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It was abeautiful day for the beach, but terrible weather for afunera, and Peter Danidls stood behind
Hannah'sfamily wishing he could faint, just to be awvay from there. The family glowered a him
occasiondly, maybe blaming him, maybe expecting himt o throw himsdlf into the grave alaHamlet, or
maybe wondering what he was doing there; for them, admitting that Hannah had had a boyfriend,
especidly ablack boyfriend, would be nearly as bad as admitting that shed OD'ed on hyper. Peter
glanced & Md issa, wondering if the family had known dl the details of that relationship. Probably not;
Meélissa had discovered the body and called the cops, which was enough to explain the hogtile reception
sheld received.

Melissalooked at the expensive coffin, the women's dresses, the old-fashioned three-piece suits, and the
ancient memorias surrounding them. Burials were as twentieth-century as neckties - therich were frozen,
and everyone el se cremated; she doubted th at as many as a hundred people had been buried in New
York (legdly, anyway) since shed been born. Hannah's family seemed like travellers from the 1980s, or
maybe even the 1890s.

Thetwo friends stood there until the service was over, then each took afew steps towards the family,
which wasfolding up into itsdf like afist clenching - or, Mdissathought, like a Roman garrison forming a
shield wall bristling with spears. Mdiss aabruptly turned on her hed and strode towards the exit; Peter
took another hesitant step towards the family, then sighed and followed her.

"I keep feding likeit'smy fault,” Mdissaexplained softly as he caught up to her, "and thelast thing | need
isapack of sanctimonious |eftoversfrom Edgar Allan Poe agreeing with me."

Peter nodded. "Well, they'd hardly blame themselves, would they?*

"Do you ever blame yoursdf?'

"No." He shrugged. "Okay, yes, alittle, but nowhere near as much as| blame the dime who sold her the
stuff, and | guessI'm glad | don't know who that was."

"What would you do if you did know?"

"I don't know . . . Probably nothing. I'm hardly the vigilante type; my ancestors went to alot more
lynchings than they would have liked. Besides, whoever it was, | don't think he wanted to kill her; he may
have misca culated the dose, or maybe she di d, and she probably didn't tell him it was her first time. She
hated admitting that, you know that."

"So you don't think it was anyone's fault?'

"Y ou're the historian. Who killed the Kennedys?'

"What?'

"Who do you blame for the holocaust? Or the greenhouse effect? Or AIDS? Or the Hallowe'en War?
No one person was responsible for any of them. Hannah shouldn't have taken the stuff. The dimewho
gave or sold it to her shouldn't have. The dimewho sold it to the dime who gave or sold - and so on, ad
infinitum. There's some blame | eft over for her parents, for telling her so much crap shefelt the only way
she could find out what wastruewasto try it hersdf . . . but | think the worst you can b lame yoursdlf for
isnot being intheright place a thetime.”



Melissa shook her head violently. "Everyone knows you can get drugs on campus, but no one does
anything about it, either because they don't care or because they're scared of the Mafia™

"People have been taking drugs for millennia, Hulkower," Peter said, softly. "It'sasinevitable asthe
weather, and like the weather, everyone complains but no one does anything about it, except maybe
makeit worse."

Melissawasn' listening. She stopped suddenly and stared at the tomb at the right of the exit. "Do you
know who's buried there?' she asked.

"No."

"Frank Cogtello.”

"The comedian?"

"The mobster - 'Prime Minigter of the Underworld', they called him."

Peter let her stare and sob for nearly aminute, then gently squeezed her shoulders. "He's dead,
Hulkower. Hannah's dead. Everyonein this place isdead. If you try taking on the Mafia, you'll be dead.
Let'sget out of here, huh?’

He drove her back to her dorm, and spent the night in her room. He dept in her bed, holding her; they
made |ove once before breakfast, and didn't see each other again for nearly two years.

The morning news shows devoted nearly half aminute to the experiment, including afew shots of the
breadboard rig. None of them seemed sure how serioudly to take it, but Daniels had expected that. He
decided to devote the morning to marking test papers, asure cure for over-excitement, and told the
computer to record al calls unless they were from the Nobel Prize committee.

To hissurprise, the phone rang a eleven. He glanced at the Cdler I1D; it was afour digit number, which
indicated an internd call - and obvioudy someone who knew computerswell enough to fool a Turing
program, which ruled out mogt of hisfelow phys cigs. "Danids.”

"Peter?'

The voice was vagudy familiar, but nothing more, and he wished that the university didn't regard
videophones as an extravagance. "Y es?’'

"ItsMdissaHulkower." Therewas abrief pause, then, "I hear you've invented atime machine.”

"Wadl, sort of," hesaid. "I'm afraid it's no use to the history department - or any threst, for that matter.
Anyway, how'reyou doing?'

"I'm okay," she replied. "What does the machine do?'

Danidsregtrained asgh. "What have you heard?"

"That you've used it to send small samples of radio-isotopes back afew weeks, and checked the rate of
decay. Isthat correct?

"Badcaly. Theresultsarein Nature."

"And you've found capsules that you don't have any record of sending, which have dates from severa
yearsin the future printed on them, and you assume someoneis going to send.”

"Yeah. That's caused thered stir. Of course, weve lost afew capsules aswell, but that's hardly
surprising - the damn machine can't send more than afew grams: the biggest sample, which is supposed
to be from 2112, wasjust over 3.1 grams.”

"What if you build abigger machine?"

"Wed need alot more power, for onething - and it's exponentia, not linear. Smone'sworked it out
mathematically, and she says the absolute limit's about forty-two grams and a hundred and seven years,
evenif you blow up thesun.”

"Besides, the 2112 sample appeared in Price's office, two floors up from the lab, which seemsto confirm
that the further you send a sample, the harder it isto placeit in apreciselocation. | forget how many of
the bloody thingswe must have lost by n ow. Anyway, if you want to come and seeit, you're welcome,
but it really won't be any use to the history department . . ."

Melissalooked at the sprawl of equipment, nodding. "The glass caseisthe transmitter?”



"Uh-huh. 1t's avacuum chamber - we can't afford to waste power sending air back into the past. And it's
areceiver, too, when our future selves - or whoever - manageto hit it. Theresadwaysaburst of
Cerenkov radiation when they miss, which iswhy we've put counters al around the building.”

"And the capsules you send are radioactive, too?"

Peter nodded. "That's how we confirmed the mechanism. If you send an isotope back twenty-four hours,
it arrives showing the same amount of decay asit would in twenty-four hoursin, uh, normad time. The
same sort of thing would happen if we sent someth ing that was aive - assuming it could survivein the
vecuum.”

Melissanodded. "Why dl the security outsde?"

Peter smiled. "A lot of the public think we can use it to hop back to the Cretaceous, or the Crucifixion, or
whatever. A few have worked out what we could do - things like sending alist of stock market or sports
results back to last year or whenever."

"Could you?'

"Yes. Of coursg, if you sent it back to last year, most people would just think it was ajoke. The problem
is going to be when people who've heard of this device start getting messages that're supposed to be
from next year. We've been careful not to tr y anything like that, and none of the capsules we've received
from the future have given us any hot tips. Maybe there's a cosmic censor out there that prevents
messages like that getting through - | don't know.

"And, of course, the lawyers are worried about it being used for terrorism. It's not accurate enough to
use for assassnations - you'd be lucky to hit something as smal asalimo, much lessapresident - but in
theory, they said, you could send biowar c ulturesinto water supplies or air-conditioning ducts. We
pointed out that (one) you could do that without the machine - a clipboard and aboiler suit can get you
into amost anywhere, (two) the culture would have to survive the trip, and (three) the mac hine hasa
geographica range limit, too - about twenty-one miles - and isn't exactly portable, not with the power
supply it needs, so anywhere outside New Y ork is safe and even New Y ork is still about as safe asit's
ever been." He shook hishead. "And for dl we know, the past isimmutable. If it wasn't, how would we
know, anyway?"

Melissagtared a the device, thinking hard, and then smiled. "Thanks for showing it to me. Can | buy you
acoffeg?’

"Let'sseeif I'vegot thisright,” said Melissa, rolling over and propping herself up one elbow. "Y ou can
send two grams back a hundred and seven yearsto somewherein New Y ork City. Right?”

"Hmm?" Peter turned to face her and tried to focus (he always removed his contact lenses before sex;
they tended to pop out when he was aroused). "Yeah . . . wel, intheory. In practice, I'd say ninety years
was the best we could do."

"1938," she murmured.

"Even then, you'd need abig target area, and you could missthe dot by amonth or more. . ."

"How big?'

"Oh. .. something the Size of alecture theatre, but three or four floorshigh.”

"A library or alargelaw firm. . ."

"Yeah, that should . . . what?'

She bobbed her head down and bit hisnipple. "Never mind. Just an idea.”

"Y ou want meto what?"

Melissa counted to three silently. " Send this back to 1938. It'll survivethetrip; | checked."

"What isit?'

"Photographic negatives. 35mm, black and white, just like they used back then. No one will know where
they came from. The originals were taken at about that time, or maybe afew yearslater . . . Four shots -
wdl within the masslimit."

Peter put down his coffee cup carefully, and peered at the strip of cdluloid. "These look like someone
sucking acock. Isthat right?’



"y es"
He peered again. "Either an ugly man or adamn ugly woman . . . Benito Mussolini?"

Melissalaughed. "Not exactly. It's J Edgar Hoover. | copied them from the latest biography - the other
two show himindrag.”

"Hoover? The FBI man?"

"y es"

"I thought these were supposed to be fakes - computer-generated.”

"Maybethey are, but those photos did exist. Severd people admitted to having seen them, including a
few CIA agents. The Mafia used them to blackmail Hoover to get the FBI to leave them aone - which
they did until the old man died, nearly forty yearslater.”

Peter shook hishead. "Jesus. Who was the other guy, a Russian spy or something?’

"No, just hisboyfriend - the Assistant Director, actualy. Look, you remember Hannah's parents. Most
peoplein the western world last century had the same prejudices they do; sex was disgusting, gay sex
revolting, and mae gay sex was absolutely abomin ableand usudly illegd. A lot of men committed
suicide when they were discovered to be gay - Alan Turing, for one. Things didn't start to get better until
the late Sixties, and got worse again in somewaysin the eighties; it wasn't until an AIDS cure was found
that what we now consider sanity became the norm. But ninety years ago, photos like this could destroy
aman's career -"

"And that's what you want to do to Hoover?'

"Yes. Heused to doit to hispalitica rivas, without any quams. If we drop these into the offices of the
New York Times - they weren't scared of Hoover, and he hated them for it - then his secret would be
out. He might be able to keep hisjob - at least three presidentstried to fire him at various stages, but he
blackmailed them into changing their minds, he had something on everyone - but it'd bresk the Mafias
hold on him. Or at least weaken it, which would weaken them . . . It might even keep them out of the
narcotics business, that was aways risky politically, and without him to protect them . . ."

So that'swhat thisis about, Peter thought wearily. He passed the negatives back to Melissa, and rested
his head on his hands. "We don't even know if we can changethepast . . ."

"How else are you going to find out?"

He sighed. "There hasto be asafer way than this. What if the past isn't immutable, and we changed it for
theworse. .. What if the Ku Klux Klan or someone like that got hold of the photos?”

"Hoover," she said quietly, "left the Ku Klux Klan done unlessthey claimed credit for amurder, but
spent millionsinvestigating and harassing black power groups and their supporters. He tried to blackmail
Martin Luther King; he knew he was depressive, and tried to bully him into committing suicide. Some
researchers even say that he hired the man who shot him -"

Peter held up hishands. "Okay, okay. I'll need timeto think about this. . ."

"Sure" said Mdissa. "Take dl thetime you need.”

Cates was sweeping in the Timess morgue and fantasizing semi-platonicaly about the new cashier at
Bookmart, when the sudden, silent flash of blue light behind him startled him out of hisreverie. For a
moment he stood and blinked, waiting for the black dotsto disappear from his periphera vison, thinking
of lightning, flash-bulbs, police cars and welding torches and trying not to think of the Hindenburg
explosion and Lovecraft's The Colour Out of Space. Widding his broom like awarhammer, he advanc
ed cautioudy towards the source of the light. Seeing nothing out of the ordinary, he took aquiet step
towards the door and opened it suddenly, looking up and down the corridor outside.

Nothing.

Cates stood there for amoment, shaking his head, then stepped back into the morgue. He stared at the
ceiling, but al of the lights seemed to be working as normal. He sighed, looked at the floor, and noticed
something smdll, dark and flat, with perforated edges. He knew there were thousands, maybe millions,
of negativesfiled away in the morgue, and pitied the person whose job it wasto return thisoneto its
proper place. He picked it up, looked at it to make sure it wasn't merely apiece of blank f ilm, whistled
sharply, and then leaned againgt the shelves and studied the pictures closdly. The negatives might have



come from the Timess archives, he decided, but the photographs had certainly never gppearedin its
pages, or those of any other newspap er. He a so suspected that the subject had not consented to the
shots being taken - and while he didn't recognise the face from the negatives, it was ugly enough to be
someone of some importance.

Cateslooked around the room anxioudy, and then carefully wrapped the negative in his handkerchief and
pocketed it.

"Meyer, can you do me afavour?'

"Sure. How much?"

"Itisn't money," replied Cates, and then lowered hisvoice further. "I need acouple of prints, and | don't
want anyone else to see'em. Can you do it?'

"I'm pretty busy . . . can't you take 'em to Kodak?*

"No."

"No?' Meyer Berger stared at the younger man with exaggerated astonishment and genuine curiosity.
"What have you been up to, Chris? | wouldn't have thought you had time, what with two jobs."

Cates squirmed dightly. He'd cometo New Y ork aweek before the Wall Street Crash, sixteen years old
and hoping for work as an actor. A friend had gotten him ajob asacopy boy at the Timesintimeto
prevent him starving; he ill worked there asaj anitor three mornings aweek. "1 found these. | don't
know who the guy is, but | thought you might . . ." He handed the negatives to Berger, who peered at
them, then did the best double-take Cates had ever seen.

"Y ou look asthough you haven't dept yet." Cates shook hishead. "Go and get yourself some breakfast;
I'll meet you in the diner on the corner in an hour.”

Cates was dozing in acorner booth when Berger walked into the diner with a newspaper under hisarm.
Thejournaist did in opposite him and said, softly, "I'm glad you're Sitting with your back to thewall. It'sa
good habit."

Cates opened hiseyes. "Who wasiit?'

Berger regarded him sadly, then withdrew an envelope from the newspaper and handed it to him.
"Thereéstwo sets of printsin there, aproof sheet, and the negatives. What you do with them is up to you,
but I haven't seen them.”

"Huh?'

"Andif | had seen them," added Berger, "1 would have hidden another set of printsin a safe deposit box,
with ordersthat they were to be opened in the event of my death. Do you understand?’

"No," replied Cates, hesitantly. "Who ishe?’

"J. Edgar Hoover."

Cates half-stood, and blurted out "Jesus! J. Edgar Hoover isa-" and then sat down again, hurriedly.
"Soit would seem,” replied Berger.

"Y ou could get another Pulitzer nomination out of thisone. . ."

"Posthumoudly, perhaps,” said Berger, drily. "Chris, | don't know where these came from. | know there
are homosexudsin your profession; | assume one of them gave them to you." Cates shook his head.
"That's as may be. Unfortunately, the Times cannot print these photographs, for obvious reasons, and
without them thereisn't astory - we have no dates, no places, nothing but the pictures themsalves, which
might be faked.

"And then there's the question of who would want usto know thisand publiciseit, and why. Hoover's
made alot of enemies, and most of them aren't the sort of people you'd want to aid and abet. What's
worse are the photos themselves. If they're fakes, they're brilliant ones. If not, then Hoover must have
been set up - a camerabehind a one-way mirror, maybe, in his hotel while he was on vacation. | had to
wonder, who could do that? Even the smartest mobgtersin the country would find it difficult . . . and then
| wondered, what about the communists?’

"Communigts?' said Cates, dubioudy. "The Communist Party'sajoke.”

Berger shook hishead. "Not the local party. The Russians - the OGPU, or NKVD, or whatever it's
called now. They could have doneit, and they might want Hoover replaced with an FBI Director who's



soft on communism . ..

"But that isn't the main reason I'm queasy about this. What do you think would happen if these photos
were published? Hoover's not the sort to resign, so Roosevelt would either haveto firehim . . . or not fire
him. Now, even if the photos are real an d Hoover's as queer as athree-dollar bill, does that mean he
should lose hisjob? I'm not surethat it does - he does it well enough, and that should be the only issue
that matters.” He smiled thinly. "On the other hand, if Hoover isn't fired, whoever prints those photos will
have made an enemy of the most powerful man in the United States. Are you sure you want to do that?"
"Wl .. ."

"Think about it. Take your time."

Catesnodded. "1 will. Thanks, Meyer."

"My plessure.”

Hoover returned to his office from lunch at the Mayflower in ajovid mood; lessthan aminute later, he
was fighting not to vomit over his mahogany desk. He dammed the phone down, drew a deep breeth,
and madetwo cdls- thefirg to his secretary, ask ing her to hold al calls, and the second summoning the
Assgtant Director, Clyde Tolson.

Hewas il red-faced and swesting freely when Tolson arrived and closed the door behind him. His
expression, asusud, was solemn. "What isit, Eddie?’

"I'vejust had acdl from an informant at the New Y ork Times," said Hoover, heavily, without looking at
him. "He says Meyer Berger has copies of some photographs of you and me.”

Tolson narrowed hiseyes. "Isthat all?' He stared at his boss for amoment, and then blanched. "Oh God
not those photographs. . ."

Hoover continued to stare silently through the window.

"How?Wheredid he get them?"

Hoover shrugged. "Berger has alot of sources, most of them scum. I'm more concerned about his
plans”

"So we bring himin and ask him. What's the problem?"

"Who do we get to bring him in? What do we tell them?' Tolson gaped at him, then swore under his
breath. "Never mind, Junior," the Director continued, amost kindly. "It was my first thought, too."

"l could go."

Hoover pursed hislips, thinking hard. "That's possible. Y ou might be recognised, but it would be better
than sending an agent . . ."

"Okay."

"No. .. not yet. If we go up to New Y ork on Saturday and drop in at the Stork Club, it won't look as
though you've made thetrip just to see Berger."

"What if he prints the photos before Saturday?"

Hoover shook his head, ponderoudly. "If hetriesthat, I'll know before anybody el se does.”

Pittsburgh Phil Strauss - Murder Incorporated's most prolific hitter and the Beau Brumme of the
underworld - douched in the back sest of aLincoln Zephyr and watched the passers-by from under the
brim of a pearl-grey fedora, careful to keep his guns out of sight. Hed been parked on Broadway for
nearly twenty minutes, and Strauss (whose red name was Harry, and who'd never been to Fittsburghin
histhirty years) was beginning to suspect that the bum wasn't going to show. Thisreally wasn't his sort of
job; hedidn't like having to make a hit out on apublic street, even thislate in the morning, and he didn't
like knowing hisvictim's name. But he knew it was urgent - word was that the contract had come straight
from Anastasia himsdlf, and they hadn 't even had time to find out the bum's address, so he had to be hit
before he got to work - and it was going to be remembered, especidly if they hit him right outside the
New Y ork Timeslike the bosses wanted.

"Isdat him, Phil?* came avoice from the front seet.

Strauss glanced at the rear-view mirror. Vito 'Chicken Head' Gurino wasn't particularly bright, but he had
excdllent eyesight. The man leaving the subway matched the description they'd been given - late twenties,



5(11(, 150 pounds, dark wavy hair, thin moustache, handsome in a Rudolph Vaentino sort of way,
cheap clothes - and he was hurrying in the right direction. "Could be. . . but don't say nothing till | say
okay, okay?"

"Okay."

Strausswaited until the man was close enough for him to see his profile, then muttered, "Okay."

Gurino stuck his head through the window and bawled, "Hey, Cates!" The man turned and looked at the
car, and Strauss raised the Thompson and pulled the trigger.

Cates hit the ground as soon as he saw the gun and, panicking, rolled towards the Zephyr and into the
gutter. Strauss, haf-blinded by the muzzle flash and deafened by the roar of the gun inside the confined
space of the car, peered through the smoke, baffled. "Where did the bum go?"

Gurino, aso partialy deafened, didn't reply. Cates stared up at the gun; part of hismind wasyelling at
him to get out of there, to crawl dong the gutter away from the car, but his body refused to obey.
Strauss removed the gun from the window, and cautioudy stuck his head out. Catesinhded and did
further under the car. "I think we better get out of here, Phil,” said Gurino. "Hest'll be here soon.”

Strauss swore. It didn't matter that this was only the second contract held failed to hit (the other bum had
escaped because it had taken Strausstoo long to stedl afire axe); thiswas the hit that would make his
reputation, one way or the other. He dr opped the Thompson and reached for his briefcase. Y ou go,” he
snarled. "I'm going to find this bum.”

He stepped out of the Zephyr just as Cates did out from under the other side and ran across the road
towards the subway entrance, not glancing back until he reached the sdewak. "Dere heid" ydled
Gurino, reaching for hisrevolver. Strauss spun arou nd, and began chasing the actor, inadvertently
placing himsalf between Cates and Gurino before the other gangster could aim. Gurino watched the two
disappear down the stairs, swore, and then holstered his pistol and drove back to Brooklyn.

Cates legpt the turngtile gracefully, shedding his overcoat as he ran and dowing down only dightly to
drop the wadded coat into atrashcan. A few seconds later he was studying the subway map, taking care
not to breathe too heavily, and concentrating on appearing stooped and old and inconspicuous. A
moment later he saw Strauss charge past him, look about furioudy, and disappear into the men'sroom.
Cates sared, and dlowed himsdlf adight amile.

Bette Lang was dreaming that she was playing Lady Macbeth clad only in her showgirl costume, to the
sound of enthusiastic, almost frenzied applause - a staccato rapping that continued after the rest of the
dream faded into embarrassment. She opened her e yes, and realised that the rapping wasreal. She sat
up, ams crossed over her large breasts, and |ooked around. The sound seemed to be coming from the
window; it took her amoment to remember that there was afire escape outsde. Cautioudy, she clamb
ered out of bed, grabbed her glasses and arobe, then tiptoed over to the window and raised the blind. It
took her severa seconds to recognise Cates, she stared at him, and then raised the sash. "What're you
doing out there?"

"I need your help," he said, diding in, then quickly shutting the window behind himself and lowering the
blind.

"If you think I'm too deepy to say no at - what timeisit, anyway?"

"Four am., | think," hereplied. "And it's not that. The FBI istrying to kill me."

"Huh?| mean -"

"They were waiting for me outsde the Times, with atommy-gun.” He sat down on the floor near the
window, reached into his pocket for the negatives, and told the story from the beginning, leaving out the
blue flash, as Bette sat on the bed and listened.

"Youresureit wasafed?' she asked, when held finished. "He sounds more like the guys we get at the
club."

Cates shrugged. "Helooked like one - tall, clean-cut, good suit . . . he even carried a briefcase.”

"How did you shake him?"

"I dumped the coat, acted like | was someone ese, and dropped my lighter outside the little girls room;
the guy's probably still there, screwing up the courage to go in. Then | caught thefirst train out of there--



it went to Harlem, so he couldn't exa ctly blend into the crowds, and | don't think the FBI has any black
agents. Then | tried to think of someone | could ill trust - and | came here”

"Areyou hurt?

Heraised hisright arm, showing the tear in his shirt and the graze undernegth it. "Only this- he only got
one good shot a me before | hit the dirt, and | guess my coat made melook bigger than | am."

"Lucky you couldn't afford one that fits," she replied. "So, what do you need meto do - gpart from
darning your shirt?"

"They're probably watching my place," said Cates. "l can't go back there, and | need some stuff -
clothes, a suitcase, some more prints of the photos, maybe some sort of disguise. I've got to get out of
town, becomeinvisible. . ." He stared at her po ster of Othello, and a smile spread dowly across his
face. "Can you get me some make-up, too?"

"Invisble? Like Claude Rains?'

The smile broadened into agrin. "More like the Shadow, | guess. By the way, do you know any
communigs?’

"Mr Berger?1'm Clyde Tolson; could we talk for amoment, please?"

Berger looked up from hisdesk neutrdly. " Sure. Talk."

Tolson attempted asmile. ™Y our editor's lent us his office for afew minutes."

Berger shrugged, and stood. He knew that Tolson, despite his stereotypical G-man looks and his
nickname Killer', had never served as an agent, and had less experience of violence than Berger himself.
Tolson led the way into the office, and sat down on the corner of the cluttered desk. " Shut the door. |
won't keep you: I'm sure you're working to adeedline. | hear you gave some negatives to one of your
darkroom people the other day."

"What negatives?'

"Did you?"

"I may have done," replied Berger. "I don't take photographs mysdlf, but there are times when apicture -
well, you've heard the saying. Could you describe the picture?’

Tolson turned pae. "Listen, Berger, | can have you arrested -"

"Onwhat charge?'

"Or | can shoot you now and think of something later -"

"Maybe," replied Berger, with a nervous glance through the glasswalls of the office, "but | don't think
anyone will believe it was slf-defense” He smiled thinly. "Maybe one of my colleagues out there knows
about these photographs. Maybe they dl kno w. Shal we ask them?' He leaned againgt the wall, scared
that hislegswere going to give way despite his brave front.

Tolson snarled. "Where did you get these negatives?'

Berger sighed. "I do have the right not to reveal my sources.”

"Do you have the negatives?'

"No; nor do | know where they are.”

"Canyou find them?"

"Why should | want to do that?"

Tolson stared at him, and then tried another tack. "We can do alot for your career; we can give you
exclusves-"

The journdist shook hishead. "No. | advised my source - who isaso afriend - not to try to publish
those photographs, in part because | believed that your bossstaste in lovers didn't reflect on his ability to
do hisjob. The longer you remain her e, the more | start to wonder. This might be agood time for you to
leave”

Tolson flushed, and strode out, damming the door. Berger watched him go, and then did to thefloor, his
legs no longer able to bear hisweight.

The signin the barber's shop window said 'Closed’, but Frank Costello knocked on the door and was
admitted without question. He stood for amoment, biting the end off aHavana cigar and watching the



barber diding arazor dong Hoover'sthroat. Lot of people would like that job, he reflected, and smiled.
"Good morning, John."

Hoover opened his eyes and stared into the mirror. "What's good about it?" he growled.

"I heard you were having some problems.”

"What sort of problem?”

Costdlo smiled. "Shdl we say, an image problem?”

"Somebody shot up Times Square the night before last,” said Tolson, who was sitting near the door. "Did
you have anything to do with that?"

"Mea culpa, meaculpa, meamaximaculpa,” replied Cogtello, removing the cigar from his mouth and
bowing his head.

"What?'

Cogtdlo looked up again, his expresson serious. "l told them to get him, not hit him, but | guessthey
misunderstood me."

"Get who?'

The mobster opened his mouth to answer, and then closed it again. " The guy with the negatives. . .
what's hisname again?'

"Y ou mean Berger?' asked Tolson, before Hoover could speak. The Director swallowed agroan and
rolled hiseyes.

"Nah," replied Cogtdlo, lighting the cigar. "Any lunkhead knows not to go after areporter.”
"Whereishe now?' asked Hoover, blandly, keeping an eye on the mobster's hands. Costello had one of
the best poker faces in the country, but his hands were much more expressive.

"I don't know. He disappeared into the subway, could have taken any one of adozen lines. He hasn't
been home since, or to ether of hisjobs: the photos weren't in hisroom, either. He could've gone
anyplace."

"Youlogt him?' said Tolson.

"Hey, you never even found him," said Cogtdllo, yawning, and sat in the chair next to Hoover's. "And
now you want meto tell you his name? What'sin it for me?'

"Neither of us wants those photos made public,” snapped Hoover. "Who do you think Roosevelt will get
to replace me?' Cogtello's hands shook dightly. " And imagine what the scandal would do to his
re-election chances. Do you want Dewey as your next Pre sSdent? He made his reputation putting -"
Costello raised an eyebrow, and Hoover fatered. - uh, some associates of yours, injail . .. Doyou
want to risk that?' His tone changed to awheedling whisper. "We can help each other. We can find him f
or you. Just tel me hisname.”

It was nearing midnight when Melvin Purvis, once the FBI's most famous agent, strode aong the corridor
to Hoover's office (known to agents as the Bridge of Sighs) for the first time since resigning three years
before. He handed hisrevolver to Helen Gan dy, Hoover's long-serving secretary, and chatted with her
for afew minutes before being ushered into the great octagona office. His carefully neutral expression
soured when he noticed Tolson sitting beside the mahogany desk. "Hello, Md," said Hoover. "How're
the memoirs coming dong?'

"Hine"

"And the Mdvin Purvis Junior G-Man Corps?"

Purvisrolled hiseyes. Y ou didn't bring me dl theway herein the dead of night to talk about a breskfast
cered gimmick. What do you want?'

"We're looking for aman named Christopher Cates."

"I've never heard of him."

"He has some confidentia information that could greatly embarrass the Bureau,” said Hoover, spitting the
words out with obvious disgust. "He's disappeared; we need to find him, and you were ways good at
that. We can put you back on aSAC's sdlary -"

"Hold on aminute," said Purvis, looking intently at Hoover's neck. "It's about you, isn't it?"

"What?'



Purvis glanced at the stony-faced Tolson, and smiled. "He's picked up some dirt on you, and you don't
want it to get out. Right?"

Hoover glowered slently. "Do you want thejob?"

"Work for you again? After the stories you've been spreading about me? If someone's blackmailing you,
you son of abitch, then maybe thereis somejustice in theworld -"

"Do you want to sell cered for the rest of your life?" asked Hoover.

"Hell, no." Purvisleaned across the enormous desk until he was close enough to Hoover to smell his
perfume and the whiskey on his breath. "I want an endorsement from you - I'll writeit, you just haveto
sgnit”

Hoover pursed hislips. "Isthat dl?'

"No. | want to make sure you can't have me blacklisted without risking your own neck: | want to know
what this Cates has on you." Tolson ssumbled to hisfeet, hisface ashen; Purvisignored him. "I'll haveto
know about it if I'm going to find him - Jayee."

The two men glared at each other for nearly aminute, and then Hoover asked, "Isthat al?"

"That, and the freedom to work without either you or Beady-eyes over there breathing down my neck.”
"Can you gtart tomorrow?"

"Fine." Nether man offered to shake hands. Purvis walked out of the room, retrieved his gun, and
escorted Helen Gandy back aong the Bridge of Sighsto the outside world. A janitor watched them leave
together, filed the fact for future reference, and then returned to work.

A year passed. Fittsburgh Phil made the hit that would eventualy send him to the el ectric chair, Orson
Wl es panicked thousands of Americanswith his broadcast of War of the Worlds, hundreds of
synagogues were burnt in Germany, Franco captured Madrid, and Hoover ordered his staff to begin
compiling aCustodia Detention List of both Communist and Nazi sympathisers. Bette Lang went to
Hollywood for a screen test, landed arole as agangster's moll, and became aregular in Republic serids
- usudly wearing alow-cut dressand alot of rope. And Melvin Purvisand asmal cadre of agents
tapped phones, intercepted mail, and interrogated more than a dozen people without finding Christopher
Cates.

"He was somewhere in Washington last December,” he told Hoover, as Tolson sneered. "He sent
Christmas cardsto hisfamily - no return address, of course, but postmarked Washington. He's probably
gl writing to his zoftig girlfriend, but she's getting so much fan mail nowadaysthat | had to give up
reading it, and my secretary embarrassestoo easily. He ways types the envelopes, using alot of
different typewriters. He hasn't asked anyone for money, and we know he's worked as awaiter, a
dishwasher , and ajanitor at various times, so he could probably find ajob dmost anywhere. My guessis
that he pushes a broom in some offices somewhere and uses their typewriters when no one's listening.”
"What about the photos?' growled Hoover.

"Same problem. It'stoo easy to hide photos, especially in a newspaper office. It'salot like The
Purloined Letter'; the best place to hide aletter isin asack of mail." He noticed the puzzlement on
Hoover and Tolson'sfaces, and rolled his eyes. "Didn't you guys ever read any Edgar Allan Poe? Never
mind. I'll bet Cates did. He may even be working for another newspaper, thinking that'sthe last place
we'dlook . . ."

"Have you looked?" asked Tolson.

"Sure. No one remembers anyone who matches his description, but Hell, he's an actor; he could've
changed his gppearance so much his mother wouldn't recognise him. He might even be passing himself off
asawoman,” he added blandly. "It'sa pity we don't have any femae agents; alot of people will tell a
woman thingsthey'd never tdl aman.”

"Women aren't strong enough to shoot straight,” fumed Hoover. There had been three female agentsin
the Bureau when hed become director in '24; held fired al of them.

Purvisdidn't comment. He wastired of Washington, tired of after-dark meetings, tired of an investigation
that was dowly leading nowhere, and overwhemingly tired of Tolson and Hoover. He excused himself,
walked out of Hoover's office, sat down a Hel en Gandy's desk, and began writing hisresignation. He



had torn up two drafts before he noticed that the typeface was familiar. He Stared at the typewriter, an
incredible ideadowly blossoming in the back of his mind, then hurtled down the Bridge of S ghsand
ricocheted from office to office, examining every typewriter he saw.

The ideawas pounding now, threatening to split his skull from within. He rushed back to Hoover's office,
but the Director had dready |eft. He swore, then grabbed Helen Gandy's phone and called Hoover's
home number.

"Ligten," he said, as soon as the phone stopped ringing. "Thisis urgent. What time do the janitorsleave
the building?'

"What? | don't know -"

"Get some agentsin here and stop them leaving. One of them is Cates."

There was amoment's stunned silence, and then Hoover exploded, "That'sridiculous! All our janitorsare

niggerd™

Thefour men sat in aroom &t the Mayflower - Hoover and Tolson natty and tense, Purvisreclining on
the bed with his eyes half-closed and his .357 Magnum close to his hand, and the dungaree-clad Cates
handcuffed to achair. "Where are the negatives?' as ked Hoover.

"| told you; | gavethemto afriend for safekeeping.”

"Meyer Berger?' asked Tolson.

"Meyer might or might not have a copy; he doesn't have the negatives.”

"BetteLang?"

"Bette hasn't even seen the damn things." Cates shook his head; sweat was running down hisface,
streaking his brown make-up. "And if you go near her, I'll make sure everyone seesthat damn pictureif |
haveto carveit into Mount Rushmore mysdlf. For the twenty-seventh goddamn time, I'm not going to tell
you who hasthe negatives. | didn't ask to find them in thefirst place; sincel did, I've been shot at, I've
had to give up my friends, my family, my job, I've had to work likeadave and livein h ousesthat you
wouldn't keep your dog in. If you hadn't sent one of your goonsto shoot me, | might have -"

"Wedidn't send him," said Hoover. Cates glanced at Purvis, who shrugged. "We wouldn't have risked
killingyou-"

"Until you had the negatives and knew there weren't any more copies?' asked Cates. Hoover flushed.
"So who wasit?'

"| can't answer that."

"Okay, so maybeit wasn't you then, and you haven' tried to kill me today - yet - but the bottom lineis|
don't trust you. So, if | don't get back home by Monday morning, my friend will start sending copies of
those photos out to politicians and newspa pers here and overseas. Even you won't be able to intercept
them al." Cates smiled: held never had a captive audience listen to him so intently before. "Okay. I've had
enough of being black; I've made some friends and had some good times, but the pay islousy, the
housing stinks, | hate being called 'boy’, and I'm sick to desth of having to make love with the lights out.
Give me athousand bucksto live ontill I find ajob, and I'll catch thefirst busto L.A. If | outlive you,
you've got nothing to worry about.”

Hoover looked thoughtful. "He'slying," snapped Tolson. " Sending out that many photos would cost a
fortune, and we could trace them back to their source: no one would dare do it. Shoot the son of abitch
and that'll bethe end of it."

Purvis shook his head. "There are people who could and might do it - or it might be acompany. Berger
worksfor the New Y ork Times, the Lang girl sends out hundreds of signed photosinaweek . . ."
"They wouldn't dare; they'd befiredina-"

"Some people aren't as scared of losing their jobs asyou are, Clyde," replied Purvis, softly. "I know
some of them hate your boss enough to risk it."

Hoover looked at dl of them in turn, uncertainty in hiseyes. "He'sright," said Cates. "My friend'sa
member of the YCL."

Hoover and Tolson stared, and then Hoover began to chuckle. "The Y oung Communist League?’
"That'sright.”



A grin spread across the Director's face. "We have dossiers on every member of the Y CL, Cates, every
red sympathiser and every subscriber to the Daily Worker and New Masses. We have agentsin every
communist front thereis: we have so many agentsin som e of them, our membership duesaretheir main
source of income.™

Cates|ooked away from him, and glanced at Purvissrevolver. From six feet away, the muzzle seemed
big enough to crawl into. "I had wondered about that,” he said, softly. "That'swhy | gaveit to one of their
women."

The chuckles stopped suddenly, followed by astunned slence that filled the room. Then Purvis began to
gigge

"Widll, they do most of the office work," explained Cates. "They run the mimeograph machines, stuff the
envelopes, that sort of thing. And | knew she couldntbealFed. . ."

Purviswas rolling on the bed by thistime, laughing uncontrallably - but when Tolson reached into his
jacket, he sat up and drew a bead between the Assistant Director's eyes as though everyone elsewasin
dow moation. "Don't be stupid, Junior,” said Hoo ver wearily, getting up and walking out. "Givetherat his
money, and let him go."

"Y ou wanted to see me, Edgar?’ FDR smiled encouragingly; he had never seen the FBI Director so
obvioudy distressed. He hoped it wasn't just another rumour about hiswife.

"Yes, Mr President.” Hoover sat down, leaned back, squirmed dightly, and then grabbed the arms of the
chair and leaned forward. "It concerns, uh . . . nationa security and . . . civil rights. . . and, uh, themords
laws." Roosevelt raised an eyebro w. "To be specific, the laws againgt sodomy.”

Oh God, thought Roosevelt, whoisit thistime?"Y es?'

"For reasons of nationa security,” Hoover continued in a staccato monotone, "a atime when war seems
not only likely but inevitable . . ." FDR nodded; Hitler and Mussolini had signed their 'pact of sted' a
week earlier, and England had just re-introdu ced conscription. "Y ou are aware that the number of
espionage cases the Bureau now handles has more than quadrupled in the past two years.. . . Itiswdll
known that homosexualsin important positions are very often subjected to blackmail by agents of f
oreign powers. . . and because we cannot afford thisto continue.. . . | believe that our laws againg, uh,
sodomy, should be, uh. . . repealed.”

Roosevelt gaped. HEd heard rumours about Edgar before, but thiswasthe last thing held expected.
"Repeded?’

"Furthermore," Hoover continued, "I believe that aFedera Act should be passed making it illega to
discriminate againgt homosexudsin questions of employment, including military conscription and other
government service. And, uh, immigration. Apart f rom closing an escape hatch for able-bodied men
wishing to avoid military service, it will enablethe FBI to concentrate on far more important matters.”
Roosevelt stared at him, then blinked. "Isthat al?!

"Mr President?’

"Not that I'm disagreeing with you," the President assured him hastily, "but even if you could get an act
like that through both houses, well, you can change the law, but what about public opinion? It might
ingpire aworse witch-hunt than the one you're trying to avoid; lynchings, bombings, especidly if were
seen asturning this country into a haven for homosexuasand -"

"I think," said Hoover, with adightly crooked smile, "that we both know the worth of agood public
relations staff. Most importantly, if we can present the public with some suitable, uh, role-models, some
homosexuals who are a so dready public heroes and heroines, that it will do much to overcome prgjudice
of this sort. There may be some backlash at firgt, but giventime. . ."

Roosevdt congdered this. "Did you have anyonein mind?'

It was abeautiful day for the beach, but terrible weather for afuneral, and Peter Danidls stood behind
Hannah'sfamily wishing he could faint, just to be awvay from there. The family glowered a him
occasiondly, maybe blaming him, maybe expecting himt o throw himsdf into the grave alaHamlet, or
maybe wondering what he was doing there; for them, admitting that Hannah had had a boyfriend,



especidly ablack boyfriend, would be nearly as bad as admitting that shed had anillegal brain-boost.
Mdlissalooked at the expensve coffin, the women's dresses, the ol d-fashioned three-piece suits, and the
ancient memorias surrounding them. Buria s were as twentieth-century as neckties - therich were
cyborged, and everyone el se cremated; she doubted that as many as a hundred people had been buried
in New Y ork (legdly, anyway) since shedd been born. Hannah's family seemed like travellers from the
1930s, or maybe even the 1390s.

The two friends stood there until the service was over, then each took afew steps towards the family,
which wasfolding up into itsdlf like afist clenching - or, Mdissathought, like aRoman garrison forming a
shield wall bristling with spears. Mdiss aabruptly turned on her hed and strode towards the exit; Peter
took another hesitant step towards the family, then sghed and followed her.

"l keep feding likeit'smy fault,” Mdissaexplained softly as he caught up to her, "and thelast thing | need
isapack of sanctimonious |eftoversfrom Edgar Allan Poe agreeing with me.”

Peter nodded. "Wdll, they'd hardly blame themselves, would they?'

"Do you ever blame yoursdf?'

"No." He shrugged. "Okay, yes, alittle, but nowhere near as much as| blame the dimewho sold her a
counterfeit brain-boost, and | guessI'm glad | don't know who that was."

"What would you do if you did know?"

"I don't know . . . Probably nothing. I'm hardly the vigilante type; my ancestors went to alot more
lynchings than they would have liked. Besides, whoever it was, | don't think he wanted to hurt her; he
may not even have known he was sglling shoddy go ods.”

"So you don't think it was anyone's fault?'

"Y ou'rethe historian. Who killed the Rockefellers?"

"What?'

"Who do you blame for the holocaust? Or the greenhouse effect? Or Apollo 34? No one person was
responsible for any of them. Hannah shouldn't have had the boost. The dime who sold acounterfeit to
her as agenuine Apple shouldn't have. The counterfe iter shouldn't - and so on. There's some blame | eft
over for her parents, for telling her so much crap shefdt the only way she could find out what wastrue
wastotry it hersdf . . . but | think the worst you can blame yoursdlf for is not being in theright place at
thetime."

Melissa shook her head violently. "Everyone knows you can get cheap brain-boosts on campus, and they
know the Mafiais sdlling counterfeit cyberware, so they know theres arisk, but no one does anything
about it, either because they don't care or becaus e they're scared of -"

"Cyberware's big business, Hulkower," Peter said, softly. "It wasinevitable that the Mafiawould muscle
inonit."

Melissawasn' listening. She stopped suddenly and stared at the tomb at the right of the exit. "Do you
know who's buried there?' she asked.

"No."

"AlanTuring."

"The Alan Turing? The cybernetician?"

She nodded. Peter let her stare and sob for nearly aminute, then gently squeezed her shoulders. "He's
dead, Hulkower. Hannah's dead. Everyonein this placeisdead. If you try taking on Silicon Valey, you'll
be dead. Let's get out of here, huh?"
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