herrerafilled the screen. Diagnostics—blood pressure,
pulse—scrolled under the image of the dying scientist, measurements taken by the robot asit made itself
into atemporary heart-lung machine, hooked to Herrera's circulatory system and oxygenating his blood.

Too late. Hisbrain was scrambled by theice pick that had stabbed through his eyes. The security robot
was not equipped with an EEG, or it could have registered its charge's brain-death and saved itself some
trouble.

"Stop," Ginnie said. There was nothing striking Ieft in the robot's memory until ten minutes later, when
Drobisch, the security chief, arrived. She might have continued in fast scan, but Drobisch was standing
behind her. She'd seen that part dready. The digital recording would show hishasty arrivd, shirttail
untucked, gun in hand. He would bend over the corpse and say, " Shit. Damn it, Herrera, if you've cost
me my job—" It did not seem palitic to play forward to that point.

"So what's wrong with the stupid machine?* Drobisch asked.
"I don't know. Give me sometime.”

"Time? Time?" She suspected he was related to someone, somewhere. Surely there was no other reason
atwit like him could hold hisjaob.

"It'savery complicated stupid machine." She turned to the robot. "Y ou're a complicated machine, aren't
you?'

"Yes," said the roboat, its pleasant voice coming from a speaker in its chest. She'd known the guy who
recorded its core model vocabulary. He said it had taken aweek, but the results were worth it, easy
enough on the earsthat shed dated the voices origina for two months. She was only dightly miffed that
in her six years of working with robots, no one had ever suggested her voice would make agood mode!.

"So amplify it," said Drobisch. "The stupid thing says Herreracamein, sat down, and suddenly had
blood and eyebals dl over himsdf. It's astupid waste of money. And it's usaless to the company until we
figure out what'swrong withiit."

"The back of my neck iswarm enough, though, thanks," she said. Drobisch stared at her. "Could you
stop breathing down it for awhile?Y ou're making meitch."

" think I'll watch."

"Then could you tell me why the company isinto investigeting thisthing? Why don't you leaveit to the
cops?!

"It's company business”



"What in the world was he working on? Why did he even need a guard robot?"
"Forget that, missy. It'sclassfied.”
"It might help me know who was after him."

"That's none of your business. Y our businessisto figure out what's wrong with the stupid robot. Period.
Sodoit."

Findly she ran the robot's memory forward through its entire futile attempt to keep Herreradive. Drobish
squirmed and | eft before the playback reached his arrival at the scene. Ginnie had the little office back to
hersdf.

She gtretched, sighed, and told the robot, "L et's take it from the top. Eleven P.M.. Friday night.”

Four hourslater she hadn't gotten anywhere. Interrogating the robot and examining its visua memory
gave her the same result; a headache. She leaned on the desk, flexing her tired wrists.

"When did the last person |eave the |ab besdes Herrera?”
"Eight forty-sx P.M., seventeen seconds,” said the robot.
"That was Jane Y onamura?’ "Yes"

"No one besides Dr. Herrerawas in the lab between then and when Drobisch arrived at eleven
twenty-9x?"

"That is correct."

"Did Herreralook nervous?' "Please contextudly define 'nervous."
"Did he do anything unusua during that period?'

"Hedied."

Ginnie smiled. Litera-minded program. Others might anthropomorphize the robot, despiteits
resemblance to alarge garbage can bristling with mechanica limbs and extrusions. She knew it wasa
sophiticated computer program housed in awheded mechanism. Red atificid inteligence was ill
down the road.

"Did he do anything unusua during the last period he was aone, before he died?”

"He spent 87 percent of that period in the bathroom. These percentages are in the normal rangefor Dr.
Herreraslate-night activities ince | was assigned to guard him."

"Why were you assgned to guard him?”
"That informationisclassfied.”

"What was he working on'?"

"Thet information isclassfied.”"

Ginnie shook her head and looked at her notes. Yonamura leaves, 8:46:17 P.M. Herrera goesto



john, 11:08:51. H. Back, 11:15:02. H. dead, 11:15:43. Drobisch arrives, 11:26:25. It was odd that
Herrerawas murdered right after he got back from the bathroom, but that didn't help. Did someone
snesk into the lab during the six minutes scientist and robot were away? Possble, but it didn't explain
how the robot didn't see that person murder the scientist in plain sight.

Another thing she couldn't understand was how Herrera could it still while someone jabbed an ice pick
through hiseyes. She flinched just thinking about it. If he'd been drugged—but she'd been told blood
workups hadn't found anything.

The robot had been ingtructed to tell her nothing that would revea the nature of Herreraswork, but he
had done nothing confidentia in the hour and ahalf after hisassstant left: there were no holesin what it
told her. Therobot's memory could be edited by a programmer, but any such edit would be recorded in
deeply encrypted codes.

Sheld checked them. Its memories had not been touched in more than two months.
Her eyes stung. Either she was feding sympathetic pains, or she'd been working too long.

"Off," shetold the robot. Sheléft it cabled into her computer so she could start again first thing in the
mormning.

George looked up from her book when Ginnielet hersdlf in. "Long day," she commented. Ginnie grunted
at her twin Sster, the one named after their mother's native sate. Their father wasfrom Virginia: the
family joke wasthat Ginnie—Virginia—was Daddy's girl, and Georgiawas their mother'sfavorite. It was
adurable enough joke that Ginnie worked with computers, like her father, and George did medical
research, like her mother.

The other family joke was how lucky they were no one was from New Jersey.

"You'retdling me"" Ginnie hung her jacket on her Sde of the closet. "Hey, thisisyour umbrdla Keepit
onyour Sde!"

"Ficky, picky. Fabulous mood you'rein tonight." George was her double—wide-hipped,
narrow-waisted, with too much dark curly hair to keep under perfect control. Every time Ginnie looked
at her, shewanted to brush her own hair.

"Y ou ever have somejerk leaning on you about some impossible task, and you'll be alowed to

George grinned. She worked at their mother's [ab, so she was always expected to put in late hours. But
they'd recently finished amagjor project and were taking some time off. "What's up?"

"Get this. Y ou know the guy who got killed the other day”? The security robot completely flaked, didn't
record the murder. I'm supposed to figure out what went wrong with it."

"Oh, now, that'sinteresting. Think you'l find out who killed him?"

Ginniewaked past her sster into the kitchenette. "That's 'none of my business.” I'm just supposed to find
why the security robot screwed up.” She took down abowl and abox of raisin bran.

"Robots and computers. Very dull. The murder of Ralph Hen-era, that's interesting. Hey, he'safdlow
CaTech alum. Y ou should catch his murderer to avenge the glory of our dmamater. And that'snot a



redl dinner, you know."
Ginnie put the milk back in the refrigerator. "Tough. Y ou cook area dinner, I'll be glad to eat it.”

"You order out for ared dinner, I'll be glad to warm it up in the microwave. So, the murder. Who offed
him?'

"l don't know. Everything's very hush-hush. Drobisch—hé's the security idiot, he'sgot to really be
swesting hisjob—won't tell me why. Maybe hesnot in oniit either, | don't know. | don't know Herreras
work, | don't know hissocid life, | don't know if he had negatives of Drobisch in bed with his German
shepherd. | just haveto find the bug.” Shetook abig spoonful of cered. "Of course, the ideathat they
spent so much money for asecurity droid that can't even spot amurderer is probably reason enough. But
then, they're hiding the robot from the cops.”

"I hateit when you talk with your mouth full. That'swhat 1'd sound like, if | didn't have any manners. It's
not a pretty thought, you know."

Ginnie crunched her ceredl.

"Means, motive, opportunity,” George said. Ginnie noticed belatedly that the novel George was reading
was aNero Wolfe. "Y ou must know something we can deduce from."

"Opportunity, | don't understand. Motive, | haven't aclue. Means, anice pick right into the brains and
swirled around a bit.”

"Ugh. Can theice pick be traced?'

"That's something for the copsto do. | doubt it, though. | got a pretty good look at it in the robot's visual
memory. It was an ordinary Searsice pick."

"Hngerprints?’
"Smudged pam prints, from what | hear."

"Could behis, if hetried to pull it out. What makes you think the robot didn't do it? Aren't you worried to
be around the thing?'

Ginnie shook her head. "1 made sure to ask about that. There was brain matter on the ice pick. It would
have got on the murderer's hands. There was none on the grasping limbs the robot could have used to
hold the wegpon, only blood and vitreous goop from the eyes. Anyway, the angle of entry wasal wrong
for akiller as short asthe robot. Just right for ahuman murderer.”

George marked her placein the Nero Wolfe and put it asde. ™Y ou're not bright enough to figure out the
opportunity, and the means are mundane, if ugly. Well have to work on motive."

Ginnie poured more cered in her bowl. "1 don't have to come home for this abuse, you know. | can go
back to work and get it from Drobisch.”

"I'm better at it, though.”
"Only because you have more practice, and perfect genes.”
"Motive, motive. Did you know thisguy at al fromwork?'

"No. He'sjust one of those people who comes in, works constantly, and goes home. He didn't exactly



hang out chatting in the cafeteria. He was working on something classified, they say.”

"Soit could beindustria sabotage." George frowned. "But why would asaboteur kill him in such anasty
way? Stabbing out his eyes. That sesems s0 persona. Maybe symbalic. Like, oh, jedousy: 'Y ou'll never
look a another woman again!" "

"He doesn't sound like the lady-killer type," Ginnie said.
"That doesn't mean it couldn't have gone the other way around, right'?"
"He'sthe kind of guy who spent dl histimeinthelab."

"So he was fooling around with someonein the lab, then. Was he married?" Ginnie shook her head. "So
he's seeing someone at the lab, and she getsjedous. Maybe he isn't even fooling around on her. Maybe
she's one of those crazed researchers who goes nuts after too much seep deprivation.”

"Maybeyou are," Ginnie commented.

"Who'sthe last person who saw him aive?'

"Hisassgant, Jane Y onamura" "Ah-hah!"

"Oh, come on, she doesn't look the type."

"They never do," George said wisdly. "What's her line of work?”'

"That one| do know. Before she was assigned to Herrera, she ran the clone lab we use." Ginnie helped
design roboticized diagnogtic stations, trandating Biolnnovation's doctors expertise into programs that
could detect increasingly fine Sgnsof medica disorder. They went through scores of identical rabbits,
mice, and monkeys, testing the devices. Until she'd been tabbed to find abug in arobot shed had no
hand in programming, the most frugtrating part of Ginni€'s job had been waiting the monthsit could take
for amouse genetically predisposed to aheart disorder to mature into symptoms for her programsto
find.

"Tell youwhat," George said. "Herrerawent to Tech years before us, but I'll bet | know some people
from there who knew him. I'll call around and get the scoop on him for you. Y ou should talk to

Y onamura. Either she'sthe murderer, or she knows the other woman who's the murderer, or if something
on their project got him killed, she may know about that, too."

"Drobisch will never let her talk. And solving murdersisn't my job."
"Y ou're aspoilsport. I'm going to call around anyway."

Ginnie went to get more milk.

She threw the printouts aside. "Gah!"
"l beg your pardon?' said the robot.

"It was, um, an interjection,” Ginnie said. "It wasn't directed at you. It was directed at this damn
documentation.”

Therobot was slent. It knew it did not have to answer acomment made to damn documentation, she



thought.
Or to alack of damn documentation.

Biolnnovations had only been able to obtain the non-proprietary parts of the robot's software from its
designers, since for whatever reason they didn't want it known the robot had failed to prevent amurder.
Ginnie had called the guy she'd dated, the one with the voice, but he had only worked on the robot's
speech software. He was no help.

The software documentation the other company had supplied wasterrible. She didn't think it had been
tampered with to help preserve trade secrets. Sheld written too much overly hasty documentation herself.

Shewaslooking in particular for a programming kludge that might have been written in to fix abug the
earlier programmers couldn't find, what she called the Use a Bigger Hammer school of programming.
Sheld done it hersdlf, though never as deazily asthe programmer who, faced with a program that
unaccountably would sometimes add two and two to make five, inserted codethat said, If 2+ 2 = 5,
then5= 4.

Anything that obviouswould legp out &t her, but it wasn't likely to he that obvious.

She a'so had to look for sabotage. So far the robot appeared to work the way it was supposed to, with
no signs of tampering.

If shewere actualy working on solving the murder, rather than trying to find aninvisiblebugina
Byzantine robot, that could be interesting.

She leaned back in her desk chair. It creaked. "I've been listening to George too much." The robot
swiveed to focusiits attention on her. "I'm going to check on something,” shetold it. "Don't go

anywhere."
"Noted," said the robot.

"Not possible," Drobisch said. His desk was enormous, a monster of dark-stained wood and iron trim.

"Shewasthelast living person to see the robot working. She might have noticed something that would
hdpme"

"Shedidnt."
"Y ou're not the computer expert. Let metak to her.
"We're concerned about her safety.”

So you do think Herrera got killed because of what he was working on, she thought. "L ook, | just want
to ask her questions about the robot's functioning. Something that might look like nothing to you, and to
her, might be the clue| need.”

Drobisch glowered &t her.

Sheroseto go. "OK. Maybe | can find this glitch anyway. It probably doesn't matter. The copswill
probably figure out that portable heart-lung machine you hooked to Herrerawas the second one. If they
guessthere was arobot at the scene, they'll impound it, and it won't be my headache.”



"Wait," Drobisch said. Her hand was on the doorknob. She turned. "Y ou can talk to her. At lunch,
tomorrow."

Asshedfigured. If shefound the bug before the cops knew about the robot, they could erase dl its
memory and know they could safdly useit again when it wasfinaly returned. "Thanks."

"Il bestting in. Maybe | can help you." The sullen tone of hisvoice was awarning.

Jane Y onamurawas athin woman, older than Ginnie, though it was hard to judge: maybe thirty, maybe
thirty-five. She sat across from Ginnie at the cafeteriatable, not meeting her eyes. Ginnie remembered
that that was a characterigtic of Japanese politeness. Otherwise Y onamura seemed American enough.

"I'm sorry about Dr. Herrera,” Ginnie said. "Had you known him long?" Drobisch shifted in the chair
beside her. Y ou can damn well put up with politenesses, she thought. Anyone would ask that.

"We worked together for two years," Y onamurasaid. "'l knew him aswell as you know most people you
work with. It'sdifficult to get used to his absence.”

"I'm very sorry,” Ginnie said. Drobisch cleared histhroat. Y onamurawas silent.
"Did you notice anything unusua about the robot that night?"

"I redly couldn't say, Ms. Erickson. I'm not an expert on such things. Dr. Herrera understood computers,
but hewasavery clever man. I'm an ordinary cellular biology expert; | only deal with computers and
robots to the extent | need to for my work."

"That'swhat my sster dways says, that she hates dedling with computers.” Drobisch ostentatioudy
looked at hiswatch. "But she uses them more than she thinks about. I'm sure you noticed something.”

"l can't think of anything."
"Well, youwereworking late." "We usudly did."

Just working? Ginnie wondered. Probably. They had arobot watching them for the last several weeks.
"Did you have the robot assist you in any way?"' The robot had been ingtructed not to reveal anything
about Herreraand Y onamuras work to her.

"No. Well, Dr. Herreramight have asked it to time some processes, or hold an instrument. Only very
smplethings”

"That'sgood. Did it have trouble understanding any of hisingtructionsthat night?'

"No. Let methink about that. No, | redlly don't think so. As| said, he never asked it to do very much.
I'm not even certain he talked to it that night.”

Now, you'd remember what Herreradid the night he was murdered, Ginnie thought. It was only five days
ago, and it had been amemorable night. "1t'd be awaste to have such a state-of -the-art robot around

and not haveit do anything to help out, wouldn't it? | mean, | wonder what the accountants thought about
OK'ing such an expendve piece of machinery. | guess you guys were doing something important.”

"| suppose someone thought so," said Y onamura, impassively.
Ginnie could hear Drobisch breathing. The man breathed loud. He must have practiced being noticeable.



"Did ether of you talk to the robot? Did it say anything?'
"It might have. | don't recall.”

"l was going to ask if it was showing any difficultieswith language, or if it stuttered, or repeated itsdlf.
Y ou don't remember if it ooke'?!

"l don't," Yonamurasaid.

"What about its movements? Did it seem to have any trouble navigating'?”

"Not to the best of my memory. It isn't something I'd have paid attention to."

"Y ou're not getting anywhere here, Erickson," Drobisch said. "We dl have work to do."

No kidding, I'm not, Ginnie thought. Y onamurawas polite, but opaque: ddliberately so, she was sure.
That might have to do with Drobisch's presence. Perhaps.

"Thank you anyway," shetold Y onamura, who smiled dightly and accepted Ginni€'s handshake.

"It'sdriving me crazy,” shetold her sster. "Three days of this, and the robot makes no more sense than
ever. No—the robot makes as much sense as ever. And it's probably got a hundred man-years of
softwareinit. | could belooking forever." She rubbed her face, yawning. "If only they weren't too
paranoid to bring in ateam of peopleto look over the thing. The best way to spot abugisto bringina
new perspective, but | can tell Drobisch doesn't even like having one person look at it."

"You saw Y onamura?' George asked.
"Oh, yeah. Speaking of brick walls, that woman's not going to talk about anything.”
"Buried passons?’

"Buried everything. | can't guess what kind of secrets she's kegping. Maybe she just has more respect for
non-disclosure agreementsthan | do.”

"Hey, if you can't tell someone who shares your genetic materid, who can you tdl?* George said. "I'll
never tdl. Let them think I'm you."

"Y ou wouldn't passtheretinalD check they made metake when | signed dl those forms.”

"So | won't let them stare deeply into my eyes. They'd never check. Even if they thought about you
having atwin, the world'sfull of idiots who think twins have the same fingerprints and retina prints.” As
teenagers, George and Ginnie had read too much science fiction about clones, who were nothing but
high-tech twins, not only having the same fingerprints, but lockstep persondities. They hated that. "Her€'s
your surprise bonustoday for having anosy twin." George tossed a bound document on the kitchen
table.

"What'sthis?"

"| drove over to Tech today to seeif anyone had any old gossip about Herrera. Nothing. He had a
girlfriend junior year from City College, but it didn't [ast." Ginnie snorted. Sheld never thought much of
guyswho had to leave campusto get girlfriends. "So | looked up his doctora dissertation, just so it
wouldn't be a complete waste of time driving to Pasadena.”



"It'sawaysawaste of time driving to Pasadena,”" Ginnie said automaticaly, picking up the binder. "
'Induced Heurigtics and Rote Learning in Mammals? Sounds like a page-turner.”

"I sill say Yonamuradid himin, but if they weren't hot and heavy, and it was sabotage, this could be a
clueto whatever they were working on."

"It wastwelveyears ago,” Ginnie said. "It could have nothing &t al to do with whatever he was doing for
the company." Sheflipped through the pages. "And it'sredly badly written. Do they make you write
dissertations thisway? Thank god | didn't go for adoctorate.”

"I had alook at it," George said. "There's some theoretical stuff about waysto treat people who've lost
abilities due to strokes or other brain trauma. ™

"Likeicepicks?

"Ick. Like, say, someone has amicrostroke, and can't tie his shod aces anymore. Herrerathinksit should
be possible to zap the whole subroutine for tying shoelacesinto abrain.”

"How'?'

"I'm going to reread it. It's pretty thick going, and | never read much neurology. Most of this paper is
about white rats and bunny rabbits. He only mentions people toward theend.”

"That'sthe interesting part, though, isn't it?" Ginnie said. She squinted at athicket of graphsrelatingin
someway to brain chemicals shed never heard of. "Programming human brains. Just think how amilitary
organization would daver over that."

"I have," George said. "So industria sabotage goes back on the motive list. And so doesinternational
intrigue”
"Oh, great," said Ginnie. "Now | prefer the theory about a sex-crazed research assistant stabbing his eyes

"Either way, poor sap. Wonder if he saw it coming.”

"It could explain why Y onamurais so quiet. This might be dangerous businessto know anything about.”
"If it'srelated to what Herrerawas working on for Biolnnovations," said George.

"I'm going to ask around some more. Maybe he told someone what he was working on."

"Ligten,” Ginnie said. She knew she couldn't stop her sister from working a puzzle through to itsfinish.
She wasintrigued hersdlf, but she was aso fedling queasy. She reached across the table and took her
twin'shand. "Be careful "

George smiled and squeezed her fingers.

She was running the robot's memory through the last ten minutes before Herreras death. The picture
jiggled as the robot trundled through the halway behind the scientist. Herrerawent into the end stall of
the men's room; the robot focused on the door. Someone had taped an old Gary Larson cartoon to it, so
yellowed it was brown: it showed alaboratory filled with dead catsin lab coats. Curiosity, it seemed, had
killed them.

Herreracame out of the stall and walked briskly out of the bathroom. He did not stop to wash his hands.
Ginnie shook her head. The robot had to hurry to keep up. He stopped at the lab door, and the robot



preceded him into the room and took up its customary position in the corner opposite the door, from
which it could see everything. Herrerawalked into the room and sat at histerminal. Sheisolated the
keyboard in closeup. The keys Herrera hit were A, 6, Caps Lock, Shift, J, Y, Delete, G, H, 2, Tab.
The sequence looked nonsensical. She frowned.

That was the point the door suddenly dammed shut; the robot glanced at the source of the sound, only
for aningant.

Gore was running from Herreras eyes when it glanced back.
Someone cleared histhroat behind her. "Y ou have two days.”
"Two daysuntil whet?"

"I've spoken to your department,” Drobisch said. ™Y our supervisor agreesthey're overextended in salary
base. He may not be able to keep you on.”

"Wat aminute"

"I'vetold him, of course, that Since you've been on loan to the security department, we'd like to help. We
might be able to squeeze out some money to move into their budget. Out of gratitude. If we were
grateful.”

Thiswas nearly a subtle move. She should be impressed. "Come on. We're not talking about a payroll
program. There are reams of code in thisrobot. Y ou can't expect one programmer to find abugina
week!"

"Therearealot of programmers. Biolnnovations can't be expected to employ them dl." Drobisch |ooked
smug. Heturned on hished and | eft.

"Damnit!”

He was setting her up to be thefal guy. Not hisfault the security robot didn't work: the company
employed idiot programmers who couldn't work the thing. No matter she'd hardly seen the robot before
the murder. She suspected Drobisch wasin aposition to ater her employment records.

He was right about one thing. Southern California, which ten years ago had looked like a bottomless pool
of employment for good programmers, wasfinaly saturated with them. And even when you lived with
your sister, rents were outrageous. It took both of them to afford a two-bedroom place. The cost of
water aone could break her, if shewent long without ajob.

She might even have to moveto New Jersey.

"Damnit.”

"We're not going to talk about me finding anew roommate," George said firmly. "We're going to solve
thismygery."

Ginnie was lying on the sofa, her arms wrapped around a cushion, thinking. "If | have to move out, Mom
will want you to move back with her."

"Not achance. | love Mom and al, but give me abreak. It's nice not to have talked to her for aweek,
for achange.”



"Y ou haven't told her? Good. Shed just worry. Did you find out anything about Y onamura?’

"No." Georgebit her lip. "I'm afraid | sort of wasted today. | wish I'd known Drobisch was going to lean
onyou."

"Well, you didn't know."

"Yeah, but if you lose your job—I wastaking to some Lloydies about Herrera, back when he lived
there. You know helivedin Lloyd House, just like | did?"

"No. Smal world." Ginnie had an old college friend who'd dropped out of physics and Sarted asmall
import business up in Oregon. Maybe he could use a programmer to make the shipping end of it more
efficient. If she could get used to living with pine trees. Or maybe she could get ajob on theloading
dock. She hugged the cushion to her cheek.

"They weretelling me stories about his Ditch Day stack. It was pretty memorable.”

On Senior Ditch Day at CaTech, the seniors set puzzles, caled "stacks,” for the underclassmen to solve,
The underclassmen had to solve the puzzle to gain entry to the senior'sroom. If they didn't find a
"bribe"'—usualy junk food—waiting for them there, they had the right to counterstack the senior's room,
giving her ataste of her own medicine.

Ginnie, distracted by killer finds, had smply thrown together aquiz for her stack. When the group trying
to get into her room answered some trivia questions on her computer and solved what sheld thought was
afairly knotty programming puzzle, the computer told them where they could find her room key. Shed
left akeg of beer and ten pounds of chocolate in the room, and when she got back from her Ditch Day
trip to Disneyland, she found nothing but candy wrappers remaining of the bribe.

. She dill regretted not taking the time to come up with afinesse stack, something the underclassmen
would bash their brains againgt dl day but which would be obvious, in light of the clues, when they found
out what it was.

"They got to his room and found a video monitor and ajoystick outside the door," George said. "And a
note that just said, 'Get the key or solve why it can't be done.""

"Sounds like agood one," Ginnie said, interested despite hersalf.

"When they turned on the video monitor, it showed the interior of hisroom, like the camerawas next to
the door. It looked ordinary enough, but the floor was entirely cleared, and in the middie of it wasthe
room key, and thislittle cart, with an armin front and an antenna sticking up.

"Y eah, one of them picked up the joystick and moved it around, and the cart turned around with it. One
button on the joystick raised and lowered the arm, and the other made the cart go forward or backward.
The arm had a magnet on it, and there was awasher taped to the key, so the magnet could pick it up.”

"Too easy. Thereésacatch.”

"You bet. It looked like the ideawas to maneuver the cart over to the door with the key, and get it to
push it out under the door. But they couldn't quite get the cart to work right. 1t'd start toward the door,
and suddenly veer off in the wrong direction. Or it would stop moving. Or the key would fall off."

"Somekind of kink programmed into the cart's movement."

"They thought of that. They plotted dl the unexplained movements and looked for a pattern. Like, if you



turn it 180 degreesto the left, maybe it would go backward. Well, it did sometimes, and it didn't
ometimes.”

"S0 it had random error programmed into it, and that's why they couldn't get it to work?”

"But how do you 'prove that? It's afinesse stack: there has to be something big and deceptively obvious
they can point to, or Herreras screwed it up. They're starting to get very annoyed, because they can see
the room and they don't see abribeinit. These are students who are serioudy looking forward to
skipping the counterstack and just trashing hisroom if they solve the stack. It looks like he expected it to
be impossible to solve, and that's not fair.”

"What did it turn out to be?' Ginnie asked.

"Think about it. There are three components of the puzzle they can look at: there's the remote-controlled
cart, and the joystick, and the video monitor/ camera setup. They can't get to the cart,except by
experimenting with the joystick and watching on the monitor.” "The joystick."

"They took it gpart, carefully, and looked at it. Nothing funny in the joystick that they could see.”
"The monitor?'

"It waslatein the day when this one bright freshman began to wonder if the monitor was showing them
the whole story. Some big-shot junior guy had the joystick, but shefindly talked him into handing it to
her. She moved the cart al the way to the back wall, and started to make it go back and forth, against
thewall, asfast as she could.”

"What did that prove?’

"In the middle of the room, the cart blinked out of existence on the video monitor. She moved it back,
and hdf of it wasgone. Then it came back again.”

"Youvelogt me"

"Remember when we were kids watching aweether report, and the reporter was wearing agreen tie,
and you could see Indianaright through it?'

"l—oh! It was achromakey setup!”

" She pounded on the door and shouted 'Open up, Ralph!’ and Herrera opened the door from theinside.
Thewhole back wall of the room was draped in green, held painted the floor green, and he was wearing
agreen bodysuit and agreen hood.”

"Y ep. Sheld proved why they couldn't get the key. It was one of those old-fashioned setups that
screened out greens, the kind they used when they wanted it to look like the weather guy was standing in
front of awesther map or alive shot of asunset or something.”

"l suppose he could find dl the equipment for that on campus,” Ginnie said.

"Actudly, | think he slvaged it from a station that was upgrading its technology. Just like on the weather
report, where the camera saw green, the chroma key showed a video image he'd taken earlier instead, of
the normal back and floor of the room. So in his green cover-up, he wasinvisible to the camera. Aslong
as he stayed behind the cart, from cameraview, he could messwith its movements without being
detected.”



"Not bad."

"Theresthis big lump covered with green cloth in the back of the room, and heripsit off: champagne on
ice, thisbig pastry spread, the works. He sort of cheated by not having actudly ditched on Ditch Day,
but he sounds like an OK guy. It'stoo bad he's dead." George sighed. "He had chocolate eclairsfor
them. | never solved a stack that got me chocolate eclairs.”

"Huh." Ginnie sat up and put the cushion down. " So there was one other factor in his stack puzzle,
besides the cart, and the joystick, and the cameraand monitor.”

"Whichis?'

"Him. Harrera"

"Good morning, Erickson,” Drobisch said.
"Morning," shesad, amiling.

She seemed awfully confident for someone who would be canned in eight hours, he thought. She wasn't
bad-looking, but she had an attitude problem. "Thisisyour last day, you know."

She smiled again and walked the other way down the hall. He put her out of hismind.

"Good morning, Mr. Drobisch." "Morning," he grunted. He was dmost at his office when he turned
around. Who was that? Red suit jacket, blue jeans, brown hair. Erickson? Hadn't he aready seen her?

Drobisch hated dgja vu in the morning. He decided he needed another cup of coffee. Y onamura could
not be alowed to talk to anyone. HEd spend today making sure she knew that. It was an aggravation: no
wonder he was distracted.

"Thisistodigractit." Ginnie held up the sound synthesizer. "It has about twenty seconds of slence
programmed in before it shouts bloody murder. So timing'simportant on this experiment.”

"Got it," Georgesaid. "Y ou want meto wak over and St inthischair? That'sit?!
"That'sit. Do it as smoothly asyou can. Take even steps.”
"OK. Ready when you say."

"Now," said Ginnie. The robot was cabled to her workstation, onidle. Shetoggled it on with thejoystick
sheld rigged.

George walked across the room. The robot watched. She sat.

Ginnie waited a beat. Then she walked across the room, toward George. Asthe neared her twin, the
sound synthesizer cried "Help! Burglar! Murder! Stop!" The robot swiveled toward the darm. Ginnie
toggled it back toidle.

"Let's seewhat weve got," shesaid. "Y ou wait outside. | don't want it to see you again.”

Sheturned the robot on again. "When did you last see me?" she asked.



"At 9:09 thismorning.”

"What did | do?"

"Y ou entered thisroom. Y ou walked to the northeast corner and sat down."
"How many timesdid | cross the room to the northeast corner this morning?”
"Once”

"Once?'

"Correct."

"Do you know what you've got, robot? Y ou've got some let-five-equal-four code. Y ou've got akludge,
and | know who else knew that. Maybe two people who knew that."

"Do you require aresponse from me?"

"No, thanks. I've dready got everything from you that | need." She turned the robot back to idle and hit
the codes on her keyboard that would alow her to erase its memory of the morning's experiment. They
could find traces of the editing, but maybe they wouldn't bother. With any luck, the robot would be in the
scrap heap tomorrow.

"Y ou can comeback in."

"Good," said George. She shut the door behind her. "All your coworkers are staring at me. | think they're
wondering why you're spending your morning standing outside your office. Did you get what you
needed?’

"Yes" sad Ginnie. "I'm dmost certain what happened. | just need to pry Drobisch loose from Y onamura
long enough to talk to her.”

"Oh, that sounds like fun. Remember third grade, when we'd confuse Ms. Jefferson who was who?"
George picked up Ginnie's extension. "Drobisch, please.” Pause. "He's not in his office? Y ou'd better
page him and tdll him to come see Virginia Erickson right now. No, thiswill not wait. Now!" She
dammed the receiver down.

"How will you hold him?*

"I'll thresten acivil suit for wrongful termination of employment. | can doubletalk on that for at least half
an hour."

"l oweyou severd.”

"Nineteen, now. But who's keeping track?"

Y onamurawas peering into amicroscope and did not look up. "Mr. Drobisch, weve nothing to talk
about. I'vetold you everything | know."

"I don't need you to tell me everything, Dr. Y onamura.”
"Ms. Erickson?" Y onamura pushed her hair back. "1 don't think it'sagood ideafor you to be here.”



"Isit bugged?'

"Bugged? Oh, you mean amicrophone. No, | don't—I don't think so. | think | found it."" She avoided
Ginnieseye, as she had thefirg time they met. "I redly have nothing to tell you about your robot.”

"I want to mention acouple of thingsto you. | want to know if I'm understanding thingsright. If | do, you
have nothing to worry about from me.”

Y onamurawas slent, watching her. "I've seen Dr. Herreras dissertation. It was about an idea caled
‘induced heurigtics' | don't know what you brought to the project, but | want to guess. | want to guess
you can force-grow clonesto early maturity.”

"l don't know why you think so." ™Y ou might want to know that I've discovered abug in the robot after
al. Actudly, I've discovered the programming fix that covers up abug.” Y onamurafolded her handsin
her [ap and waited.

"| think when they were designing the robot, it had a glitch that made it think it had seen the samething
more than once. A sort of robot dejavu. If you rolled abdl in front of it, it might think it saw that ball roll
by twice, or, worst case, it might get stuck in aloop and see nothing but that bal roll by, an infinite
number of times. That would be aproblem.”

"1 supposeit would. It'snot my specidty.”

"Dr. Herrera understood computers, though. And perception, and behavior. He needed dl of that for the
work you were doing, didn't he?'Y ou grow the clones, he works on their brains.”

"Dr. Herreras work was classified. And difficult.Evenif | were at liberty to explainit to you, | wouldn't
be ableto.”

"That's OK. I'll make a crude guess. Herrerawas inventing away to put behaviorsinto empty brains.
Likethe brains of force-grown clones. It'sthe only thing | can think of that explainswhy Herreras il
dive. Areyou in contact with him? Do you know where heis?'

Y onamuralegpt to her feet. "Ms. Erickson! Dr. Herrerais dead! How can you say—"

"Settle down! I'm just babbling nonsense. Not even worth repeating outside this room. Just let mefinish.
If you two were working on a project to turn blank-minded clonesinto programmed zombies, and if he
wanted out—if he didn't like what he thought was going to be done with it, but he was afraid
Biolnnovations or its clientswould go after himif he ran—you could use the robot's little undocumented
feature

Ginnielicked her lips. Her mouth was dry. Sheld tried not to think through the implications of her
solution, but she couldn't avoid it now. Y onamuralooked like she wanted to run.

Ginniesaid, "Heréswhere | get really nonsensical: Y ou've developed away to force clonesto rapid
maturity. Y ou've made aHerreraclone, al grown up but no mind to spesk of. With his neurochemicas
and dectronics and whatever, Herreragivesit asmple program: stand on thistoilet until tapped on the
shoulder, leave the bathroom, wak down ahall, go into aroom, St in achair, hit some random computer
keys, walt.

"Thered Herrera, dressed identicdly, followsimmediately behind the clone, careful to walk the same
way the clone was programmed to.

"Now, herésthe beauty part: he knows, maybe from noticing the way it perceived little cloned,



behavior-programmed bunnies, that the robot discounts anything it believesit'sidentically seen,
immediately before. Completdly discountsit. Doesn't perceiveit. That's how its programmers kludged the
dgavubug."

Y onamurasat, dowly.

"All he needsisto distract the robot long enough to stab into his clone's nearly blank brain, incidentaly
destroying the clone's unique retina patterns, in case anyone thought to check. If he ducks out of sight
quickly enough, when the robot's first-aid functions take over, it won't have time to see him escape.
Whileitskludge kept it from percaiving him comein.”

"You can't prove any of this" Yonamurasaid quietly.

"They didn't put the robot on him to guard him from the competition, did they? That was a Sde-benfit,
but they redlly wanted to make sure he didn't try anything funny. The robot wasthereto report if hedid,
and to intimidate him so hewouldn't try it in thefirgt place.”

"That's what we thought.” Y onamura's tone was even.

Ginnie had to work to keep her own voice low. "Our advantage is that Drobisch wants to bury any
evidence that might show Herrerals desth was hisfault. If you stay quiet, you may be OK."

"Dr. Herrerawas the only person who fully understood histheories. I'm counting on them not watching
me quite as closely. I'd planned to get away as soon as he had enough time to cover histracks. We
weren't counting on the fraud never being discovered. We only hoped, if they thought a competitor had
killed him, that it would give him enough time.”

"l hopeit does. | don't want to know how much money isinvolved inthis. | don't want to know which
governments would pay for thistechnology. | do have one question.”

"What?' asked Dr.Y onamura. "Herreras techniques—were they only useful on blank brains? Or could
they be used on your brain, or mine?' Y onamuralooked Ginnie directly in the eye. She said nothing.

George was gone when Ginnie returned. It took less than haf an hour to find the kludge in the robot's
code, now that she knew what to look for. She made a ssmple deletion. Then she packed her persona
effects.

"Erickson!™ Drobisch thundered. He stormed through her doorway. "Y ou are finished at this company.
Y ou are finished everywhere.Y our work record showsinefficiencies that—"

"You'reright, Mr. Drobisch,” Ginnie said. She nodded at the security robot, which stared unmoving at
the doorway, watching images of Drobisch stormin again, and again, and again. "I not only didn't find the
glitch in the security robot, but the bug seemsto have gotten worse. It'samess.”

"Goddamn stupid machine! | told them not to—"

"Y ou were right. Under the circumstances, | think | should give my notice." She picked up her box of
persond items and squeezed past him as he gaped &t her.

Would Drobisch be moreinterested in burying anything that would make him look bad to his superiors
than hewasin following her? It was afair bet.



Oregon or New Jersey? She wondered which one Herrerawould choose. A



