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Rabinowitz didn't even open her eyes when the phone chimed. " Someone is damned impalite,” she
muttered, then said more loudly, "Phone: sound only. Hello?!

An unfamiliar male voice sad, "Isthis Ms. Debra Rabinowitz?"

"De-bor-ah," she said ingtinctively. "Thelate Deborah Rabinowitz. |sthere something the matter,
| nspector?!

There was apause. "How did you know . . . oh, because | diced through your p-code. Very dy,
mdam."

"Complimentsto be ddivered only at the servants entrance. | hope this cdl isworth overriding an
ordinary taxpayer's privacy code."

"Well, | believeit is, maam. Would you mind if | dropped by your house?'
"Physcdly?'

"In person, yes, that'swhat | wasthinking.”

"Call back in twelve hours. I'm sure the corpse will have risen by then.”

"I had in mind more like five minutes. I'm just now crossing the Bay."
"Five minutes? Do you have awarrant?'

"Wadl, you see, | was hoping to avoid an adversarid relationship at this stage of the process.” He paused.
"Will I _need awarrant?'

"FHveminutes™" Rabinowitz Sghed. "Phone: off."

She rubbed her eyesto force them open, then turned her head to look at the clock. 2:14 PM. Not an
unreasonable time for people who kept to local Earth hours. "The zombie sirs," she said with another
sgh assherolled her protesting body out of the waterbed.

She staggered naked to the bathroom, peed, then ran abrush through her mercifully short brown hair.
She looked at the makeup case and cringed. "No makeup. Zombies don't wear makeup; against union
rules”

More staggering back to the bedroom. She opened the closet door. She stared blankly into the closet for
three minutes without moving. The doorbell rang.

"Punctudity. The hobgaoblin of little minds. No, that's consistency. Intercom: sound only, front door. Just
aminute. I'll beright with you. Intercom: off."

She grabbed ademure yellow-and-white sun frock and dipped it over her otherwise naked body.
Almost nude, she descended the Staircase leaning heavily on the banister and muttering, "Heresa



knocking indeed! If aman were porter of Hell's Gate, he should have old turning the key." By thetime
she reached the bottom she presented afair imitation of consciousness.

She opened the door to confront an excessively neat man in an expengvely tailored suit. He might have
beenin hisearly thirties, but it was hard to tell with Orientals. Despite the afternoon breeze, not ahair on
his head was out of place.

"Ms. Rabinowitz?' he asked, looking her over with avery appreciative glance.
"Y es. That establishes one of our identities.”

"Sorry, maam. I'm Detective William Hoy. May | comein?'

"Would it be declasse to ingst on some forma identification first?"

"Not at dl. It was bad mannersfor me not to offer it in thefirst place.” Hishand dipped with one natural
motion into hisjacket'sinner pocket and emerged with an ID card and badge. Rabinowitz had to squint
toread it in the bright afternoon sun.

"Interpol?* She raised an eyebrow in curiogty.
"That'sright, malam. May | comein?'
"Only if you promise not to cal me'maam' anymore. | fed ancient enough thismor . . . afternoon.”

"Fair game." Detective Hoy stepped inside. "1 would very much like to thank you for seeing me on such
ghort notice.”

"Y ou gave the subtleimpression | had little choice. Follow me, please. | hope you'll excuse the state of
things. People seldom visit mein person.”

"I'm not from _House Glamorous . Though your houseiis pretty trumpy from the outsde.”

"Thank you. It'swell over two hundred years old. The élite of Victorian San Francisco liked to build their
summer homes here on Alameda.”

She led him into the parlor and offered him a seet. He sat in the left easy chair while shetook her position
behind the broad antique desk. The desktop, at least, was not too badly cluttered.

He stared appreciatively at the shelves around him. "I don't think I've ever seen this many printed books
together in one place.”

"Cdll it an affectation. Listen, ordinarily I'm grest a smal talk, but fatigue makes me uncharacteristically
impatient. I've had just two hours deep after veering dl over the galaxy for the previous thirty-six. You
didn't come here to discuss my house or my library. Neither oneis Interpol's busness. Pleasetell me
what you're herefor.”

Hoy smiled. "And they said you'd be difficult. 'She's adiplomat's daughter, full of evasonsand
half-truths.' | like a person who speaks her mind.”

"I'll peak alot moreof it if you don't get to the point.”

"According to the phone company, you've done alot of veering to the planet Jenithar in the past four
months. Particularly to the office of Path-Reynik Levexitor." He shook his head. "Boy, that sureisa
mouthful."



Helooked at Rabinowitz. "Wdl, that istrue, isn't it?"

"Statesman, yet friend to truth. Far be it from meto dispute the veracity of the phone company. Levexitor
and | have been negotiating amulti-party ded for book rights on Jenithar. All perfectly legitimate, | might
add. Levexitor isahigh-ranking citizen of hisworld."

"High-ranking citizens have dipped before," Hoy pointed out.
"That isasmay be," Rabinowitz said. "My dedings with him have been honest ones.”
"Y ou only sdll works under copyright?”

"Primarily. | enjoy being my own boss, not a UN employee. I've occasiondly mediated some dedls for
the WLO --"

"Y our patriotic duty, of course.”

"For acommission -- but Earth benefited from each of the deals.”
"Thenyou don't like literary pirates?’

"Areyou asking meor teling me?"

"Please humor me, Ms. Rabinowitz."

"The answer isno. Art and ideas are our only currency in interstellar markets. 1'd be cutting my own
throat to undermine that.”

"That soundslikeahighly practical form of patriotism.”

"Oh, I'm sorry, you must have been looking for Deborah Rabinowitz the Idedlist. Shelives about twelve
hours deep from here. I'll let her know you stopped by."

Hoy laughed. It was agood laugh, without guile. "Y ou're fun, you know that? I'm glad | made the trip out
here

"Then that makes one of us. My "practica patriotism’ iswearing alittle thin and I'm not having any fun at
al"

"I'll get right to the point then. | have reason to believe your friend Levexitor istrying to buy someworld
domain materid through the black market.”

Rabinowitz leaned forward. "Wouldn't that put the matter in IPC'sjurisdiction rather than Interpol's?*
"Well, after the fact, yes. Were trying to keep it from getting that far."

"Kespitdl inthe UN family," Rabinowitz suggested.

"Something likethat," Hoy agreed chearfully. "Have you ever had to ded with the IPC?"

Rabinowitz grimaced. "A couple of times.”

"Then you know." He got up from his chair and started perusing the bookshelves. "Say, | think | had to
read some of thesein school.”

"Am | officidly consdered a suspect, detective?"



Heturned around and looked at her. "Oh, | hate to use the word 'suspect' thisearly in acase. It gives
people the wrong idea." He looked back at the bookcase thoughtfully, then took one book from its spot
and replaced it two titles to the right. " Sorry, that one was out of order. Knocks the hell out of me. Y ou
are arranging these aphabeticdly, aren't you?"

"Thank you. Fed freeto come dust them sometime. If I'm not a suspect -- *

"Let'sjust say you're someone | really wanted to meet and talk to. I'm not disappointed, either. Y ou're as
beautiful asyou are charming. More beautiful than your file picture, even.”

"My day iscomplete. Now if you'l --"

"Some people can be such aletdown, you know? 'Y ou think they should be fascinating and they bore you
to tears. But not you. You --"

Rabinowitz stood up behind her desk. "'If you have no further questions --

Hoy refused to take the hint. "Well, one or two. Was anyone e se from Earth involved in your ded with
Levexitor?'

Rabinowitz sat down again. "No. | was brokering on behaf of the Adler Agency, but | wasthe only one
representing human interests on this dedl..”

Hoy nodded. "Did Levexitor mention any other names, human contacts?’

"Not that | recall."

"Any other deals he wasworking on?'

"No, why should he? I'm not his partner. | didn't tell him about any other deals I'm working on, either.”

"l understand. Well, that's about al | had for now." Hoy stood up and smiled at her. "It was great
meeting you, Ms. Rabinowitz. A digtinct pleasure. If you remember anything else, you can reach me
through thelocd office, just acrossthe Bay."

Rabinowitz rose from her chair to show him out. " Of course, if you turn out to beinvolved in the black
market sde," Hoy continued, "rest assured I'll put you ingde for along time. But if you're not the one I'm
looking for, would you have dinner with me sometime? After the caseis solved, of course.”

"Sorry. | never edt," she said as she closed the door behind him.

Asthe door closed she turned around, dumped againg it, closed her eyes and sighed, " So pestered with
apopinjay." The next thing she knew she was jerking awake as her chin hit her chest. She straightened
up and deliberately opened her eyeswide. Directly in front of her was the staircase leading up to the
bedroom. Beside the staircase, the hal extended to the kitchen at the back of the house. Hoy's
comments about dinner had aroused her somach'sinterest. I need the deep more," she mumbled, "but
thereésal those sairs”

Shewalked dowly to the kitchen, surethat if she moved too fast she would tumble and fall adeep before
she hit the floor. She found two starchy dabsthat were very probably bread, placed some unidentifiable
filler between them and wolfed the conglomeration down before she could examineit too closdly.
Unfortunately, while thisfilled her somach it left her feding too wide awake to deep. And therewas a
trap waiting before she could get back to the sairs.



She stopped beside the open veering room door. She looked inside. "I'll regret thistomorrow,” she
muttered. "Hell, | regret it right now." So saying she stepped inside. "Veering: Jenithar, office of
Path-Reynik Levexitor.

"With any luck," she added to hersdf, "hewon't bein."

She found hersdlf in avestibule in veer-space just outside Levexitor's office. She faced two large wooden
doors bare of any ornamentation. The very fact that she was here meant his veering unit was turned on
and her arrival had been announced to him.

"Ms. Rabinowitz," Levexitor's disembodied voice said. "That you should viSit again SO soonis
unexpected.”

"If I'mintruding, Highest, | beg forgiveness. | can return at another time.”

Therewas astrangely long pause before he replied. "I see no reason why we should not discuss matters
now. It isnot asthough | were busy with anything else. Y ou may enter.”

Rabinowitz stepped toward the virtua door in front of her. It swung inward to admit her to the redlity
Levexitor choseto show hisvistors.

Some people were creatures of fancy, creating elaborate virtua habitats of exotic desgn. The Jenitharp
were not among these people. Levexitor's office looked exactly asit had every time sheld come here
over the past four months. The walls were maroon with flecks of gold, while the floor was dick and date
gray. There were two doors -- the one she'd entered and one at the other end of the room -- and no
windows. Light diffused from unspecific sources. The room was small; someone that important on Earth
would have had a spacious office. It was a somber, cheerless room, amost like abarely furnished cave
-- but then, Levexitor himsalf was scarcely Mr. Personality.

Againg the back wall was alow workbench where Levexitor's assstant, Chalnas, normally stood.
Chanaswas aclerk of some kind who spent histime scribbling in a pad. Rabinowitz could not remember
him ever uttering five consecutive words, and even that was merely to ask clarification of some point.
Chalnas was not standing there now. He was one of those people you scarcely noticed when hewas
there, but his absence felt odd.

In the center of the room, at his own work desk, stood Path-Reynik Levexitor. The Jenitharp were
bipedd, but humanoid only by alibera definition of the term. They were shaggy cylinders, covered with a
plumage roughly akin to marabou. Their two very long arms connected to the body at what should have
been the walst; they could reach the tops of their dightly bulbous heads and the soles of their broad feet
with equa ease. Their eyes were better hidden than asheepdog's, and their voices seemed to resonate
from their entire body.

Levexitor's veer-space projection was very tal, fully ahead taler than Rabinowitz. His marabou was
tinged with lavender, far more el egant than Chalnas's plebeian brown. He was so noble he scarcely
needed to move.

There were no chairsin the room. Rabinowitz stood, L evexitor stood, Chalnas -- when he was there --
stood. The act of deliberately making oneself shorter in front of others was obvioudy unspeskable on
Jenithar. If Rabinowitz had not been ableto sit comfortably in her lounger at homewhile"standing” in
Levexitor's veer-gpace, some of her long negotiating sessions might not have gone aswell asthey did.

"Welcome, Ms. Rabinowitz. | had not expected to stand with you so soon again.”



"| do deeply apologize for theintrusion, Highest. There were till afew minuscule detailsleft to settle, and
| thought we could lay them to rest onceand for dl . . . but if Chalnasisnot here to record them --"

"It isChanassday of relaxation, but I can remember well enough what we say. Please continue.”

Rabinowitz spent the next ten minutes discussing the precise definitions of underwater thestrical rightsto
the three Tenger novels and the exact duration of the options. While this was ameaningless exercise, it
gave her alegitimate excuseto be here.

There were uncharacterigtically long pausesin Levexitor's regponses, and he seemed moreill at ease.
Therewas obvioudy sometask in hisrea space that was preoccupying at least part of hismind. When
Rabinowitz commented that he might prefer to deal with local matters and get back to her later he
dismissed that out of hand and continued the discussion.

When they'd nailed the subject to the wall more thoroughly than it ever needed to be, Rabinowitz said,
"Highest, | hesitate to bring up such delicate mattersin front of someone so tall, but something has
disturbed me so much | fed | must spesk to you about it."

"Peasefed freeto speak openly,” Levexitor said.

"Very wel, Highest," Rabinowitz said. "I've heard rumors on Earth that criminad eementsaretrying to
smuggle some of our literature to outworld markets. 1've heard no names, but only the lowliest of our
people would stoop to such activity.”

"It iscurious that you should mention such a subject just now, Ms. Rabinowitz. Please continue.”

"I know that you, of course, are above such things. Asafriend, though, | worried that you might,
however unwittingly, be deceived by these clever criminasinto performing actsthat would certainly
diminish you. | thought aso you might know how to spread the word to your shorter colleagues, some of
whom might yield to the great temptation. These criminas are unscrupul ous, and would diminish anyone
they dedt with."

"Indeed,” Levexitor said. "l can understand only too well how someone, even the tallest among us, could
momentarily be tempted by such offers, especialy coming from tall sources.” There was another long
pause. "Yes" hefindly continued, "and | can aso understand the ultimate diminution you mentioned. To
spesk plainly, Ms. Rabinowitz --"

Levexitor stopped abruptly and turned. His head bent back as helooked upward. Then, uttering asmall
cry, heleaned forward against hiswork table and was very, very ill.

"Highest? Highest?' The room was utterly quiet. Nothing moved, nothing made anoise. Rabinowitz
glanced around. There was no onein the virtua room but Levexitor and her. And Levexitor wasn't
moving.

Rabinowitz stepped forward until she was right beside the large dien. She reached out to touch him.
There was solidity, like touching atree while wearing thick rubber gloves, but no more sensation than
that. Levexitor's projected body was asreal asthe walls-- and no more animated.

She waked dowly around the room. Her footsteps made no sound. Levexitor made no sound. The only
thing she heard was her own pulse flowing through her ears and the breathing she wastrying to keep
regulated.

It would do no good to call out or ask whether anyonewasthere. In_this_ virtua space there was only
her projection and Levexitor's projection. Someone or something may have intruded in Levexitor'sred



space, and might in fact ill be there, but she could not seeit.

Someone should be notified. Shelooked around the sparsaly furnished room for some communications
device. Theredid not seem to be any. Chalnasswork desk was bare and featureless. There were some
digita controls on Levexitor'stable, but he was sprawled across them and she couldn't move him. Even if
she could, the controlswould not have been intuitive.

Levexitor's body jerked back from the table suddenly. It was not a conscioudy controlled motion. As
Rabinowitz watched, unseen hands played across the control panel on the desktop. Then the dien office
suddenly blinked out of existence and she found herself back in her own veering room.

She wrapped her armstightly around herself and sat down on the lounger, trembling like aleaf. Her teeth
actudly chattered; she couldn't remember doing that snce shefirst read "The Telltale Heart" at age
fourteen. She closed her eyes and tried to regulate her sudden gasps for breath.

Sowly, very dowly, sheregained control. Sheforced her trembling lipsto say, "Phone: San Francisco,
Interpol, Detective Hoy." In moments the detective's smiling face appeared before her.

"What apleasant surprise, Ms. Rabinowitz," hesaid. "'l didn't think I'd hear from you this soon."

"Not pleasant,” shesaid. "Not at dl. You'll need to contact the authorities on Jenithar. Something just
happened to Levexitor. | think he was murdered.”

"l fed likesuch anidiot,” Rabinowitz said. "I panicked like adippy teenager. | wasin no danger. He
couldn't have touched me --"

"Y ou were present when someone's life ended violently," Hoy said comfortingly from acrossthe parlor
desk. "Or a leadt, telepresent. | think it would be unnatura if you weren't in shock."

"He was right there with me," Rabinowitz continued. "The murderer. | couldn't see him, | couldn't hear
him, I couldn't touch him. But he wasthere al the same. Hewasin thereal world and | wasin avirtua
one, but we had acommon link -- Levexitor. Do you think he saw me?”

Hoy paused. "Well, he might have monitored L evexitor's computer without being in the space himsdlf. Is
your projected imagetrueto life?!

"Bascdly. I'm pretty satisfied with theway | look.”
"Then that makestwo of us." Hoy gave her abroad smile.

"Thank you, detective. Every time| think you might not be atotd grit, you politely disabuse me. | guessit
doesn't matter whether he saw me or not. Levexitor mentioned my name often enough. Thekiller must
have been there dll dong. That explains Levexitor'sweird pauses. At least this means I'm off your suspect
lig."

"Well, I'm sorry to disgppoint you, but no. Y ou could have killed Levexitor yoursdlf to cover your tracks
onceyou knew | was getting suspicious.

"Y ou have atruly paranoid mind."
"It'saliving. Y ouve moved further _down_onthelist, though."

"Thank you." Rabinowitz looked him siraight in the eyes. "Who elseison that list? What kind of company
am | keeping?'



"Y ou needn't worry your pretty little head about it."

"If one of your suspectskilled Levexitor and if he knowswho | am, he may try to slence me. | haveto
protect mysdlf. I'm still awitness, evenif | didn't seeanything.”

Hoy wasthoughtful. "Wdll, if you are guilty thiswon't be any huge surpriseto you. Jvin Rashtapurdi is
definitely in the scheme somewhere.”

"The gangder?’

"No, the grocer. And we're looking at another broker named Peter Whitefish. Know him?”
"I've had some dedingswith him."

"And your opinion of him?"*

"Herepresents his clientsin ways he fed s are best for their interests.”

"Meaning?'

"Meaning there's such athing as professond courtesy. Anyone elseon thelist?'
"There are somethings| don't chooseto tell, either.”

"Itsashort ligt."

"Women dways say it'sthe quality that counts, not the length.”

"We only do that out of pity. Any names on the outworld Sde?"

"I don't investigate the outworld side, just ours. I'm Interpol, not |1PC, remember?’

Rabinowitz stood up. "Wll, it was nice of you to come over and hold my hand during my little panic
attack --"

"I wish | redly had held your hand. It might have been fun.”

" -- but | really have had only two hours deep in the past forty-two. My cranky-alarm goes off in
another seven minutes, and you don't want to be around when it does. Even my PMS-darm paes by
comparison.”

"Then I'll try to catch you in abetter mood sometime. The door'sthisway, right?”
"You'relearning. That'sahopeful sgn.”

Thistime Rabinowitz got Sx hours deep before apolice officid caled.

"l just want to rent abody." Rabinowitz said grumpily, "not get abank loan.”

"Thereare drict laws," the dien said. Jenitharp didn't shrug, but the gesture from hisvirtuad image was
one of helplessnessin the face of bureaucracy. "If | were mistakenly to give you the wrong size bodly, |
would lose my license. And my government has trict laws againgt letting convicted fel ons tel epresent
themsalves to Jenithar. Please answer al the questions.”

"Y our police asked meto come. They want meto inspect amurder site.”



"Thenit's best to quickly complete the form.”

"I'mglad | don't havetodo _this_every timel visit Jenithar,” Rabinowitz muttered. "Veering isso much
moredcivilized."

She handed the clerk her standard bio datastar and checked to make sure the answers entered the
proper fields. "Full name: Deborah Esther Rabinowitz. ID number: 5981-5523-5514-2769467-171723.
Date of birth: 17/46/3/22/54 interstellar. Educetion: first-level degree, University of Cdiforniaat Los
Angdes, Interstellar Studies; second-and third-level degrees, Polycultura Ingtitute on PnalFath, Galactic
Commercid Standards and Crosscultural Dynamics. Progenitors: Danid 1saac Rabinowitz and Barbara
Samuel son Rabinowitz. Father still living, mother deceased. Progenitors occupation(s): father, diplomat,
plenipotentiary level, generd assignment; mother, professor of comparative world literature, University of
Cdiforniaat Los Angeles. Siblings. none. Offspring: none. Occupation: literary broker. Bank: Takashiro
World Savings. Income: .. ."

She paused. "Thisiskept confidentid, | presume.”
"Ohyes. We have strict laws againgt unauthorized disclosure.”

She gave the information requested, about both her persona finances and her businesss. But she balked
when she read further into the questionnaire. "'I'm not putting up with it. Look at thislist. Does the subject
have any criminal convictions, what was the subject's sanding in school, what titles has the subject held,
what awards have | won, who are my family membersfor two generations forward and back and out to
third cousins, areany of _them_ convicted felons, who are my business associates and clients, what are
_their_gtatusratings. . . it just goes on and on. Y ou ask everything except whether my clients molest
their household pets. Check my father's_ Who'sWho _ligting if you want to know about my family, but
I'm not giving out information about my clients”

"I must calculate your exact rank so | will know what size body you should have. It only needsto be
done once. After that your records dwayswill beonfile.”

"Stand not upon the order of your going. | don't givea. . .look, just give me any size body you want. Or
turn me down and I'll go to one of your competitors.”

"| can probably correlate your data with enough other public information to get what | need,” the rental
clerk said. He stared blankly at his computer for severa seconds, then continued, "I believe, possibly, |
have sufficient datato andyze your height equivaent. Wait one moment while | match you to asuitable

Rabinowitz waited consderably longer than amoment. Then the clerk said, "All isready. Prepare for
joining."

No matter how often she did it -- and she'd done it more often than most people on Earth -- melding
with an dien body was always disorienting. People of every planet constructed mechanica rent-a-bods
asmuch like their own as possible, making them awkward for anyone who was shaped differently. Some
races had more than two arms, and a human could only leave some of them dangling limply; some had

fewer, and ahuman felt handicapped. Some saw in waveengths incomprehensible to Earth people, while
others heard in ranges humans couldn't make ouit.

Worst of dl, though, were the ones that were almaost humanoid, like the Jenitharp. They had two arms
and two legs, but the arms came out at the waist, halfway down the body, in astrangely jointed
arrangement that could by no means be called shoulders. The waldo hands were too far away from the
head. It felt like she wasliving insde afunhouse mirror.



Rabinowitz found hersdf standing beside the clerk, looking down a him. "'I've notified the police," hetold
her. "They will arrive shortly to escort you. They asked that you wait here.”

"Fine. | prefer alittle time alone with anew body so | can learn how to work it."

"If you wish it, now that we have your height on file, we can charter you a permanent body for adight
additiond charge. A body would be permanently reserved for you and you could visit Jenithar whenever
you wished without going through such inconvenience again.”

"Thanks. I'll keep that in mind if I'm ever forced to do more business here."

The clerk departed, leaving her done. The room was crowded with racks of renta bodies of al different
height ranges -- many smaller than hers, some considerably taler. Her body felt heavy. Many races built
their vistors bodies out of plagtic or other lightweight materias. Some even grew them from living tissue.
The Jenitharp made theirs of clanking, cumbersome metdl. This body was covered with afake
greenish-brown marabou. Given her size and color, she was apparently of a decent ranking.

Rabinowitz hobbled to aclear area near the center of the room and started moving around. The leg
motions weren't too bad if she took lots of tiny steps, as though she were wearing a very tight kimono.
Thelong, thin armsfelt usaless and dangly; they seemed to flop about like rubber hoses, and she
practicaly had to didocate her own shoulders to move them. They were more tentacles than arms, no
red jointsto them. "Y ou have to be a Balinese dancer to make these things moveright,” she muttered.

After fifteen minutes, she felt comfortable enough not to embarrass hersdf too badly. Fortunately, no one
expected an dien in arented body to be graceful. Every race had its own jokes about how clumsy aien
vigtorswere.

A couple of newcomers entered the room, one somewhat taller and paler than the other. There was no
immediate way to determinetheir genders. "Ms. Rabinowitz?' said the taller one, who was till shorter
than shewas. "Allow meto introduce myself. | am Feffeti rab Ddlor, third level congtable. | am grateful
you've agreed to assist our investigations. If you kindly would accompany me, we shdl visit the site of the
murder." He did not bother to introduce his shorter companion.

"Lay on, MacDuff," Rabinowitz replied.
The congtable paused. "I'm sorry. Thet failed to trandate well."
"Never mind. It wasaliterary dlusion. | shouldn't be giving those away for free, anyway."

Constable Dellor and his companion led Rabinowitz through a crowded halway to an elevator, where
they shoved into alarge car with many other people. They descended sixteen floors before Dellor
indicated they'd reached their leve. They got out and walked through still more crowdsto apublic
vehicle stop. The crowds parted for them as they walked; perhaps Dellor had some policeinsgnia
Rabinowitz couldn't recognize, or perhaps the people were being respectful of Rabinowitz's height, which
was greater than dmost everyone else around her.

Apparently even the police took public transportation here. They claimed the very next cabinline,
jumping ahead of everyone ese waiting. Dellor gave the driver, who was considerably shorter, apolice
override code and a destination, and the cab sped off.

Rabinowitz's only previous experience on Jenithar was in Levexitor's veer-space, so her first "real" looks
at it fascinated her. The sky was overcast, and even though her artificia body couldn't discern normal
ranges of temperature or humidity the weether felt muggy. The sky was bright despite the clouds;



Rabinowitz had read that Jenithar's sun was an F-class, dightly brighter than Earth's. Her rented body's
filters cut down the light to manageable levels, but they did strange things to her depth perception and
made colors seem washed out and unnatural .

This particular region was a city crammed with enough skyscrapers to make any Manhattanite feel
comfortable, but that same New Y orker would have gaped open-mouthed at how clean it all was.
Legions of municipa workerswere employed solely to keep the buildings and streets immaculately
scrubbed and litter-free. Rabinowitz might have thought this slemmed from some sense of civic prideif
her previous reading hadn't explained it was part of afull-employment program.

There were people everywhere, congtantly in motion. They formed long lines of pedestrians besde the
Streets, arranged in rows according to height, with each sidewalk dedicated to one-way foot traffic.
Therewasaswirl of colors and shapes, but surprisingly little sound. Being forced to live so closely
together, the Jenitharp developed strict rules about invading someone el sg's privacy with their own
NOiSesS.

"You are aliterary broker, thisis correct?' Dellor asked asthey rode aong.
"Y es. Jenithar is gtill awide-open market for my world'sliterature.”
""Had you been long dedling with Highest Levexitor?'

"Just for the past four months," Rabinowitz replied. "I'd hoped it would be the sart of along business
relationship, but now it looks like I'll have to make other contacts.”

"Y ou have sated that when he was killed you were visiting Levexitor.”

"I was veering only. There were awkward silencesin our conversation. | suspect someone else was
physicdly present at the sametime, but that person wasn't linked into the veer-space so | don't know
who it was."

"About what subject were you speaking when the death occurred?!

Rabinowitz hesitated. "Business,” she said. "I had cometo talk about the underwater theatrical rightsto
the works we were negotiating --"

"Thereisno need to daborate,” Ddllor interrupted. "I do not need to know the intimate details of the
Highest's business affairs. Did you well know Dahb Chalnas?"

"Levexitor's assstant? Not redly. He was usudly there in the background when the Highest and | met,
but he seldom even spoke.”

"He was, though, not therethistime.”
"Not in the veer-gpace, no. Levexitor told meit was hisday off."

The cab had reached a different part of the city, far less crowded. The buildings here were smdler and
detached from one another, and eventudly their vehicle pulled to astop in front of atwo-story house with
alow wall around it and a postage-stamp garden in the front yard. Rabinowitz looked at it in
wonderment; Levexitor was one of the most important people on Jenithar, and his house was less than
two-thirdsthe size of her own. "Everything'srelaive," she muttered as she got out of the cab with her
police escorts.

The constables led her into the house, and she stared with shock as she crossed the threshol d.



Levexitor's home made smple squaor ook respectable. Piles of detritus covered the floor, making it
hard to find a clean path to walk, and she had to step carefully over little rivulets of yellow-green fluid.
Greasy globules of some unidentified viscous material oozed down the walls. Rabinowitz was sure the
stench would have knocked her unconsciousiif her artificia body could have transmitted anything morein
theway of smell than an alarm about smoke or corrosive chemicals.

"Who's his decorator?' she asked doud. "Centra Sewage and Reclamation?' This house was such a
contrast, both to the cleanliness of the public streets and to the starkness of Levexitor's veer-space, it
was hard to believe they belonged on the same planet. But she knew lots of people on Earth, too, who
kept their veer-space looking very different from their real homes and offices.

"He must have had avery incompetent staff,” she continued.

"Highest Levexitor lived hereaone" Déellor said. "He had no staff except his clerk, Dahb Chalnas.”
"All done?No staff? A man astall and important as Highest Levexitor?'

"One of the advantages of being so tall,” the congtable said, "isthat you're _alowed toliveaone."

Rabinowitz nodded thoughtfully, or at least tried to; the action made her heavy metallic body bob
unsteadily. "l guess so. Well, show me what you wanted me to see so | can get this body back to the
agency. They'll want to giveit agood acid bath beforeit's used again.”

Délor led her through severa rooms, each more disgusting than the last, until finaly he stopped and said,
"Thisiswhere Highest Levexitor was murdered.”

Asfar as Rabinowitz could see, the only resemblance this room bore to Levexitor's veer-space was the
tall work table with the computerized desktop, an analog to the one held been standing at when he died.
"Thisian't redly anything likewhat | saw."

"I didn't expect s0. Just tell uswhat you did see.”

"Highest Levexitor was standing at thistable, talking to me. There were occasiona pauses; he might have
been pulling momentarily out of veer-space to talk to someone physicaly present. In the middie of our
conversation he suddenly looked up, gave asmall cry and dumped against the table. | looked around,
but couldn't see anyone el se in the veer-space. Then the Highest's body jerked upright -- | assume his
murderer pulled his physical body up to get at the veering set -- and | saw the controls being worked by
invisible hands. Then the connection was broken and | was back in my own home."

Délor was slent for amoment, then said, "This confirms our theory. Accept our gratitude for your
cooperation. We will take you back to the rental agency now."

"Wait aminute. Thisisit?Y ou go to the expense of bringing me here, make me go through al the
rigmarole of renting this body, and take meto thisfestering sewer just so | can spend two minutes
looking at atable and tell you the same story | did over the phone?’

"That iscorrect.”
"Tdl me, what isthistheory of yours?'
"Redlly, that isnot of your concern.”

"Widl, I'm making it my concern." She sood beside him and drew her body up toitsfull height, staring
down a him with what she hoped wasicy imperiousness. "And if you ever hopeto be any tdler, youll



make it my concern, too."

Délor paused. "It isredly too smpleto bother you with. Thereisonly one person who could have
committed the crime.”

"Humor me."

"It could only have been his assistant, Dahb Chanas. We have dready detained him, and it will be but a
short while before he confesses.”

"Right. The butler did it. How did you cometo this startling revelation?!
"Itisnot difficult. Chanasisthe only person who had accessto the house."
"Couldn't the Highest have let someone esein?'

"Like most people of hisheight, he valued his privacy too much. He wouldn't have let someoneesein
physicaly when he could smply have veered them.”

"Unless there was something he didn't want to discuss over the channels,”" Rabinowitz mused.
Délor paused. "Do you have evidence of such ddlicate matters?'
"No. No evidence. But why are you so convinced it's Chalnas? He aways seemed so quiet, so meek.”

"Ms. Rabinowitz, you are a stranger to Jenithar. Y ou do not know our ways. People aslowly as Chalnas
often harbor poisonous envies of their superiors. | have seen it happen far too often, aperson killing
someone taller than he for no gpparent reason but frustration and rage. Perhapsit isa sad commentary
onour civilization, but it isafact we must livewith."

"What did he hit him with?"

"l beg your pardon?’

"If Chalnaswasthat much smaler than Levexitor, his bare hands probably weren't strong enough to kill
him. What did he use as amurder weapon?'

The congtable was not the least bit phased. "He could easily have used some heavy object in the room
and then taken it away to digpose of. Asyou seg, it isimpossibleto tell whether anything is missing.
Please believe me, Chanasis undoubtedly the culprit.”

"Well, if you'rethat sure. . .thisisyour business and your planet, and | have no right telling you how to
run it. Next time, though, just talk with me on the phone and don't bring me teeping al over the galaxy
just to look at dag heaps.”

Rabinowitz tried hard to concentrate when she returned home. There was arehearsal in just a couple of
days. She had scenesto block out for Mac and Lady M. asthey chewed on each other while plotting
Duncan'sfate. But other visionsintruded. When she wasn't seeing the quagmire of Levexitor's home, she
was thinking about quiet, servile Chalnasin prison for hisbosss murder. The chiming of the phone was
actually ablessed interruption -- especialy when she checked the caller ID before accepting the call.

"Nils," she said, smiling into the phone. "It's been -- what, three years? Four?"

Nils Fredericksen, UN Secretary for Interstellar Commerce, smiled back at her. Hisblond hair had long
ago evolved to gray, and hisblue eyestwinkled out from alean face as soft aswell-oiled leasther and as



craggy ashisnative fjords. "Let's not embarrass either of us by putting anumber to it. Let'sjust say it's
been too long and leave it at that. How have you been, my little princess? | hear you've established quite
abusnessfor yoursdf."

"I'm happy with it. I've brokered works on over seventy different worlds already. Y our Undersecretary
for Literature can tell you I've done my shareto fill Earth's coffers.”

"I never doubted that for a second. | aways knew you were the secret behind your father's success.
How is he coping with hisretirement, by the way?*

"Enjoying hiscondo in Tel Aviv, going down to the beach every day. Asheput it, 'l haveto begt off the
women with agtick, and a my agethe arm tires easily.”

Fredericksen laughed. "That's Danidl. He loved your mother so much | don't think any one woman will
ever replace her."

"Speaking of replacing, I'm sorry about Chien's gppointment. | know you were hoping for the top spot.
You certainly earned it.”

"Thank you. | wish the Assembly agreed with you. They probably see me as adinosaur from abygone
eraand want new directions.

"So what are your plans, Mr. Dinosaur?”
"l just may decideto retire, mysdf.”

"That's hard to imagine. Y ou've been plugging away up there longer than I've been dive. | wasdways
sureyou'd diein harness."

"I dmost did yesterday.”
Rabinowitz sat up straighter. "What happened?’
"| had to attend a Dikwanic opera. Strictly intheline of duty, of course.”

Rabinowitz laughed. "My God, talk about afate worse than. | attended onein college -- or tried to. It's
bad enough you haveto st rigidly at attention for five hours; then they make you listen to music so atond
it drives Chinese crazy. That's more than humans should have to endure. Thank God | teegped to it; |
could dip out of the rented body and come home to eat and use the bathroom.” She paused. "And the
Dikwano wonder why they can't sdll the rights here on Earth.”

"So you understand, then, why retirement looks more and more attractive.”
"Well, you should certainly demand hazardous duty pay."

Fredericksen's face grew more serious. "I didn't come here to talk about my troubles, princess. | cameto
warnyou."

"About what?'
"Thereisavery fanatical young Interpol detective named Hoy who may be bothering you --"
"Too late. HE's dready been here."

"I'm sorry. 1'd hoped | could warn you in time. What did he talk about?"



"About aplot to sell some world domain properties on the black market.”

"That doesn't surprise me. I've talked with his superiors. They tell me he's something of aloose cannon,
always going on about some crackpot conspiracy theories. He just charges out and harasses people, with
little or no evidence that any crime has even been committed. Maybe he thinksiif he flusters enough
people, some guilt will shake loose."

"Maybe something did shake loose," Rabinowitz muttered haf to hersdlf.
"Did you know Peth-Reynik Levexitor from Jenithar?"

"I know _of _him. I've been to Jenithar alot the last year or s0, and he's avery important personage
there. In fact --" Fredericksen wrinkled hisbrow. "1 saw his name in areport that crossed my desk this
morning, but | haven't had achancetoread it yet."

"L et me save you the trouble. He's dead. | was talking with him in his veer-space when it happened.”
"How horrible! Do the police have any ideawho killed him?"
"They've arrested hisclerk, but | don't know . . . It just doesn't fedl right to me somehow.”

"If there's one thing you should have learned by now, with al your diplomacy and al your Sudies, it'sto
stay out of dien lega problems. They have their own ways of doing thingsthat aways seem bizarreto us.
If they're happy, let it go."

"l know. I'm being agood little girl, honest.”

"I'd expect nothing lessfrom you." His voice grew more somber. "Y ou mentioned Levexitor in
connection with Detective Hoy. Was there some link between them?”

"He thought L evexitor was playing apivota rolein the black market dedl, yes"

"There, you see, helovesto go after big names, important people, whether there's any merit in his
charges or not. Hes very clever a using innuendo. Be wary of him."

"After dl those years helping my father, do you think | can be fooled by innuendo?’
"Not the Deborah | know. Did he mention any other names?"

"Another literary broker named Peter Whitefish, and some other man I've never met." She paused. "He
didn't mention your name."

Fredericksen looked worried for amoment, then smiled. "Y ou dwayswere a shrewd young lady. Yes,
he's been harassing me, too -- and he _did_ mention your name to me, which waswhy | was calling to
warnyou."

"Thanksfor thinking of me, but I'm not alittle girl any more. Unless Detective Hoy pullshisgun onme, |
think 1 can handle him on my own."

"I know. But | till worry."

After Fredericksen signed off, Rabinowitz continued to Sare at the blank screen. "Actudly,” she
muttered, "what Detective Hoy redlly wantsto pull on meisn't hisgun.” She smiled sardonicaly. "But |



can handle that, too."

Rabinowitz spent most of the next day researching Jenithar's inheritance laws. She had aded dmost
entirely nailed down with Levexitor; now that he was dead, where did that leave her and her client? Did
someone el se take over the account? Did she have to start from scratch with someone new? Did
Levexitor's superior height mean no one could take his place, or would someone be eevated to fill the
vacancy?

Latethat afternoon she recelved acall from Jenithar. She haf expected it to be the police again with
more usaless questions, but it turned out to be a stranger caling himself Rg-Pen Dewahl. "Ms.
Rabinowitz, rumors of your fine Sature have dazzled my senses," hesaid. "If to you it is acceptable, |
would beg permission to veer to your office.”

"Isthis about the rights to the Tenger books?"
"Itindeedis.

"Then thisisahappy coincidence. By dl means, veer in." Even as she spoke she was setting her controls
to receive and entertain.

Her veer-space office was dmost an exact duplicate of her parlor, complete to the booksin the
bookcases. She'd even gone to the trouble of |oading the booksinto memory; the virtual books on the
virtua shelves exactly matched their red-life counterparts. It wasasmall vanity, but shereveled in the
detall.

Dewahl entered through the double doors. Rabinowitz's image was seated; this was her home ground, so
she made the rules. She knew better than to offer her guest a seat, however. He could sit or stand, as he
chose.

Dewahl choseto stand. Hewas not nearly astall as Levexitor and his plumage was still closeto plebelan
brown, but he certainly had athick coat of it. He was far more magnificently plumed than Levexitor had
been.

"Highest Levexitor's untimely death brought to al of usagreat sense of loss," he said. "However, it dso
brought to some an opportunity. While by no means can match Highest Levexitor in Sature, | anina
position to exercise the samerights for which he was negotiating.”

"All three of the books by Maurice Tenger?'

"The very same. How perceptive of you."

"| presumeyour credentialsarein order.”

From somewhere under al that marabou, Dewahl produced a datastar and

handed it to her. Rabinowitz dipped it into the receptacle and quickly scanned the readout. All the
licenses from both Jenithar and Earth seemed current; she could check their authenticity later. She made
aquick copy and handed the star back to him.

"The stuation ishighly mobile," hetold her. ™Y ou may be contacted aswell by others. | assure you,
though, no oneis better positioned to be more generousthan am 1"

"Y ou don't know how glad | am to hear that." Rabinowitz went on to list the terms of her agreement with
Levexitor, exaggerating each clause dightly in her favor. Dewahl never flinched.



"It sounds highly equitable,” he said when shefinished.
"Good. I'll have my attorney draw up some contracts. Y ou should have them in afew days.”

"Most excellent." He looked as though there was more on his mind that he didn't have the words to
express.

"Was there something else?' she asked.
"These dedlings have been so fortuitous, | was wondering whether other deals might be made aswell."

"I'd love nothing better. | represent many different clients and agencies. What kind of work did you have
inmind?"

Dewahl shimmied uneasily. His marabou shook in an oddly disquieting manner. "It issaid thet there are
some works from your world lacking in contemporary representation.”

"Sounds like an oxymoron to me. | can't represent work that isn't represented.”
"Perhaps | misphrased myself. | meant work whose creators are no longer available to represent it.”

"| think you mean world domain. I'm afraid | can't help you with that except to direct you to the proper
United Nations office. By Earth law, | can only handle materia that's still under copyright; the UN takes
jurisdiction when it becomesworld domain.”

"Perhaps | was misinformed. One hears stories of dedls being made outside of normal channéis. . . itis
s0 hard to know the truth when the only one who knows dl is Dahb Chalnas, and heis scheduled to die
insSx daysfor hiscrime.

"So soon? | guess Jenitharp really believe that justice delayed isjustice denied. Who told you | might dedl
inworld domain materid ?*

Suddenly the room went red. Dewahl vanished, to be replaced by an image of dark circlesinsde brighter
ones, images of her own eyes. They throbbed and pulsed, then dowly began to circle one another like
mad moons. The room faded to navy blue, and amyriad of little stars began sparkling, closing in from the
periphery. Her earsfilled with a hypnotic humming, congtant and yet aso in tune with the throbbing eyes.

She could not fed hersalf. Her limbs, her body, her head -- dl were gone. Redity wasjust the blue and
the stars and the moon-eyes, receding dowly into the distance like an escaping sogp bubble, until it
quietly popped and made nothingness out of nullity. She squinted at the colorstrying desperately to
coaesce into shapes and she swatted ingtinctively at the swarm of fliesthat buzzed around her head.

Very intdligent flies, obvioudy -- the buzzing sounded dmost like words. Y ou gave us quite ascare,” the
svarm said.

"You're not my Auntie Em," Rabinowitz mumbled hazily. Shetried to roll over and go back to deep, but
bumped her shoulder on the side rails. The texture of her waterbed was al wrong, too, much too hard
and firm.

"Don't zip out on mejust yet," theflies said, but they were losing some of their buzz. "The doctor said you
should stay up for awhile." Hands grabbed her and pulled her into asitting posture. This had the
unintended effect of causing the whole universe to wobble. The colors shifted in and out of focuslikea
drunken kaleldoscope.

"Do you know who you are?"' the flieswent on.



"Of course| know," shesaid. "I know, therefore| am. | think."

"Ah, evenif it wasn't in your files| could guess you were a college graduate. Do you know who | am?”
"The Lord of the Hlies"

"Close enough for government. Now for the big one: Do you know where you are?"

"In bed," Rabinowitz said. "Y ou can't fool methat easy.”

"And they told me you wouldn't make any sense. Do you know who tried to kill you?'

"Kill me? Kill me?" Rabinowitz put her hands up to hold her head steady, which caused the colorsand
the fliesto merge into the form and voice of Detective Hoy. "Did somebody try to kill me?

"Nofair, | asked you firg."

"Nobody wantsto kill me. I'm cute, I'm swest, I'm bright as anew penny. My Daddy showed mea
penny in amuseum once, but there haven't been new onesfor fifty years. Doesn't matter, it'sthe principle
of the thing. Nobody would kill me. I'm beloved of dl. By al. Whatever."

"Y eah, I'm sure you always wake up like this."

"Yes. No. | don't remember. It'salady's prerogative not to remember.”

"Maybe, but it's not alady's prerogative to be found unconscious on her veering room floor."
"Then, since I'm every inch alady -- however muchaninchis-- | wont doit."

"Ohyes, | quite agree. Once was enough.”

Her mind was circling the idealike ahawk about to stoop. " Somebodly tried to kill me?”

"l guessit must take some getting used to. Y es, somebodly tried to kill you. Somebody with alot of
resources. How much do you remember?’

"Y ou would ask atrick question. My memory is not plugged in today. The whole rest of theworldisat
the wrong end of the telescope, and | can only wave at it from the shore.”

"Y our veering set was gtill hooked up and running when they found you. Do you remember that much?”
"l don't remember going anywhere."
"Did somebody cometo you?'

Rabinowitz gtarted to nod dowly, then reached up quickly to grab her head asit threatened to fall off.
"That sounds possible. All thingsarepossibleintime.”

"According to phone company records, you got an incoming call from Jenithar.”
"Y ou have an annoying habit of asking questions you aready know the answersto.”

"I know _my_answersto them. | don't necessarily know yours. Besides, the phone company couldn't
verify the party a the other end of theline.”

"Jenithar. Y eah, someone from Jenithar. That sounds about right. | don't remember hisname. It'll bein



my log. | record al calls. Seemed to think | could get him some world domain materid. Funny, huh?"
"Hilarious. Whet did you tdl him?"

"Just the Bible, the Koran, and the complete works of Shakespeare." Shelet go of her head
experimentally, and it seemed to stay precarioudy balanced atop her neck. " Somebody tried to kill me?”

"Isthere an echo in here?'

"You sad it was somebody with alot of resources.”

"For somebody whose memory isn't plugged in, you're doing agood job."

"Virtud memory, an effective smulation. Why did you say that about the resources?”

"As near aswe can tdll, this person tried to kill you with a sensory overload program. It's not redl
common here on Earth -- we don't even tell peopleit's possible -- but there are some twinkers from
Besortix who specidizeinit. Their program dicesinto your veering set on some other carrier wave o it
can't be traced back to them. Onceit's on your system it overloads your senses, particularly sight and
sound. It triesto lock your brain into aweird pattern, like certain flashing lights can trigger an epileptic
attack or amigraine. Only this program tries to make the condition permanent. If it burnsin deep enough,
it can even affect the brain functions that keep your heart and lungsworking.”

"That'sindd...indd...wicked. How did | survive?'

"A Besortican wouldn't have. As| said, it isn't that common here yet and the Besorticans Al agorithms
for uswerejudt that far off the mark. It just put you out. A lady named Francia Bowd called Emergency
Services and said you'd missed arehearsa of your play and she couldn't reach you. At that point we
think you werein acomafor at least eight hours. | had aflag out on the netsfor anything with your name,
s0 | got to the hospital about the same time you did. Good thing, too -- the doctors here had never seen
thisbefore."

Rabinowitz was quiet for awhile, then said, "So what'stheprog . .. prog . . . prog . . ." She dammed her
fist againg thesderal infrugration. "Prognoss” shefindly sad. "Am | going to have mentd maarid
relapses? Facid tics? Will | attack anyone who mentions Niagara Falls?"

"The only permanent side effect we know about is death. Y ou seem to have avoided that. Oh, and none
of the surviving victims has ever played the contrabassoon afterwards. Of course, our records on this
only go back about seven years. Well want to monitor you closdy from now on."

"Does thismean I'm off your suspect lig?"

Hoy smiled. "Not at al. A fdling out between conspirators could make one try to down the other."
"Someone with resources, you said. Were you thinking of Jvin Rashta.. . . Radhta. . . that grocer guy?”'
"A digtinct possibility. He's been unofficidly linked to several previous Besortican-yle attacks.”

"So how can | protect mysdlf in the future?’

"Y ou could keep your veering set permanently turned off. Or you could et us monitor dl your sessons.”
"Neither gppedsto me."

"Does death?"



"Did any of them play the contrabassoon _before _they were attacked?"

Hoy stood up and walked to the door. ™Y ou know, | redly do hope you'reinnocent. Y oure alot of fun
inbed."

"Treasure the memory. It'sthe most you'll ever get." Sheturned over, facing away from him, and
pretended to deep. The pretending lasted less than two minutes.

Rabinowitz was not alowed to leave the hospita for another thirty-six hours, during which she was
subjected to multiple brain scans, neurologica examinations and tests of both physicd and menta
coordination. It was almost as bad as renting her own body. When she could get through the tests
without embarrassing hersdlf, the doctors said she could go home.

She waked straight through the front door and down the hallway to the veering room. She stared at the
set asthough it were a puppy that had peed on her carpet. The room was not as she had left it; it must
have been amess while she was lying unconscious on the floor. "Probably Hoy," she muttered. "He
sraightens bookshelves. | wonder what €lse he did to the room while | was gone.”

Sheran her hand aong the Side of the veering set for a moment, then turned away from it to the ordinary
telephone. She placed acall to Peter Whitefish, but only reached his recorded message. She left her
name and number, asking him to phone back as soon as possible.

By cdling in two different favors she got the direct number to the executive offices of Indra
Entertainment. The secretary told her Mr. Rashtapurdi was unable to see anyone today; she could have
an gppointment in three weeks.

"Pleasetel him | know afew things about Path-Reynik Levexitor from Jenithar," Rabinowitz said.

The secretary put her on hold. Rabinowitz hummed to herself for thirty-seven seconds. When the screen
woke again, she was facing Jvin Rashtapurdi.

Rashtapurdi was an older, dark-complected man whose white hair wasin sharp contrast to hisskin. He
had awide face and intelligent eyes. White teeth showed in the smile that seemed as wide as a barn door
and as shdlow asasidewak puddie two days after thelast rain.

"My secretary tells me your nameis Rabinowitz," he said. "What can | do for you?'

Rabinowitz looked at him appraisingly. "I'm abusiness associate of Path-Reynik Levexitor from
Jenithar.”

Rashtapurdi's smile never wavered. "Is that name supposed to mean something to me?"
"It means something to your secretary.”

"Then perhaps you should talk to her." He started to reach for the disconnect switch.
"Eighty-seven billion dollars™ Rabinowitz said.

Rashtapurdi paused in mid-gesture. Y ou have an endearing way of making idle conversation, Ms.
Rabinowitz."

"I understand Indra Entertainment isthe legal successor to dozens of Indian movie companiesfrom the
mid-twentieth century. Y our library issaid to contain well over ten thousand films, valued at around
eghty-seven billion dollars™



"My publicity department has obvioudy doneitsjob well.”

"But it's not worth eighty-seven hillion dollars to you," Rabinowitz continued. ™Y ou can reprocess the
filmswith every new technology that comes along and copyright each new version, but the basic library
itself isworld domain. It's only worth al that money to the UN, because they're the only oneswho can
licenseit.”

"| fail to see your point -- if indeed you are making one."
"Have you ever been to Jenithar, Mr. Rashtapurdi?'

"Not in person. | did try once, but the local authorities are overly gtrict about who they will |et teep there.
| committed some indiscretionsin my youth, amisunderstanding with the law, and the Jenitharp used that
asapretext to deny me access.”

"That isashame. Y ou might have found it quite familiar. Jenithar isagrosdy overpopulated world and
very class-oriented, much like twentieth-century India. Perhapsits people would share the same values
with those olden-day film makers. Thefilmsin your vaults, even as outmoded asthey are by our modern
standards, might be worth agreet deal of money if they could be sold there."

"Areyou offering your brokerage servicesto sdll the films on Jenithar, Ms. Rabinowitz?'
"Of course not. | operate within the law."
"Then this conversation has been awaste of both our time." Rashtapurdi severed the connection.

"Oh no it wasn't, Mr. Rashtapurdi,” Rabinowitz said quietly to the blank screen. "'l never told you | wasa
literary broker. Y ou aready knew that when | called.”

The next day Rabinowitz placed acal to third level constable Feffeti rab Dellor on Jenithar, who told her
Cha nas was not alowed access to veering units, though he could have physical visitors. When
Rabinowitz told him she had to ask Chanas about some details of her business ded with Levexitor,
Dellor even gave her clearance for ashort vigt, under rigidly supervised conditions. She thanked him and,
with asigh, veered to the rent-a-bod agency.

The processwas mercifully short thistime. With her satus dready onfile, it was merely a question of
finding the proper size body. Asit turned out, there was nothing in her size available at the moment.

"Thissort of thing can in future be avoided,” the clerk said. "As| told you last time, we can for avery
reasonable fee set aside the perfect body for you, ready at any time to be activated by you without
further inconvenience.

"I don't think I'll be tegping to Jenithar dl that often. 1'd be willing to settle for adightly smaller body, if
you have one."

"Indeed we do, though you must sgn awaiver rdieving from al responsbility this company.”

Rabinowitz did so gladly, and lessthan an hour later she stood in avisiting cell as Chalnas was brought in
to her. Hewasfar smdler than shewas, and much of his plumage had been thinned out. Prison life might
not be agreeing with him.

"Hello Chanas," shesaid. "I'm sorry to see you under such tragic circumstances.”

"It has aways been an honor to serve your needs, Ms. Rabinowitz."



"Thentel methetruth: Did you kill your master?"
"Absolutely not. It would be unspeakable to break so sacred atrust.”

"I believe you. But your police don't care about my opinions, so well have to bombard them with facts.
Tel meyour side of what happened that day."

"l wasworking as usud in the Highest's office up until an hour before the time when they tel methe
murder occurred --"

"Y ou were working that day? Levexitor said it was your day off."

"No, | wasworking. Then acdl camein on the Highest's personal line. He grew very agitated, then told
me my serviceswould not be needed for the rest of the day. He practicaly pushed me out of the house."

"Do you know who that cal was from or what it was about?"
"No, Ms. Rabinowitz, | do not."
"Had he ever had cdlslike that before?!

"Severd times over the past few months. Frequently he would tell meto go home. | think therewas
someone he did not want me seeing.”

"That'sagood bet. What did you do when he shooed you out on the day he died?"
"l went home, as he suggested.”

"Can the cab driver verify your story?"

"1 could not afford a.cab, Ms. Rabinowitz. | walked home.”

"Did anyone seeyou?'

"Thousands of people saw me, but no one who knew me. | have no way to prove | was not inthe
Highest'shouse at that time."

"No dibi. Okay, then, tell methis. Do you know anyone named Raj-Pen Dewahl ?'

"Heisapetty merchant hoping in ahurry to make himsdf tall. He has ways been hovering around the
edges of the Highest's deals, hoping to grab some leavingsfor himself."

"Do you think he might have killed your mester?"
"I don't think he has that much origindity of thought.”
"My fedling, too. Have you heard the names Peter Whitefish, Jvin Rashtapurdi or Nils Fredericksen?’

"Peter Whitefish, yes. He was another broker from Earth that the Highest had some dedlings with.
Occasiondly | was excluded from their meetings, but | don't think it was he who made those suspicious
cdls. That would have been someone of amuch greater Sze than him. The other two names | have not
heard a al. | am sorry.”

"Don't be. There's no reason you should know them." She paused. "What about a Detective Hoy, a
policeman from Earth?'



"I believe he called severa times. The Highest refused to speak with him.”

"Wll, he had sometaste. | want to thank you for talking with me. | hope | can do something to save
your life

"My lifeis probably forfeit, but | appreciate your efforts, Ms. Rabinowitz." Chalnaslooked the picture of
despair as his guards escorted him once again from the vigiting cell.

She found amessage from Detective Hoy on her phone mail when she returned home. "I think we need
to have atalk, Ms. Rabinowitz," he said. "Peter Whitefishisdead.”

"Miami Beach?' Rabinowitz said.

"Well, it seems he had a beach house there." Hoy sat acrossfrom her in the parlor, immaculately dressed
and ogling her with hisusud intengity. "Maybe he felt safer there than New Y ork.”

"But why should Interpol concern itsdlf with an ordinary mugging?'

"Hewasfound in an aley. Hed been beaten, then stabbed with a hunting knife you could buy a any
hardware store. All his cards were taken; the Miami police had ahell of atimeidentifying hisbody. An
ordinary mugging. A studioudy ordinary mugging.”

"They've been known to happen.”

"Not to peopleon my lig."

"It's getting shorter, isn't it?"

"A lady's not supposed to notice such things."

"A lady's not even supposed to be involved in such things" Rabinowitz said. "But Snce I'm on thelist and
someonetried to kill me, | can't help taking perverse curiosity init.”

"There was amessage from you on his phone mail."
"Asif you had to check his phone mail to know that."
"Mease, Ms. Rabinowitz. Allow usto keep up at least the gppearance of innocence.

"Neither the believer nor the atheist is completdly satisfied with gppearances. And why shouldn't | call
him?Werein the same business. Or were."

"Will youmisshim?
"Likeamildew tain in the bathroom."
"A man of tarnished ethics, as| undersand it.”

"Tarnished?' Rabinowitz chuckled. "I doubt that very much. His ethics were bright and shiny and new.
They'd never been used. He attracted bright young writersto sign with him, then stifled them. His
contracts were so tight his clients had to sacrifice al their early work to get out of them -- and | know
quite afew that did. There may betears at Peter's funerd, but they won't be of grief."

"Sounds like you're the perfect suspect for his murder.”

"I have no motive except for the drictly intelectua one of purifying my industry. And you know | haven't



beento Miami latdly.”
"Asadetective, | just despise coincidence.”

"Redly?" Rabinowitz smiled broadly. "L et me share some more with you, then. Levexitor is dead.
Whitefish isdead. | was very nearly dead. And one thing we al had in common was an Interpol detective
with aconspiracy theory. Isit just coincidence that you're linked to al the murders, actua and
attempted?”

Hoy nodded. "An interesting hypothesis. It has a certain naive charm and smplistic degance. It's utterly
wrong, of course, but worth considering for afew seconds. Since | know I'm innocent, | hope you won't
mind if | just discard it out of hand.”

"And sincel know _I'm_ innocent, we can remove me from the picture, too."

"Nicetry, Ms. Rabinowitz. Well, asyou sad, thelist is getting shorter dl thetime. If | wait long enough,
I'll just haveto arrest the last person standing.”

"Sincel don't intend to fal and since I've committed no crimes, | find that unacceptable. Y ou'll haveto
rein in that police mentdity of yours." She stood up. "Now, if you don't have any other sartling news for
me--"

Recognizing his cue, Hoy stood too. "1 certainly hope | don't haveto arrest you. Although | do know a
few gameswe could play with handcuffs."

"Tel you what. Start without me and I'll catch up. I'm overdue right now for an gppointment where
murder is much more straightforward.”

Hoy looked &t her curioudy. "Where'sthat?'
"Eleventh-century Scotland.”

It was nighttime in the courtyard, black and gloomy in many places with just occasiona spotslit by
torches. The castle walls, when they could be seen at dl, were stone and mortar, solidly built to withstand
the most punishing assault amedieva Scotsman could conceive. A group of people, somein period garb
and some casudly modern, were standing around talking as Rabinowitz waked on from stage right.

"Sorry I'm late, people,”" she said hurriedly. "The director should set an example --"

That was asfar as she got, asthe others burst into applause and several of them rushed over to see how
shewas. "We'rejust glad you're here at dl," one young woman said. "Especialy me. They expected
_me_todirect. I'm just a stage manager.”

"Thank you, Fran," Rabinowitz said, "both for saving my life and for doing my job. I'm sure you were
wonderful." Severa of the other people nodded.

"It'stoo much work. | just want to solve problems and dedl with disasters. Y ou can tell them where to
gand.”

"To be quite honest 1'd rather be here putting you al through your paces than lying in ahospital bed."
"Someday I'll remind you you said that," Fran promised.

Rabinowitz looked the group over and couldn't help but smile. For atotaly amateur group, they were
some of the finest actors she'd worked with . . . though she had afedling that her lead actor, Kwame



Massala, would not be an amateur much longer. In the old days when stage actors had to play in person,
the stockbroker from Capetown would have been trapped playing Othello forever; inaVR theater he
could portray anyone from Romeo to Lear convincingly. Right now hewas aburly Scotsman with ginger
hair and mustache, and piercing brown eyes glinting with ambition. It was just amatter of time before he
got the recognition he needed to make the jJump asa pro.

"Well, regardiess of how glad you areto seeme," she sad, "thefact is|'ve cheated you out of some
precious rehearsa time, and well al have to be brilliant to make up for it. How far have you gotten?’

"Run-through on Act |, acomplete read-through on Act 11, Fran said.

"Then | guesswere ready to try arun-through. Places, people -- Banquo, Fleance, Machbeth and the
dlent servant. Let's see what we can do."

Rabinowitz momentarily put aside her persona concerns, al the dead bodies that were piling up in the
real world, to concentrate on the regicide about to occur in thistheater. She listened, but was not
transported. The words were al there, punctilious and precise. Just the spirit was missing. Banquo wasn't
supposed to be dead until Act 111, and Macheth might as well have been considering his optionson
different stock dedls.

How could she make this play cometo life? Part of the problem was that she much preferred the
comedies, she dedlt with heavy enough mattersin red life. But the troupe had outvoted her on thisone.
They wanted to try the Scottish play. And now it was her job to makeit live. Everyone waslooking at
her. She had to say something.

"Fine-o0, herésmy tilt on it. Banquo, you'rein awhiz. Y ou heard what the ssters said aswell asMac did.
HEll be king, but you'll beget kings. Does that mean your pimply-faced little Fleance gets a crown?
Glamis and Cawdor both came true. And here everyoneis -- Mac, Duncan, Fleance -- al within one set
of thick sonewallsfor the night. Isit any wonder ‘A heavy summonslieslikelead upon me/And yet |
would not deep; merciful powers,/Restrain in me the cursed thoughts that nature/Gives way to in repose.’
Mac'san old friend, but can you suddenly trust himin the dark with adirk?

"Fran, | think we should do alittle more with the dagger of the mind. Y ou're projecting it straight in front
of Mac. 'I havethee not, and yet | seethee dtill." Sure, holographic projections weren't that commonin
eleventh-century Scotland, but we have to play to the audience, who's seen alot of them. The dagger
isn't just avisud effect to Mac, it'sasymbol, akey -- yes, hiskey to heaven, to everything he wants, if
only hedaresgrasp it. Yes, it'sthe key to heaven, so it comes from heaven. Fran, wéelll float the key
down from the sky. It'll even start coming down before the servant leaves, only he can't seeit. Only Mac
can seeit. Hell look up and there's this dagger floating down, the handle towards his --"

She stopped suddenly and her eyes focused on some indefinable point lightyears avay. "Hell look up
and see it come down," she whispered, her voice barely audible to the others. She stood transfixed for
nearly aminute. The rest of the troupe waited, not knowing whether to disturb her.

She shook hersdlf out of it and looked around, as though for thefirst time. "Oh my God," she said.
"Youredl going to hate me, but | have to leave now. Fran, | owe you abig, big favor, but please take
over onemoretime. Thisisthelast time, | sweer it."

"Where are you going in such arush?' her assstant asked.
"l haveto catch aplaneto New Y ork," Rabinowitz said as she vanished from the virtud stage.

The big brownstone house was dark, which surprised her; she'd phoned ahead to let Fredericksen know



she was coming. She climbed the front stairs and knocked. No answer. Shetried the buzzer. Again, no
answer. Shetried calling in on her handphone. Just the message machine.

"Did hejump out on me?' she muttered.

Shetried the heavy front door and found to her amazement it wasn't locked. Something was not right.
Fredericksen had the normal urbanite'sfinely honed sense of paranoia. Even if held Ieft, he'd have locked
up behind himself.

Standing to the side of the sill she pushed the door inward. "Nils?' she called. Silence answered.

She stood for amoment beside the doorway, thinking, then dipped quickly insde. Insde the house was
asdark asit had looked from the outside. The house system must have been off, because the motion
detectors didn't activate the lights as she moved around. Nor was there amanual switchplate beside the
door. It had been years since Rabinowitz had last visited. She couldn't even remember where the
switchplates might be.

"Nils," shecdled again, but thistime her voice was much softer. Even if Fredericksen had beeninthe
next room he might not have heard her.

She left the door wide opento let in afaint beam of light from the street outside. Searching her memory
for cluesto the house's layout, she moved to her right and bumped into the diding double doorsthat led
to the study. The wooden doors were closed. Why?

Fedling at the surface of the doors with her fingertips, she found the crack where the two doors met.
Again standing dightly to one side of center, she pulled the doors gpart. The doors did into the walswith
just the faintest squeaking. There was more darkness and silence in the den beyond.

Wishing she'd thought to bring her keylight, she took a step into the room, then a second. Her third step
was interrupted by alarge lump on the floor. She tripped and went flying forward, putting out her hands
to break the fall. Somehow, by sheer dumb luck, her head missed bumping on the edge of the heavy
desk by just afew centimeters, and shelay on the carpet panting.

Now there was the sound of movement. Someone had been standing, waiting on the far sde of the room,
and now he was rushing toward her. Rabinowitz scrambled to get to her hands and knees, but suddenly
the other person kicked her in the ssomach and she fell back onto the floor. Looking up she saw standing
over her abody silhouetted against the meager light from the halway. In its hand was the silhouette of a
gun.

A gunshot echoed in the room, and Rabinowitz's body jerked in anticipation of abullet that never came.
Instead, the person standing over her fell hard against the desk and then crumpled to the floor beside
her.

A bright light shone suddenly in her eyes. She shut them tight and turned her head to the left, where the
body hed fdlen.

"I've been finding you on thefloor alot lately," Detective Hoy said. "Isthat one of your preferred
positions?”

Rabinowitz squinted her eyes open again after Hoy pointed the light awvay from her. Sherolled over and
once more started getting to her hands and knees. "What took you so long?"

"Well, if you want prompter service, siop making spur-of-the-moment planeflights,” hereplied. "I had to
improviselike aloono to stay this close behind you. What exactly's happening here?!



There were severd shagpes moving around behind Hoy. "Have one of your people find aswitchplate,”
Rabinowitz said as she got to her feet, "and well both know."

Thelights came on just as she finished speaking and she had to shut her eyesfor another few seconds
until she could adjust. She opened them dowly to stare down at the till figure of her attacker, aman
dressed dll in black.

"Know him?' Hoy asked.
"Never saw him before.”

"I doubt whether anyone around here has. Probably one of Rashtapurdi's hired thugs. No need to ask
you about the other one.”

Rabinowitz braced hersdf and turned dowly. The object on the floor that had initidly tripped her was
another body -- Fredericksen's body. She stared down at it, feding an inner hollowness but no surprise.
"I think indirectly | killed him," she said quietly.

"Careto explain your reasoning on that?"

"| called Nilsfrom theairport to let him know | was coming over. That probably panicked Rashtapurdi.”
"Why would that panic him?' Hoy asked.

"Because | knew and | could provethat Nilskilled Levexitor."

Hoy arched an eyebrow. "How?"

"For onething, he made atiny dip | didn't even notice at the time. When he caled me shortly &fter the
murder, | told him I'd been present when Levexitor died. | never said 'murdered,’ but Nils asked meif
the police had any ideawho killed him."

"That's pretty flimsy,” Hoy said. "Welivein aviolent society. It's naturd to assume aviolent deeth. If |
took that to a prosecutor I'd be laughed out of his office.”

Rabinowitz walked dowly over to one of the large armchairs facing the desk. The kick to her somach
had made standing uncomfortable. "L evexitor himsdf gave methe biggest clue,” she said as she sat
down.

"Did he come back from the grave, or wherever Jenitharp dispose of dead bodies?!

"No, but the sceneis sharply etched in my memory. Levexitor was calmly talking to me, then suddenly he
looked up, cried out and dumped over hiswork table.”

"S)?'

"Up," Rabinowitz said wearily. "Helooked _up . That's such asmple gesturefor us, but it hasawhole
new world of meaning on Jenithar. Levexitor had thetitle 'Highest'; he was among the tallest on Jenithar.
There could only be afew people on the planet held look up to, and certainly not his assistant. Chalnas

would have to stand on aladder to do that, and he could hardly have surprised his boss that way."

"What about Rashtapurdi? He's an entertainment mogul, very important --"

"He's aso aconvicted felon. The Jenitharp keep them out on genera principles -- very commendablein
Rashtapurdi's case. No, | wasn't thinking in terms of money. The Jenitharp don't care about that nearly as



much asthey care about status. Say, someone with the rank of UN Secretary for Interstellar
Commerce."

"I'm sorry to burst your bubble, but Fredericksen had a pretty tight dibi. At the time of the murder he
was attending an opera on Dikwan. Lots of people saw him. | checked that out mysdif.”

"Have you ever seen a Dikwanic opera?”
"Never had the pleasure.”

"If you had you'd never use 'pleasure in conjunction with it. I'm sure Nils had a rented body on Dikwan
gtting at attention for hoursin the audience, surrounded by people who'd siwear he wasthere. But |
know from personal experience how easy it isto dip out of that rented body and come homefor awhile
-- or maybe even to rent a second body on another world. Nilstold me he'd been to Jenithar alot inthe
last year. They've got a system that bypasses al their paperwork and lets you keep abody on permanent
reserve. He could have dipped into that without anyone seeing him and goneto vist Levexitor. That
body would have been astadl or taler than Levexitor's -- and the heavy metal arm would be the only
murder wegpon he needed. If you look alittle more closely at Nils phonerecords, | bet you'll find that
'smultaneous jump.”

"Y ou've got means and opportunity, but you haven't mentioned motive," Hoy said.

Rabinowitz Sghed. "Well, | think hekilled Levexitor in smple panic. Levexitor was having second
thoughts and was about to tell mewhat he was mixed up in when Nils struck him. Knowing Nils, I'll bet
he was horrified at his own actions. But his larger motives, why hewasin thisded inthefirst place --
well just have to guess. | do know he was upset about losing the Secretary General post to Chien, far
more than he let on. Maybe he wanted to start a scandal to embarrass Chien. Maybe he wanted to get
what was coming to him after so many years of service. But beneath it al hewas ill apatriot. Look
what he chose to tedl. The Indians made those movies by the thousands, the ultimate potboilers. Not
even their creators would cal them literature. They're some of Earth's assets, sure, but weld never redly
missthem.”

"What about the attacks on you and Whitefish -- not to mention that assassin on the floor over there?'

"Nilswould never have done anything like that. Y ou can lay those to Rashtapurdi, thered villain of the
piece. When the deal started unraveling he just decided to cut off the loose ends. Now ther€'s no oneto
give hard evidence againgt him. Want to bet he walks free from this?'

"No taker. May | cal onyou socidly now?"

Rabinowitz looked at him, horrified. "I have just dedlt with the shock of having aman | cared about,
someone who raised me like an uncle, be amurderer. And then | trip over his dead body. How could

you possibly suggest such athing?'
"| did saveyour lifetwice.
"It wouldn't have needed saving if you hadn't put me on that list of yours."

"Oh, that. Y ou were never redly onit, you know. Fredericksen put some political heat on my bosses and
they wouldn't let me go after him directly. | had to try amore roundabout route.”

"l see." She stood up and started for the door.

"May | at least call you Deborah?’



Shelooked him dead in the face. "I don't have relationships with men who use measatool.”
"Wl that's okay too," Hoy said amiably. "How _do_ you want to be used?'

"| redlly don't havetimefor this" Rabinowitz said icily as she brushed past him. "I've got aregicideto
manage and acivil war to plan. Birnam Wood doesn't move by itsdlf, you know."
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